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NoTWiTHiTAJCDiNG (he number of literary men to 
whom Ireland haa gi-ren birth, there ia Tery IHtle 
conaecced with their names which conveji to oa anj 
thing of a national aMOciation ; for the land of their 
natiTity scarcely enjoys a single ray of that brilliant 
mind, which aheds its intellectual brightness over the 
sister coontry. CongreTe was an apostate, and 8wifl 
«n]y by accident a patriot; whilst Goldsmith waa 
weak enoagh to affect an air of contempt for a peo- 
ple whose accent was indelibly stamped on hia tongue. 
We could protract the list of her ungratefUl and 
thoogfatless ** men of mind*' even to our own day ; 
bat the taak would be invidious, and we gladly turn 
from it to one who forms a splendid exception— one 
who is not aahamed of Ireland, and of whom Ireland 
Is Justly proud. — 

Lsnd of the Mum ! in glory*i lay, 

In hirtoiy*! leaf tfaj nanM ■hall loar 
WheOf like a metsor'i noxious raj, 

The reign of tyrannj &■ o*er; 
Ifflmofftal names fasTo hoooar*d thee 

A Sheridan, m WeUedey ; 
And still is beaming roond thy ahors 

The apirit bright of Liberty, 
For thou canal boaat a patriot, Moortl 

Mr. Moore is every way an Iriahman, in heart, in 

feelings, and in principles. For his country be haa 

done more than any man living : he has associated 

her name, her wrongs, and her attributes, with poetry 

and music, neither of which can ever die, while taste, 

patriotism, and literature subsists in the world ; and 

whilst these survive, Ireland will form the theme of 

Beauty's song, and Irish music the charm of every 

cultivated mind. But, all extrinsic circumstances 

apart, there is in the melodies of Mr. Moore a sacred 

fire, which conveys its vividness to the soul of his 

readen ; and they must be made of sterner stuff than 

the ordinary race of men, if their bosoms do not glow 

with liberal and patriotic enthusiasm, while they pe- 

mse the harmonious creations of a poet who has 

•loJied the wild and ecceafthe airs of hia country in 
B 



words that bum, and aentiments that find an echo hi 
every generous breast 

HmA. Mr. Moore done no more than this, be woold 
be entitled to the gratitude of his coontiymen ; but 
his genius, like his own Peri, seemi never pleased, 
but while hovering over the region he lotes ; or if it 
makes a short excunion, it is only in the hope of 
securing some advantage that may accelerate the 
removal of those disqualificationa, which are supposed 
to exclude happiness from the limits of his country 
In ** Lalla Rookh*' he has given his fire-worshippers 
the wrongs and feelings of Irishmen ; while, in the 
''Memoirs of Captain Rock,** he has accomplished a 
most difficult task — written a histoiy of Ireland that 
has been read. 

On such groimds we may well claim for Mr. Moore 
what he deserves— the crown of patriotism ; but it is 
not on this head alone he is entitled to our praise. 
Aa a poet, since the lamented death of Byron, he 
stands almost without a competitor; and aa a prose- 
writer, he is highlv respectable. 

Mr. Moore is tiie only son of the late Mr. Garret 
Moore, formerly a respectable tradesman in Dublin, 
where our poet waa bom on the 28th of May, 1780. 
He has two sbten ; and his infantine days seem to 
have left the most agreeable impressions on his me- 
mory. In an epistle to his eldest sister, dated Novem« 
her, 1803, and written from Norfolk in Virginia, he 
retraces with delight their childhood, and describee 
the endearments of hdme, with a seiuibility aa exqui- 
site as that which breathes through the lines of Cow* 
per on receiving his mother's picture. 

He acquired the radiments of an excellent education 
under the care of the late Mr. Samuel Whyte, of 
Grafton-street, Dublin, a gentleman extensively knowa 
and respected aa the early ttitor of Sheridan. He 
evinced such talent in early life, as determined hia 
father to give bun the advantages of a superior edu- 
cation, and at the early age of fourteen, be waa entered 
a student of Trinity College, Doblin. 

Mr. Moore was greatly dJstmgniahed while at the 
University, by an entfauaiastic attachment to the Ubeitf 
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■Bd indepaiuieiioe of hii ooootiy, which he mora iImhIi 
once publicly BMerted with uncommon energy ind 
eloquence ; and he wte equally admired for the eplen- 
door of hia daiucal attainmentt, and the lociahUity 
of his diapoflkion. On the IMi November» 1799^ Hr. 
Moore entered himself a member of the honouiaUe 
Society of the Middle Temple, and in the ooone of 
the year 1800, before he had completed the 90th year 
of his age, he pohlished his translation of the ** Odes 
of Anacreon'* into English Teiae with notes, from 
whence, in the rocabulazy of fashion, he has ever 
sbce been designated by the appellation of Anacreon 
Moore. So early as his twelfth year he appears to 
have meditated on executing tins perfonnance, which, 
if not a close reraion, must be confesaed to be a fas- 
cinating one, of this &vourtte bard. The wozk is 
introduced by a Greek ode from the pen of the TVans- 
lator, and is dedicated, with permiaaion, to hia Royal 
Highneaa the Prince of Walea, now Geoige the 
Fouxth. When Mr. Moore fixat came to London, hia 
youthful appearance waa auch, that being at a large 
dinner-party, and getting up to eacprt the ladiea to the 
drawing-room, a French gentleman obaerred, " Ah! le 
petit bon homme qui a'en Ya!*' Mr. Moore*a aubae- 
quent brilliant converaation, howerer, aoon proved 
him to be, though little of atature, yet, like Gay, ''in 
wit a man.** Assuming the appropriate name of 
little, our author publiahed, in 1801, a volume of 
original poema, chiefly amatory. Of the contenta of 
thia volume it ia impoaaiUe to apeak in teima of un> 
qualified commendation. Sevml of the poema ex- 
hibit strong marks of geniua: they were the productiona 
of an age, when the paaaiona very often give a colour- 
ing too warm to the imagination, which may in aome 
degree palliate, if it cannot ezcuae, that air of lubricity 
which pervadca too many of them. In the aame 
year, hia ''Pbiloaopby of Fleasnue** waa advertised, 
but was never published. 

Mr. Moore*s diffidence of his poetical talents in- 
duced him to adopt, and with reluctance to reject, as 
a motto for hia work, the quotation from Horace, 



meat of Registrar to the Admualty. Tliia was a 
patent place, and of a deacription ao mMoitable to his 
temper of niind, diat he aoon found it expedieot to 
ftilfil the dntiea of it by a deputy, with whom, in con 
aideiation of circumatancea, he consented to divide 
the proiita accming from it. *Tnun. thia aituatioa, 
however, he never derived any emolument ; thoogfa, 
a few yeara aince, he auffered aome pecuniary incon- 
venience, owing to the miacoiidnct of hia deputy. 
Alluding to hia trip acroaa the Atlantic, in a work 
publiahed aoon after hia return to Europe, he aaya: 
"Though curiosity, therefore, waa certainly not the 
motive of my voyage to America, yet it happened 
that the gratification of curioaity waa the only advan- 
tage which I derived from it Having remained about 
a week at New York,'* he continuea, ''where I aaw 
M a d a me , the half repudiated wife of Jerome Baona- 
parte, and felt a aUght ahock of an earthquake, the 



Primnni ego mo inomm, qoiboa dederim sasa poctia, 
Ezoorpun nauMro; naqua onim eooclndare voitua 
Dixeris «aa 



and at a later period, when hia reputation waa fhlly 
eatabliahed, he apoke of himself with hia wonted mo- 
deaty. " Whatever fame he might have acquired, he 
attributed principally to the vema which he had 
adapted to the delicioua atraina of Iriah melody. Hia 
verMa, in themaelvea, could boaat of but little merit ; 
butp like ^ea preaerved in amber, they were eateemed 
in conaequence of the precioua material by which 
they were aurroundeci** 

Mr. Sheridan, in apeakin^ of the autject of thia 
memoir, aaid, "Tliat there waa no man who pot ao 
much of hia heart into hia &ncy aa Tom Moore : that 
hia aoul aeemed aa if it were a particle of fin aepa- 
rated fh>m the aun, and waa alwaya fluttering to get 
back to that aouroe of light and heat.'* 

Towaida the autumn of 1803, Mr. Moore embarked 
for Bermuda ;* where he had obtained the appoint- 



•Tht aeaiM of Bhakapaara*! inimitaUa tragedy of " The 
Tanpaat,** is said to baTs beaa laid ia the island of Bar- 



only things that particularly awakened my attentioB, 
I aailed again for Norfolk, where I proceeded on my 
tour northward through Williamaburg, Richmond,** 
etc. In October, 1804, he quitted America on hia 
return to England, in the Boaton frigate, conunanded 
by CapL Douglaa, whom he haa hi^y eulogiied for 
hia attention during the voyage. In 1806, he pul^ 
liahed hia remarka on the Maimera and Society of 
America, in a work entitled Odea and Epiatlea. Tlie 
preface to thia little work aufficiently evinced the 
talent of Mr. Moore aa a writer of prose. 

The fiite of Addiaon with hia Counteaa Dowager 
hoMing out no encouragement for the ambitiooa love 
of Mr. Moore, he wiaely and happily allowed hia 
good taste to regulate hia choice in a wife, and aome 
yeara ago married Miaa Dyke, a lady of great personal 
beauty, moat amiable diapoaition, and accompliahed 
mannera, in whoae aociety he paaaea much of hia 
time in retirement at hia cottage near Devixea, diver- 
aified by occaaional viaita to London. To complete 
thia picture of domestic happineaa, he ia the father of 
aeveral lovely children, on whoee education he be- 
atowa the most judicious and attentive care. 

Mr. Moore appears equally to have cultivated a 
taate for muaic aa well aa for poeay, and the late cele- 
brated Dr. Bumey waa perfectly aatoniahed at hia 
talent, which he emphatictUy called " peculiarly hia 
owiL*' Nor haa he neglected those mora aolid 
attaiimienta which ahould ever diatinguiah the well- 
bred gentleinan, for he ia an excellent general acholar, 
and particularly well read in the Uteratore of the 
middle agea. Hia converaational powers are great, 
and hia modeat and unaaauming mannera have placed 
him in the higheat rank of cultivated aociety. 

The celebrated poem of Lalla Rookh appeared in 
1817 ; in the aummer of which year our poet viaited 
the French capital, where he collected the materiala 
for that humoroua production, " The Fudge Family 
in Faria.'* In the following year, he went to Ireland, 
on which occaaion a dinner waa given to him, on the 
8th of June, 1818, at Morriaon*a Hotel in Dublin, 
which waa graced by a large aaaemblage of the moat 
diatinguiahed literary and political characters, llw 
Earl of Chariemont took the head of the taUe % Mr. 
Moore aat on hia right hand, and Mr. Moore, aen 
(aince dead^ a venerable old gentleman, the fhther of 
our bard, waa on hia left Aa aoon aa the cloth wm 
removed, iVbii nebu, Demme, waa song by the 
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voealMCi praent; namerous loyal and patriotic toaati 
IbUowed. Tlie Earl of CharlemObt then propoted 
tin memoty of the late lamented I^inceas Charlotte, 
ww» drank in aolemn nlence ; after which a 
and plaintiTe long was song, in commemora- 
of her late Royal Higfaneaa. After a short inter- 
val, the Earl of Charlemont again rose, and, with a 
■ailable eologtuxn, proposed the health of the distin- 
goiahed Irishman who had honoured the country with 
his presence. When the applause had subsidmi, Mr. 
Moore rose, much affiscted, and fepoke to the follow- 



** I feel this the rery proudest moment of my whole 
fift ; to receire such a tribute from an assembly like 
this around me, composed of some of the warmest 
and manliest hearts that Ireland can boast, is indeed 
a triumph that goes to my tery heart, and awakens 
there all that an Iriahman ought to feel, whom Irish- 
mra Uke you hsTo selected for such a distinction. — 
Were my merits a hundred times beyond what the 
partiality of the noble chairman has invested me with, 
dui moment, this golden moment of my lif^ would 
ikr exceed them all. There are some among you, 
gentlemen, whose friendship has been the strength 
and ornament, the * dulce decus* of my existence ; 
who, however they differ from my public sentiments, 
have never allowed that transient ruflle on the surface 
to impede the progress of the deep tide of friendship 
beneath ; men who feel that there is something more 
sacred than party, and whose noble natures, in the 
worst of times, would come out of the conflict of 
public opinion, like pebbles out of the ocean, but more 
smooth and more polished from its asperities by the 
very agitation in which they had been revolving. To 
them beside me on a day like this, is pleasure that 
too deep for words. To the msgority of you, 
gentlemen, I am unknown ; but as your countryman, 
as one who has ventured to touch ike chords of Ire- 
land's Harp, and whose best fame is made out of the 
echoes of their sweetness; as one whose humble 
talents have been ever devoted, and, with the blessing 
of God, ever shall be devoted to the honour and ad- 
vancement of his country's name; whose love for 
that country, even they, who condemn his manner of 
showing it, will at least allow to be sincere, and per- 
haps forgive its intemperance for its truth — setting 
kim down as ' one who loved, not wisely, but too 
vrell :* — to most of you, gentlemen, I say, I am but 
dms known. We have hitherto been strangers to 
each other ; but may I not flatter myself that from this 
Bight a new era of communion begins between us 7 
The giving and receiving of a tribute like this is the 
very hot-bed of the heart, forcing at once all its fbel- 
ing into a fulness of fruit, which it would take years 
ef ordinary ripening to produce ; and there is not a 
man of you who has pledged the cup of fellowship 
diis nigitt, of whom I would not claim the privilege 
of grasping by the hand, with all the cordiality of a 
long and well-cemented friendship. I could not say 
raoiv/ if I were to speak for ages. With a heart full 
M this glass, I thank you for your kindness to me, 
snd have the sincere gratification of drinking aU your 
healths.*' 

Lord Allen gave " the memory of Mr. Curran ;" on 
which a very modest, pathetic, and eloquent speech 
was delivered by his son, in a tone and msnner 



diat produced the most lively emotion throaghont tlM 
room. 

A gentleman afterwards sang a h'vely and well- 
written song, composed for the occasion. T%e sub- 
ject was the poets* Election in Olympus, at which 
there were several candidates, such as Byron, Scott, 
Southey, etc. ; but which ended in a due return of 
Moore, who had a great msjority of votes. This Jem 
d^etprit produced much merriment, and the health of 
the author was drank with applause. 

Lord Charlemont then gave * the Kvuig Poets of 
Great Britain ;* on which Mr. Moore said >— 

** Gentlemen, notwithstanding the witty song which 
you have just heard, and the flattering elevation which 
the author has assigned me, I caimot aUow such a 
mark of respect to be paid to the illustrious names 
that adorn the literature of the present day, without 
calling your attention awhile to the singular constel* 
lation of genius, and asking you to dwell a little on 
the brightness of each particular star that forms it. 
Can I name to you a Byron, without recalling to your 
hearts recollections of aU that his mighty genius has 
awakened there ; his energy, his burning words, his 
intense passion, that disposition of fine fancy to wan- 
der only among the ruins of the heart, to dwell in 
places which the fire of feeling has desolated, and, 
like the chesnut-tree, that grows best in volcanic 
soils, to luxuriate most where the conflagration of 
passion has left its mark ? Need I mendon to you a 
Scott, that fertile and fascinating writer, the vegeta- 
tion of whose mind is as rapid as that of a northern 
summer, and as rich as the most golden harvest of 
the south; whose beautifUl creations succeed each 
other like fruits in Armida*s enchanted garden — * one 
scarce is gathered ere another grows !* Shall I recall 
to you a Rogers (to me endeared by friendship as 
well as genius,) who has hung up lus own name on 
the shrine of memory among the most imperishable 
tablets there ? A Southey, not the laureaJU^ but the 
author of ** Don Roderick," one of the noblest and 
most eloquent poems in any language ? A Campbell, 
the polished and spirited Campbell, whose song of 
** Innisfal" is the very tears of our own Irish muse^ 
crystalized by the touch of genius, and made eternal? 
A Wordsworth, a poet, even in his puerilities, whose 
capacious mind, like the great pool of Norway, draws 
into its vortex not only the mighty things of the deep, 
but its minute weeds and refuse 7 A Crabbe, who 
has shown what the more than galvanic power of 
talent can effect, by giving not only motion, but lift 
and soul to subjects that seemed incapable of it 7 I 
could enumerate, gentlemen, still more, and fVom 
thence would pass with delight to dwell upon the 
living poets of our own Isnd ; — the dramatic powers 
of a Maturin and a Sheil, the former consecrated by. 
the applause of a Scott and a Byron, and the latter 
by tbe tears of some of the brightest eyes in the em- 
pire; the rich imagination of a Phillips, who hat 
courted successfully more than one muse— the versa- 
tile genius of a Morgan, who was the first that mated 
our sweet Irish strains with poetry worthy of their 
pathos and their force. But I feel I have already 
trespassed too long upon your patience and your 
time. I do not regret, however/that yon have deigned 
to listen with patience to this humble tribute to the 
living masters of the English lyre, which I, 'the 
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p^MOMti of tU tbcong,* thna feeUy, bol ^MWtUj, have 
paid them.*' 

In 1822, our withor made a aecond TiiiC to Paria, 
where he resided for a conaideiahle time with his 
amiable wife and family. The fame of hbgeniniy hia 
aocial jet nnpieteoding mamien, and hia muaical 
,t|lenta and conrerMtion, acquired him much eateem 
with the moat eminent literarj and literary-loTing 
char^ctera pf tl^e French capital. During hia atay in 
that city, at the lequeat of Meapra. Galignani, he aat 
for hia portrait, which was moat ably executed by F, 
Sieurac, and ia allowed by aU who have aeen Mr. 
Moore to be a maaterly likeneta. An eicellent en- 
gravmgfrom it,ia prefixed to the preaent edition of hia 
worka. The writer of thia aketch may perhapa be ex- 
£uaed for introducing here an impromptu he wrote, in 
the blank leaf of a book belonging to a lit^e girl, the 
daughter of Mr. Moore, at hia houae in th(9 Champa 
Elywea, Paria :^ 

Sweat ehild! whan on thy beaulaow &ee^ 
The blmh of innoocooa I new, 
•Thy f entle mother*! feaiem trace, 
•*rhj f/^ther^f eye of geniiM too, 
If enry wakes a tramient lifb. 
That fiiee ii my apology. 

Prerioui to Mr. Moore learing Paria, the Britiah 
^obiU^ and gentry reaident in that capital gave him a 
inoct aplendid dinner at Roberta'a. About 60 perMna 
were preaent ; Lord Trimbleatown waa in the chair, 
aupported on hia rig^t by Mr. Moore, and on hia left 
by the Earl of Granard. The vice-presidenta were 
Sur Godfrey Webater, Sir John Byerley, and the 
Reverend Archibald Douglaa, who auperintended the 
preparation! for the banquet, which conaiated of 
every luxury the gaatronomic art could produce. Mr. 
Moore waa in high health and spirita ; aonga, catchea, 
and gleea, blended delightfully with the aparkling 
iChampagne. Several apeechea were made by Lord 
Trimbleatown, Measra. Byerley, Kenney, Grattai^ 
etc. ; and Mr. Moore introduced the toaat of ** Proa- 
perityto Old England*' in the following eloquent 
language: — 

** Aa the noble chairman haa, m compliment to the 
land of my birth, given the ever-welcome toaat of 
*Proaperity to Ireland,' I beg leave to auggeat a 
similar tribute to that other country to which we all 
belong, and to whoae real greatneai and aolid glory — 
all Iriahman aa I am, and with my political and hia- 
torical recollectiona freah about me — I am moat ready 
to bear teatimony and homage before the world. 
Yea, gentlemen, there may be, and there are (for God 
forbid that I ahould circumscribe virtue vrithin any 
particular latitude,) there may be, and there are high 
minda, vrarm hearts, and brave arma every where. 
But for that genuine high-mindedneaa, which haa 
honeaty for its baaia— -the only aure foundation upon 
which any thing lofty waa ever built — ^which can dia- 
tinguiah between real, aubatantial greatneas, and that 
falM, inflated glory of the moment, whoae elevation, 
like that of the balloon, is owing to its emptiness, or 
if not to its emptiness, at least to the levity of its 
fieight— for that good faith, that punctuality in en- 
gagements, which is the soul of all commercial as 
well as all moral relations, and which, while it gives 
Cofansiness the confidence and good underrtanding 
flf fHeodabiii, introdnoes into fheiidship the regularity 



Mid ^natter-of-ftct ptetdjaess of hnsinmi for iM 
spirit of fsirnesjtaad libenlity among publie m^ 
which exlntfcts Ihs yiius of personality out of parly 
^eal, and exhibits so (Aen (too often, I apt sony to say, 
of late) the touching spectacle of the most sturdy pet 
htical chiefhins pouring out at the grave of their mot 
yiolem antagonists such tributes, not aloM of justice, 
but of cordial eulogy, as show how^free fropi all pri- 
vate rancour was the hostili^ that «eparate4 ueia-^ 
and lastly (aa I truat I may aaj, not only without 
infringing, but in atrict accordance with, tbat wiae 
tact whiph excludea party politioa from a meeting like 
the prasentp for that true and well-understood love 
of liberal which, through all changes of chance and 
time, has kept thi old vessel of the Co n stitu t io n sea* 
wortiiy-^which, in spite of storms from without, and 
momentary dimensions between the crew within, 
still enables her to ride, the admiration of the world* 
and will, I truat in God, never suffer her to foonder— 
for all these qualities, and many, many more that 
could be enumerated, equally lofky and equally valua- 
ble, the most widely-travelled Knglishfaan may 
proudly say, as he seta hia foot once more upon thA 
chalky cliffii^— * Thia ia my own, my native land, and 
I have seen nothing that can, in the remotest degree, 
compare with it' — Gentlemen, I could not help, — in 
that fulness of heart, which tliey alone can feel to- 
wards England who have beep doomed to live for 
some time out of it — ^paying tins feeble tribute to that 
most noble coimtiy ; nor can I doubt the cordiality 
with which you will drink — * Protfenty^ a long pros- 
perity to Old England.* " 

This speech was hailed with the warmest acclama^ 
tions, and the utmost hilarity prevailed till ** morning 
grey began to peep." Never did more gaiety, good 
humour, and cordiality grace a poet's festival, than at 
this &rewell dinner to "Tom Moore. 

To the above specimens of our author's oratorical 
powers, we sulgoin here two other speeches, of mora 
recent date, which he delivered on opcasions whipS 
called forth all the glow of his heart, and aympathy 
of his natiire. 

On the Gth of last May, the anniverury meeting 
of the patrons and friends of the "Artists* Benevo- 
lent Fund" was held at the Freemasons' Tavern, the 
Right Hon. Frederick Robinson, Chancellor of the 
Exchequer, in the chair. In the course of the even- 
ing, Mr. Shoe, R. A., proposed as a toast ** The beahb 
of Thomas Moore, and Thomas Campbell,*' which 
was drunk with enthusiastie applause. Immediately 
after this Mr. Moore rose, and returned thanks aa 
follows : — 

**I assure the meeting diat I feel very sensibly and 
very strongly the high honour which has been con- 
fbired on me, nor do I feel it the less sensibly, from 
the kind and warm-hesfted manner in which the toast 
hast been proposed by my excellent friend and fellow- 
coimtryman. To have my name coupled with that 
of Mr. Campbell, I feel to be no ordinary dirtinction. 
If a critical knowledge of the arts were necessary foi 
a just admiration of them, I must at once admit, much 
aa I delight in them, that I caimot boaat of that know 
ledge. I am one of dioae uninitiated worahipperr 
who admire very aincerely, thou^ perhaps I cooM 
not, like the initiated, give a perfectly satisfkctory 
reiaOB for my admiration. I eiyoy the arts, as a Aisa 
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with •■Cronomj eqm the bemtj of 
or tha farilliuit wooden f a itany night, 
the many olgecta of comnfSaeratioii with 
winch the world nnfbitimately aboondai there is not 
«n that appeals more intensely to the feelings than 
the flnnily which a man of genms leaTOs behind hhn, 
insnlatn aad ftinahen ; their only distinction the re< 
iected b|^ of a nanie which renders their present 
■iseiy more conspieaoas, and the contemplstion of 
which BHt add pcrfgnaney to tlmrsalferings. There 
is no oljeet under heaf«n more sore to be visited 
with the Uessings of success than that which has in 
new the alleviation of such misery. I am happy to 
find that the Gofe m meat, of which the Right Ho- 
MoraUe faisinnan forms a part, has taken the fine 
■ts mder tbeir protection, ft is for them a proud 
sad honourable distinction, that, while they show 
Ihey posiBss the talents of statesmen, they also prove 
ihey hav« the liberal feelings which belong to men 
of taste." 

This spaedi was reedved with repeated cheering, 
and die ekxpiem speaker sat down amidst the loudest 



Ai the arTth A&iversaiy of the *«Literaiy Fund 
Sodety,** Sir John Malcofan introduced the health of 
oar poet ia the following manner: — 

** It is another remarkable feature of this Institution, 
that its appbuse may be valoaUe to genius, when iu 
I not wanted. I allude to one now pi es ont 
OS, whom I have not the honour of knowing 
pamoaally, but whose fkme is well known all over 
tbaworbL I now claim the liberty to pay my tribute 
of admiratioB to the individual in question ; for, al- 
though 1 have spent a great pait of my life in distant 
dimes, his feme has resched me ; and the merit of 
oae of his works I am myself well able to appreciate 
•—I mean Laik Bookh— in which the author has 
CDBsMaed the tmfh of the historian with the genius 
^ the poet, and tha vigorous classical tsste of his 
own oaotty with the fervid imagiastion of the East 
I propose the fieahh of Mr. Thomas Moore.*' 

dien received with all die honours ; 
Mr. Moore rose and said : — 
I feel highly flattered by the oompUment now 
paid BM, akhoagh there are oifaefs who might more 
jaitly have hid claiak to il— I aUodift to the translator 
af OberoB (Mr. Sotheby,) whose genioB haAucted, 
qiiiglrtwwil, aad d ei ig hmd the world, long ere a lay 
of fBDM appeared before the public. I cannot, how- 
ewv bat feel myself higfaly honoured by the manner in 
which my health has been reeeived in such an asasm- 
bly as the present. The soldier is deligfated vrith the 
ap p lsa s a of his companions in arms ; the sailor loves 
to hear the prsisesofdiosa who hava encountered the 
pesik of the deep aad of naval warftre ; so I cannot 
halp feeling somewhat like a aimilar pleasure ftom 
tba apprDbation of thoee who hava labour^ with me 
in the SBOM fiekL This is the highest honour which 
hayeaao0iir,orIeanreeeiva. As to the Hoaoursr 
sia Bai o a et who has p repese d n^heaUi in so flat* 
r, I feel that mad 
Aoaa the infemnca of the spaiUiag 
ibeanciroalaiii«amoafos. (Alang^) I 
do not by say means say thift we have yet readied 
the alBta af daahit visios (a lai^^ bat it is wall 

oan thsaagh a i^aas appear meg^ 




nified and of a higher devation. lliesre ia an anec- 
dote in the history of Uteratnre not un6onnected with* 
this topic. When the art of printing was first intro^ 
duced, the types with which the first works vrere 
printed vrere taken down and converted into drinking- 
cups, to celd>ra(e the glory of the invention.— To be 
sure, there have been other literary glasses not quite 
so poetical ; for it has been said, that as tlie warriors 
of the North drank their mead in the hall of Odin otti^ 
of the skuUts of those whom they had slain in ^attle^ 
so booksellers drank thdr vrine out Of the skul^B of 
authors. (Laughter and applause.) But different 
tibe^ have now arrived ; for authors have got their 
share of the auritm paiabilej and booksellerB have got 
rather the wonrt of it. There is one peculiarity at- 
tendant upon genius, which is well wor^ mentioning, 
with reference to the great objects of this admirable 
Institution. Men of genius, like the predoos per* 
fomes of the Esst, are exceedingly liable to ddiaus<^* 
tion . and the period often comes when iibthing of it 
remains but its sensibility ; and the light, which long 
gave life to the world, sometimes terminates in be- 
coming a burden to itself. (Great applause.) When 
we add to that the imiage of Poverty — ^when we ooi^>' 
sider the situation of that man of genius, who, in his 
declining yean and exhausted resources, sees nothing 
before him but indigence — ^it is then only that we can 
estimate the value of this Instituti6n, which stretcher 
Out its fiiendly hand to aave him from the dire ca- 
lamity. (ApplauseJ This is a considerition vrhich 
ought to have its due efibct upon the minds of the 
easy and opulent, who may themselves be men of 
genius ; but there may be others who have no property 
to bestow upon them ; and the peison who now ad- 
dresses you spesks the more fedin^^y, because he 
cannot be sure that the fete of genhis, which he has 
just been depicting, may not one day be his own.^ 
(Inunense applauae.) 

In 1823, Mr. Moore puUidied <*The Loves of the 
Angels,** of which two French translations soon after 
appieared in Faris. While Mr. Moore was compos- 
ing this poem. Lord Byron, who then resided in 
Itdy, was, by a singular Coincidence, writing a similar 
poem, vrith the title of ** Heaven and Earth,'* both of 
them having taken the sulgect from the second verse 
of the 6th chapter of Genesis : ** And it came to pass, 
that the sons of God saw the daughters of men that 
they were feir; and they took them wives Of all 
which they chose.** 

The two poets presumed that the Sons Of (Sod weia 
angds, which opinion is alsd entertained by some of 
the Atben of the Church. 

We have already aUuded to our author*s, ** Memoin 
of Captain Rock,*' the celebrated **Rinddo Rinal- 
diai** of Ireland ; or radier the designation adopted 
by the *'Rob Roys** of that unfortunately divided 
country. Mr. Moore has since mcreased his reputa- 
tion, aa a prose writer, by his publication of the life 
of the late Right Honourable Richard Brinsley Sheri- 
dan, which, feom the superior sourbes of faiformation 
at Us conmand, is, ia a litaruy point of view at lesst, 
a valuable acquisition to the lovers of biography. 

We here annex a list of Mr. Moore's works, vrith 
their respactivadatas of poblication»as for as we luiiTa 
been afala to verify them. 

The Odes of Aaaciaon, ttua&aSUK^ vd^a ^^ai^^^ 
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vene, with notet; dedicated by pennimion to hii 
Royml HighneM the Prince ofWalet (his present 
M^esty.) 4to. 1800. 

A Candid Appeal to Public Confidence, or Con- 
aiderations on the Dangera of the Present Crisis. 
8vo. 1803. 

Corruption and Intolerance, two poems. 
Epistles, Odes, and other Poems. 1806. 
Poems, under the anumed name o(the late Thomas 
little, Esq. 8vo. 1808. 

A Letter to the Roman Catholics of Dublin. 8ro. 
1810. 

M. P., or the Blue Stocking, a comic opera in thre* 
acts, performed at the Lyceum. 1811. 

Intercepted Letters, or the Twopenny-Post Bag 
(in verse,} by Thomas Brown the Younger. 8vo. 
1812. — Of this upwards of fourteen editions have ap- 
peared in England. 

A Selection of Irish Melodies, continued to 9 nnm- 
liers. 

Mr. Moore completed the translation of Sallust, 
which had been left unfinished by Mr. Arthur Mur- 
phy, and he superintended the printing of the work 
for the purchaser, Mr. Carpenter. 

The Sceptic, a philosophical satire. 

Lalla Rookh, an oriental romance, dedicated to 
Samuel Rogers, Esq. 1817. 

The Fudge Family in Paris, letters in verse. 1818. 

National Airs, continued to four numbeis. 

Sacred Songs, two numbers. 

Ballads, Songs, etc. 

Tom Crib*s Memorial to Congress, in Terse. 

Trifles Reprinted, In verse. 

Loves of the Angels. 1823. 

Rhymes on the Road, extracted from the joomal 
of a travelling member of the Pococurante Society. 

Miscellaneous Poems, by different memben of the 
Pococurante Society. 

Fables for the Holy Alliance, in verw. 

Ballads, Songs, Miscellaneous Poems, etc. 

Memoirs of Captain Rock. 

The life of the late Right Honourable Richard 
Brinsley Sheridan. 

For Lalla Rookh Mr. Moore received 3,000 guineas 
of Messii. Longman and Co. For the life of Sheri- 
dan he was paid 2,000 guineas by the same hoosew — 
Mr. Moore enjoys an annuity of fiOOL from Power, 
the music'«eller, for the Irish Melodies and other 
lyrical pieces. He has, moreover, lately, we under- 
stand, engaged to write for the Times newspaper, at 
a salary of fiOOL per annum. 

It is well known that the Memoirs of the late Lord 
Byron, written by himself, had been deposited in the 
keeping of Mr. Moore, and designed as a legacy for 
his benefit It is also known that the latter, with the 
coneent and at the desire of his lordriiip, had long ago 
sold the manuscript to Mr. Murray, the bookseller, 
for the sum of two thousand guineas. These me- 
mcurs are, hpiwever, lost to the world : the leading 
Ikcts relative to which were related in the following 
letter addressed by Mr. Moore to the English jour- 
nals: — 

''Without entering into the rmpective claims of 
Mr. Murray and myself to the property in these me- 
moirs (a question which, now that they are destroyed, 
can be bat of little moment to tny one,) it is sufficieiit 



to say that, believing the manuscript still to be mindt 
I placed it at the dkposal of Lord Byron's sitter, Mrs. 
Lei^, with the sole reservation of a protest against 
its total destruction— at least without previous perusal 
and consultation among the parties. The mi^oriQr 
of the persons present disagreed with this opini<MU 
and it teas the oidy point upon tohick there did exiit 
any difference hetmeen us. The manuscript was, ac- 
cordingly, torn and burnt before our eyes ; and 1 
immediately paid to Mr. Murray, in the presence of 
the gentlemen assembled, two thousand guineas, with 
interest, etc., being the amount of what I owed him 
upon the security of my bond, and for which I now 
stand indebted to my publishers. Mean. Longman 
and Co. 

** Since then the family of Locd Byron have, in « 
manner highly honourable to themselves, proposed 
an arrangement, by which the sum thus paid to Mr. 
Murray might be reimbursed to me ; but, from feelings 
and considerations which it is unnecessary here to ex- 
plain, I have respectfully, but peremptorily, declined 
their offer." 

Before we proceed to ofier a few unprejudiced ob- 
servations on this unpleasant subject, we deem it 
proper to lay before our readers the various opinions, 
pro el contra, to which this letter of Mr. Moore gave 
lise. it is but justice, howevej, to Mr. Moore*s high 
and unblemished reputation to premise, that neither 
by those who regretted the burning of Byron's Me- 
moirs, as a public loss, nor by those who condemned 
it as a dereliction of the most important duty he owed 
to the memory and fame of his noble-minded friend 
— by none of these, nor by any one we ever heard of, 
has Mr. Moore's honour, disinterestedness, or deli- 
cacy — extreme delicacy— ever been, in the sli^test 
degree impeached. 

The enemies of *'The Burning" said, that Mr. 
Moore's expUmalory letter was an ingenious but not 
an ingenuous one-nfor that, at any rate, it threw no 
Ugkt on the subject.— They cavilled at the words 
" and it was the oidy point on which there did exiat 
any difference between us," professing to wonder 
what other ** point" of any consequence could pos- 
sibly have been in discussion, save that of preserving 
or destroying the manuscript. They could not see, 
or were incapable of feeling, what paramount sense 
of delicacy or duty could operate upon a mind like 
Mr. Moore's to counterbalance the delicacy and dutj 
due to his dead friend's fiune, which, according to 
them, he had thus abandoned to a sea of idle specv* 
latiott.— Moreovei^ they were unable to comprehend 
what business Mr. Murray the bookseller, or any of 
the gentlemen present, had with the business, whm 
Mr. Moore had redeemed die MS., "with interest, 
etcV* and with his oMi money (that is, the sum he 
borrowed for the purpose.) Finally, it was past their 
understanding to conoeive, how any person could 
allow his own fiur, just, and honourably-acquired pro- 
perty to be burnt and destroyed before his eyes, and 
against his own p r ot es te d opinion, even if^ from an 
honest but too senntive defoence for others, he had 
conceded so flir as to withhold ils pabUcatioB to ''a 
more convenient season ;" or simply to pr ee etf e it as 
precious relic in his femily. 

To this, the firm suppoitera of church and state— 
the pan tlicklen for public moiala— the friends of 
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IV 



of the iii?iok> 
byity efdoiuflitit priTicy— the fbes to Qnlioenfled wh 
ad pmdc liceaw the dkiiitereited and tender re- 
|uden of Lord Byron*e chancter itself, — cmm and all 
proodly replied, that Mr. Moore bad perfbrmed one 
of the moot difficult and moot delicate dotiea that ever 
ftA to the lot of man, fViend, ciiixen, or christian to 
perform, in the moot manly, fUeadly, patriotic, and 
chriitian-Uke manner. As a man, he had noUy 
sacrificed his prirate interest and opinion, out of 
respect to Lord Byron's UTing conneiions; as a 
fiiend, he had erinced a real and rare friendship by 
witUiolding, at his own personal loss, those self-and- 
dwofbtlesoly-intnided specks and deformities of a 
grsat character from the popular gaze, which delights 
loo much to feast on the infirmities of nohle minds. 
Ae a citbea, he has fbrfaome to display sparkling wit 
at the ezpense of sound morality ; and, finaUy, as a 
dirisrian, he had acted like a good and fkkhAd serrant 
of the cherch, in leaTing his friend's memory, and 
e ip os in g his own repuution, to martyrdom, from the 
most rel%:ioas and ezahed motiTes. 

The private and particular friends of Mr. Moore 
farielly and triumphantly referred to his unspotted 



Whick nerm ytt the breath of eslnmoy bad ^dnlsd, 

aad they properly cfrndeamed uncharitable conjecture 
oa a snl^ect of which the most that could be said was 

— — Ganoa latat, vis sst notiniina. 

Tbm Fmwnmer newspaper gave the subjoined state- 
ment, which, if it were properly authenticated, would 
at once set tlie matter at rest, to the entire justification 
of the Bard of Erin. 

** We were going to allude again this week to the 
q neetion between Mr. Moore and the public, respect- 
hag the d e stru ction of Lord Byron's Memoirs. We 
haTo received several letters expressing the extreme 
mortification of the writers on learning the fiurt, and 
eir indignation in no very measured terms 
the perpetrators; and wo should not have con- 
cealed our own opinion that, however nobly Mr. 
Moore may have acted as regards his own 
his p Mi ik ed letter makes out no justification 
in regard to his late illustrious friend, whose 
m was thus abandoned without that defence, 
which probaUy his own pen could alone furnish, of 
many m isrepr e se nted passages in his conduct; or 
in regard to the world, which is thus robbed of a 
treasure that can never be replaced. But we have 
Isamt one ftct, which puts a dJiflTerentlaoe upon the 
whole matter. It is, that Xord Byron Atmsel/'ditfiioC 
wiA tfte Memoin pMiAtd, Haw they came into 
dw hamls of Mr. Moore and the bookseller— for what 
pmpu e e and under what reservations— vre shall pro- 
hahty be at Bherty to explain at a friture time; for the 
p i ij eeii l , we can only say tha%«och is the fact, as the 
■oUe poet's iaiimata finends can testify." 

is indeed an explanation ''devoutly to be 
** nor can we conceive why it should be still 
delayed. It is highly probable, however, that Mr. 
Xeoee wiD Umaelf Mtf and aatisfaetorjly ehddate 
tki aftfr, hi the'lifo As is saUl to be writing of Lord 



the conflictiBg opMons of the time re- 



lating to this mysterious and painfhUy delicate sub- 
ject ; on which, however, we are bound to introduce 
a fbw summary remarks. 

When Lord Byron's death was once ascertained, 
the whole interest of society seemed centered in his 
Memoirs. Curiosity swallowed up grief; and people, 
becoming wearied by the comments of other writers 
on him who was no more, turned with unexampled 
anxiety to know what he had written upon himself 
Whether or not the public had a right to these Me- 
moinh is a question which it is not, perhaps, quite 
useless to discuss. It is, at any rate, our opinion that 
they had the right ; and tliat the depositary of the 
manuscript was no more than a trustee for the public, 
however his individual interest was concerned or 
consthed. Lord Byron bequeathed his Memoin to 
the world. The profits of their sale were alone 
meant for Mr. Moore. Lord Byron's fkmily had no 
pretension whatever to the monopoly. And though 
the delicate consideration of Mr. Moore prompted 
his offer of having the manuscript perused and puri» 
jEed, if such be the proper word, by the nearest sur- 
viving relative of Lord Byron, we maintain that bo 
was right, strictly right, in pntetting against its un- 
conditional destraction. 

For ourselves, we think that, in respect to the 
burning, Mr, Moore's conduct is not clearly under- 
stood or appreciated. Some blame, as we have 
shown, appears to have been attached to his share in 
the matter, not only in Great Britain, but on the con- 
tinent, where the sufcgect excited an interest quite as 
lively as in England. But it is our opinion that Mr. 
Moore's conduct in the affair has been too hastily 
condemned. One duty, we think, remains for hh 
performance — but one, ajMl that most imperative : it 
is to give to the world the genuine work of Lord 
Byron, if it be in his power to do so. The opinion 
is at all events wide spread, if not well founded, thai 
one copy at leatt of the original woric is in existence. 
That opinion is afloat, and nothing will sink it. If 
the lift which Mr. Moore is supposed to be prepar- 
ing come out as his ovm production, it will be diffi- 
cult, if not impossible, to convince the public that it 
is not a compilation from the copy which we allude 
to, or from a memory powerfully tenacious of the 
originaL If it be not avowed as such, its genuineness 
frill be doubted, and a dozen spurious lives will pro- 
bably appear, professing to be that identical copy, of 
whose existence no one will consent to doubt. No 
reasonings nothing, in fact, abort of Mr. Moore's 
positive assertion to the contrary, will persuade peo- 
ple that he could, for years, have ran the risk of 
leaving so interestfaig a manuscript, or that he could 
have entfusted it, withoot possessing a duplicate, in 
the hands of any one. Anid, at all events, it will be 
thought morally certain, that more fhan one of those 
to whom it was entrusted had curiosity enough to 
copy it ; and very improbable that any one bad ho- 
nesty enough to confem it 

Besides these reasons for the publication of the 
real Memoin, supposing a copy to exist, there is one 
of such paramount importance, that we are sure it 
most have strack every body who has thought at all 
Qpon the Bolveet We mean the retrospectivo iiyury 
done to the charader of the daoeased, if the ooi\|ee- 
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torn which are abroad, as to the nature of the Me- 
moin he left beluod. We do not ptetend to be in 
the aecret of their contents, but we are quite sure thej 
can be iii> no way so reprehensible, as the public ima- 
gination, and the enemies of Lord Byron, have 
figured them to be ; and there is one notion concern- 
ing them, of a nature too delicate to touch upon, and 
for the remoTal of which no sacrifice of individual or 
fiunily vanity would be a price too high, We have, 
moreover, good authority for believing that the Me- 
moiiB might and ought to have been published, with 
perfect s^€ty to public morals, and with a very con- 
siderable gratification to public anxiety. Curiosity, 
which is so contemptible in individuals, assumes a 
very different aspect when it is shared by society at 
large ; and a satisfaction which may be, in moat in- 
stances, withheld from the one, ought very rarely to 
be refiised to the other. Nothing has ever had such 
power of excitement upon the mass of mankind as 
private details of illustrious individuals ; and, most of 
all, what may be called their coi^fesnons : and if those 
individuals choose to make their opinions as much 
the property of the world after their death, as their 
eondnct and works had been before, we repeat, that 
it is nothing short of a fraud upon the public to snatch 



away the treasure of which they were the just in 
heritors. Nor must it be said that the property in 
question is of no intrinsic value. Every thing which 
ministeiB to the public indulgence is of wealth pro- 
portioned to its rarity — and in this point of view Lord 
Byron*s Memoirs were beyond price. If they con- 
tain gross scandal, or indecent disclosure, let such 
parts be suppressed ; and enough will remain amply 
to satisfy all readers. But we say this merely for the 
sake of supposition, and for the purpose of refuting 
an argument founded in an extreme case ; we have 
great pleasure in believing that the only pretence for 
such an imputation on the manuscript, was the selfish 
or squeamish act of its suppression. 

We trust that Mr. Moore will yet consider well the 
part he has to perform ; that he is not insensiUe to 
the narrow scrutiny which the public displays in this 
a&ir, and which posterity will confirm ; and that he 
will, on tins occasion, uphold the character for in- 
tagri^ and frankness which is no pre-eminently his. 
We speak with certitude of his disinterested and up- 
right feelings throughout ; we only hope his delicacy 
towards odien may not lead him too far towards the 
risk of his own popularity, or the sacrifice of what we 
designate once more the public property. 

If credit may be given to Captain Medwin, Lord 
Byron was most desirous for tlie posthumous print- 
ing of his Memoirs ; and he seems, indeed, to have 
intrusted them to Mr. Moore, as a safeguard against 
that very accident into which the high-wrought no- 
tions of delicacy of the trustee, and his deference to 
the relations and friends of the illustrious deceased, 
actually betrayed them. Lord Byron seems to have 
been aware of the prudery of his ovm inunediate con- 
nexions ; and in the way in which he bestowed the 
manuseript, to have consulted at once his generous 
disposition towards a friend, and his desire of security 
■gainst mutilation or suppression. On this subject 
Captain Medwin*s Journal makes him speak as fol- 
lows : ** I am sony not to have a copv of my Memoirs 



to show you. I gave them to Moore, or nther • 
Moore*s litUe boy/'* 

**I remember saying, *Here are two thousand 
pounds for you, my young friend.* I made one re- 
servation in the gift--diat they were not to be publish- 
ed till after my death.*' 

** I have not the least otgection to their being cir- 
culated ; in fact they have been read by some of mine, 
and several of Moore*s friends and acquaintances ; 
among others they were lent to Lady Burghersh. On 
returning the manuscript, her ladyship told Moore 
that she had transcribed the whole work. This 
was tm peu fort, and he suggested the propriety of 
her destroying the copy. She did so, by putting it 
into the fire in his presence. Ever since this hap- 
pened, Douglas Kinnaird has been recommending 
me to resume possession of the manuscript, thinking 
to frighten me by saying, that a spurious or a real 
copy, surreptitiously obtained, may go forth to the 
world. I am quite indifferent about the world know- 
ing all that they contain. There are very few licen- 
tious adventures of my own, or scandalous anecdotes 
that will affect others, in the book. It is taken up 
from my earliest recollections, almost from child- 
hood — ^very incoherent, written in a very loose and 
familiar style. The second part will prove a good 
lesson to young men ; for it treats of the irregular 
life I led at one period, and the fatal consequences 
of dissipation. There are few parts that may not, 
and none that will not, be read by women.*' 

In this particular Lord Byron*s fate has been sin- 
gular ; and a superstitious person might be startled at 
the coincidence of so many causes, all tending to 
hide his character from the public. That scandal 
and envy should have been at work with such a man 
is not very extraordinary ; but the burning of his Me- 
moirs, and the subsequent ii\junction on the pubhca- 
tion of his Letters to his Mother, seem as if some- 
thing more than mere chance had operated to preserve 
unconfttted the calumnies of the day, for the benefit 
of future biographers. Of these Letters a friend of 
ours was fortunate enough to obtain a glimpse, and 
never, he told us, was more innocent, and at the 
same time more valuable matter, so withheld from 
the world. It were, he observed, but an act of cold 
justice to the memory of Lord Byron to state, pub- 
licly, that they appear the reflections of as generous 
a mind as ever committed its expression to paper : 
for though, indeed, the traces of his temperament, and 
of his false position in society, are there, still the sen- 
timents are loft||r and enthusiastic ; and every line be- 
trays the warmest sympathy with human suffering,^ 
and a scornful indignation against mean and disgrace- 
ful vice. 

The extempore song, addressed by Lord Byron to 
Mr. Moore, on the latter *s last visit to Italy, proves 
the familiar intercourse and friendship that subsisted 
between him and the dfibject of this memoir. The 
following stanzas are very expressive .— > 



^Thsrs is sonae trifliof inaeeoraey in tUs, as Moors's 
■on was not with him hi Italy. It is nsvsrthslsss ires, as 
we ars assured, that this was the turn wlueh Lord Bjrstt 
fSTS to his prassnt, in order to maks it mors acosptabls to 
his friend. . 
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Were *t the la»-t drop in the well, 

A* I ffiup'd r^n the brink, 
Ere nay faiatinf ipirit fell, 

*T is to tJUe that I would drink. 

In that water, aa thia wine, 

The libation 1 would pour 
Should be — Peace to thine and mine, 

And a health to Ukee^ Tiftn Moore! 

hm Lord Bjron had published his celebrated 
I of ** English Bards afid Scotch Reviewers," in 
h oar poet, in common with most of his distin- 
ed contemporaries was visited rather "too 
ily** bj the nobltf modem Juvenal, his lordship 
Hed to be ** called out," as the fashionable phrase 
at no one had courage to try his prowess in the 
save Mr. Moore, who did not relish the joke 
t ** little's leadless pistols," and sent a letter to 
irdship in the nature of a challenge, but which 
f his leaving the country, did not receive. On 
n'f return, Mr. Moore made inquiry if he had 
red the epistle, and stated that, on account of 
in changes in his circumstances, he wished to 
it, and become the friend of Byron, through 
n, the author of ** The Pleasures of Memory," 
who was intimate with both the distinguished 
L The letter, addressed to the care of Mr. 
on, had been mislaid ; search was made for it, 
iyron, who at first did not like this ofier, of one 
with a |»stol, and the other to shake in fellow- 
feh very awkward. On the letter being re- 
«d, however, he delivered it unopened to Mr. 
«, and they afterwards continued, to the last, 
particular friends. 

IS bat joatice to the unquestionable courage and 
ed conduct of the Bard of Erin, to observe here, 
though Byron had stated the truth about the said 
Uesa pistols," be had not stated the whole truth, 
facts were these: Mr. Jeffrey, the celebrated 
, and editor of the Edinburgh Review, had, in 
d set phrase," abused the Poems of Thomas 
t, Esq., aHaa Thomas Moore, Esq. ; and the lat- 
ot choosing to put up with the flagellation of 
unt modem Aristarchus, challenged him. When 
arrived at Chalk Farm, the place fixed on for the 
the police were ready, and deprived them of 
fire-arms. On drawing their contents, the com- 
i of "viUanous saltpetre" was found, but the 
lead, 

The pious metal most in requiiitioo 
On inch occasions, 

iOiBehow disappeared. The cause was this: 
of the balls haid &llen oat in the carriage, and 
sconda, with a landahle aniiety to preserve the 
c peace, to save the shedding of such valuable 
I, and to make both equal, drew the other baU. 
his youth Mr. Moore was in the high road to 
favour, and had his spirit been Uat independent, 
ight even have had a Sir Thomas Mare in our 
It is said that when the juvenile Anacreon was 
laced to the then Prince of Wales, His Royal 
ness inquired of him wbedier he was a son of 
loore, the celebrated author of Zeluco ; and that 
ird promptly replied, ** No, Sir ; I am the son of 
ow at Dublin !" 

6 following anecdote shows that His Migesty 
C 



King George the Fourth did not forget to pay off th« 
Prince of Wales's ** old score" with our poet .— Ip 
the king's presence, a critic, speaking of the *'Lifb 
of Sheridan," declared that Moore had murdered his 
friend. ** You are too severe," said his Miyesty, ** I 
cannot admit that Mr. Moore has murdered Shexidant 
bat he has certainly attempted hta U/e" 

It' was not till afler the Prince of Wales's invest- 
ment with regal power, that Mr. itfoore levelled the 
keen shafls of his ^ grey goose quill" against that 
illustrious personage. He had previously dedicated 
the translation of Anacreon to His Royal Highness, 
by whom, it is said, his poetry was much «M<mrwf4, 
We question, though, if his verse was as palatable U> 
the Prince Regent, as it had been to the Prince of 
Wake. Mr. Moore, perhaps, thought as one of his 
predecessors had done on this subject, of whom the 
following anecdote is recorded. Pope, dining ona 
day with Frederic, Prince of Wales, paid the prinet 
many compliments. **! wonder," said his Royal 
Highness, ** that you, who are so severe on ku^ 
should be so complaisant to me." ** It is," rep]iei» 
the witty bard, " because I liko the lion before his 
claws are grown." 

The name of Anacreon Moore, by which our an- 
thor is distinguished, is not so much his due from the 
mere circumstance of his having translated the odes 
of the Teian bard, as from the social qualities which 
he is known to possess, and the convivial spirit of his 
mose. Mr. Moore seems to be of opinion, that 
If with water you fill up your g laeeee, 

You'll never write any thing wiae; 
For wine is the horse of Parnassus, 

Which hurries a bard to the skies. 

He is not, however, ungrateful for whatever aliare 
conviviality may have had in inspiring his muse, but 
has amply acknowledged it in the elegant and glow* 
ing terms in which he has celebrated its praises. No 
individual presides with more grace at the convivial 
board, nor is there one whose absence ia more liable 
to be regr^ted by his friends. 

Being on one occasion prevented from attending a 
banquet where he was an expected guest, and where» 
in consequence, every thing seemed (to use a familiar 
phrase) out of sorts, a gentleman, in the fervour of 
his disappointment, exclaimed, **Give us but one 
Anacreon morv, ye gods, whatever else ye do deny 



us. 



It 



Presiding once* at a tavern dinner, where some of 
the company were complaining that there was no 
game at the table, a gentleman present, alluding to 
the fascinating manners of Mr. Moore, who ** kept the 
Uble in a roar," said, ** Why. gentlemen, what better 
game would you wish than sioor game, of which 1 aoi 
sure you have abundance 7" 

At another time, after the pleasures of the evening 
had been extended to a pretty late hour, Mr. D. pro- 
posed, as a concluding bumper, the health of Mr. 
Moore ; a tosst which, having been twice drank in the 
course of the evening, was objected to as unn e ces 
sary. Mr. D., however, persisted in giving the toast i 
and quoted in support of it the following passage from 
Mr. Moore's translation of the eighth ode of Ana 
creon. ** Let us drink it now," said be. 

For death may come with brow onjtleasant, 
May oome when least we wish him iiresenti 
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Aod beckon to the t^blo tbore, 
And grimly bid ua — drink no Morel 

We here tenninate the Biographical part of oar 
■ketch ; and, after a few introductory and general re- 
marks, shall proceed to take a critical review of our 
anthor'i principal woHlb, including some interesting 
sketches and anecdotes of ancient minstrelsy, illus- 
trative of the ** Iriah Melodies.** 

Moore is not, like Wordsworth or Coleridge, the 
poot*B poet ; nor is it necessary, in order to e^joy his 
writings, that we should create a taste for them other 
than what we received fr<Mn nature and education. 
Yet his style is condonned as tinsel and artificial, 
whweas Uie great praise bestowed on those preferred 
to it is, that they are the only true natural. — Now if 
it requires study and progressive taste to arrive at a 
sense of the natural, and bat common feeling to enjoy 
the beauties of the artificial, then certainly these nanses 
have changed places since we met them in the dic- 
tionary. 

Formerly, people were content with estimating 
books — pen<Mis are the present objects universally. 
It is not the (Measure or utility a vohmie affords, which 
IS taken into consideration, but the genius which it 
indicates. Each person is amdous to form his scale 
of excellence, and to range great names, living or 
dead, at certain intervals and in different grades, self 
being the hidden centre whither all the comparisons 
verge. In former times works of authors were com- 
posed with ideal or ancient models^ — the himible 
crowd of readers were content to peruse and admire. 
At present it is otherwise,— every one is conscious of 
having either written, or at least having been able to 
write a book, and consequently aU literary decisicms 
affect them personally : — 

Scribendi nihil a me siienum puto, 

is the language of the age; and the most insignificant 
calculate on the wonders they might have effected, 
had chance thrown a pen in their way. — ^The literary 
character has, in fact, extended itself over the whole 
Sice of society, with all the evils that D*Israeli has 
enumerated, and ten times more — it has spread its 
fibres through all ranks, sexes, and ages. 'Iliere no 
longer exists what writers used to call a public — that 
&imerested tribunal has long since merged in the 
body it used to tiy. Put your finger on any head in 
a crowd — it belongs to an author, or the (Hend of one, 
and your great authors are supposed to pos ses s a 
quantity of communicaUe celebrity : an intimacy with 
one of them is a sort of principality, and a stray anec- 
dote picked up, rather a valuable sort of possession. 
These people are always crying out against penon- 
ality, and personality is the whole business of their 
lives. They can consider nothing as it is by itself; 
the cry is, •* who wrote it ?** — ** what manner of man 
is he?**— ** where did he borrow it?'* They make 
puppets of literary men by their impatient curiosity ; 
and when one of themselves is dragged firom his ma- 
lign obscurity in banter or whimsical revenge, he calls 
upon aU the gods to bear witness to the malignity he 
is made to suffer. 

It is this spirit which has perverted criticism, and 
reduced it to a play of words. To favour this vain 
tagwnass of comparison, all powers and fiicuhies are 
r^;seK«d at OOM into gmtut that vague quality, tlie 



supposition of which is at every one*s command ; and 
characten, sublime in one respect, as they are con- 
temptible in another, are viewed under this one 
aspect The man, the poet, the philosopher, are 
blended, and the attributes of each applied to all 
without distinction. One person inquires the name 
of a poet, because he is a reasoner ; another, because 
he is mad ; another, because he is conceited. John- 
son's assertion is taken for granted — ^that genius is 
but great natural power directed towards a particular 
olgect : thus all are reduced to the same scale, and 
measured by the same standard. This fury of com- 
parison knows no bounds ; ita abettors, at the sama« 
time that they reserve to themselves the full advan- 
tage of dormant merit, make no such allowance to 
established authon. They judge them rigidly by their 
pages, assume that their love of fame and emolument 
would not allow them to let any talent be idle, and 
will not hear any arguments advanced for their unex- 
pected capabilities. 

The simplest and easiest effort of the mind is 
egotism, — it is but baring one's own breast, disclosing 
its curious mechanism, and giving exaggerated ex- 
pressions to every-day feeling. Yet no productions 
have met with such success ; — what authon can com- 
pete, as to popularity, with Montaigne, Byron, Rous- 
seau? Yet we cannot but believe that there have 
been thousands of men in the world who could have 
walked the same path, and periiaps met with the same 
success, if they had had the same confidence. Pas- 
sionate and reflecting minds are not so rare as we 
suppose, but the boldness that sets at nought society 
is. Nor could want of courage be the only obstacle: 
there are, and have been, we trust, many who would 
not exchange the privacy of their mental sanctuary, 
for the indulgence of spleen, or the feverish dream of 
popular celebrity. And if we can give credit for this 
power to the many who have lived unknown and 
shunned publicity, how much more must we not be 
inclined to allow to him of acknowledged genius, and 
who has manifested it in works of equal beauty, and 
of greater merit, inasmuch as they are removed from 
self 7 It has been said by a great living author and 
poet,* that ** the choice of a sulgect, removed fVom 
self, is the test of genius." 

These considerations ought, at least, to prevent us 
from altotether merging a writer's genius in his 
works, ana from using the name of the poem and thai 
of the poet indifferently. For our part, we think that 
if Thomas Moore had the misfortune to be meta- 
physical, he might have written ioch a poem as the 
Excunion, — that had he condescended to borrow, aad 
at the same time disguise the fbelings of the great Lake 
Poets, he might peihaps have written the best parts 
of Childe Harold — and had he the disposition or the 
whim to be egotistical, he might lay bare a mind of 
his own as proudly and as passionately orgamud as 
the great lord did, whom some one describes ** to have 
gutted himself body and soul, for all the world to 
walk in and see the show.*' 

So much for the preliminary cavik which are 
thrown in the teeth of Moore's admirers. Iliey have 
been picked up by the small £7 of critics, who com- 
menced their career with a furious attack on hin^ 
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Pope, and Campbell, but hare since thought it becom- 
lif to grow out of their early likings. And at present 
they profess to prefer the great works which they 
have nerer read, and which they will never bo able to 
read, to those classic poems, of which they have been 
the most destructive enemies, by bethumbing and 
4piodiig their beauties into triteness and common- 
place. 
^m, Tbe merits of Pope and Moore have suffered de- 
preciation from the same cause — the facility of being 
imitated to a certain degree. And as vulgar admira- 
tion seldom penetrates beyond this degree, the con- 
cluaion is, that nothing can be easier than to write 
Kke, and even equal to, either of these poets. In the 
uuvenal self-comparison, which is above mentioned, 
as the foundation of modem criticism, feeling is as- 
aomed to be genius — the passive is considered to 
imply tbe active power. No opinion is more com- 
mon or more fallacious — it is the ** flattering unction" 
which has inundated the world with versifiers, and 
which seems to under-rate the merit of compositions, 
ia which there is more ingenuity and elegance than 
psanon. Genius is considered to be little more than 
a capability of excitement — the greater the passion 
tbe greater the merit; and tbe school-boy key on 
which Mr. Moore*8 love and heroism are usually set, 
ia not considered by any reader beyond his reach. 
T^ is certainly Moore's great defect ; but it is xnore 
that of his taste than of any superior faculty. 

We shall now proceed to notice tbe most laboured 
and most splendid of Mr. Moore*s productions — 
- Lalla Rookh :"— 

Then if, while scones so grand, 

80 b^utiful, shine before thee. 
Pride, for thine own dear land, 

Should haply be stealing o*er thee ; 
Oh ! let frief come first, 

O'er pride itself victorious. 
To think how man hath carst. 

What Heaven hath made so glorious. 

Sereral of oar modem poets had already chosen 
die luxuriant climate of the E^ast for their imagina- 
tioBs to revel in, and body forth their shapes of light ; 
but it is no less observable that they had generally 
Ailed, and the cause we believe to be this — ^tbat the 
partial conception and confined knowledge which 
they naturally possessed of a country, so opposed in 
the character of its inhabitants and the aspect of its 
•eenery to their own, occasion them, after the man- 
■er of aU imperfect apprehenders, to seize upon its 
prominent feattu'es and obvious characteristics, with- 
out entering more deeply into its spirit, or catching 
ita retired and less palpable beauties. The sudden 
transplantation of an European mind into Asiatic 
scenes can seldom be favourable to its well-being and 
p i ogr e ss ; at least none but those of the first order 
would be enabled to keep their imaginations from de- 
fcaserating into inconsistency and bombast, amid the 
s w aims of novelties which start up at every step. 
ThuM it is that, in nearly all the oriental poems added 
to oar Uteiatnre, we had the same monotonous as- 
•endblage of insipid images, drawn from the peculiar 
phenonieiia and natural appearances of the country. 

We have always considered Asia as naturally the 
borne of poetry, and the creator of poets. What 
Greece so poetical a country is, that at every 



step we stumble over recollections of departed gran* 
deur, and behold the scenes where the human mind 
has glorified itself for ever, and played a part, the re 
cords of which can never die. But in Asia, to th« 
same charm of viewing the places of former power— 
of comparing the present with the past— -there is 
added a luxuriance of cliqiate, and an unrivalled 
beauty of extemal nature, which, ever according with 
the poet's soul. 

Temper, and do befit him to obey 
High inspiration. 

It was reserved for Mr. Moore to redeem tbe 
character of oriental poetry, in a work which stands 
distinct, alone, and proudly pre-eminent above all 
that had preceded it on the same sulgect. 

Never, indeed, has the land of the sun shone out so 
brightly on the children of the north — nor the sweets 
of Asia been poured forth — nor her gorgeousness 
displayed so profusely to the delighted senses of En- 
rope, as in the fine oriental romance of Lalla Rookh. 
The beauteous forms, the dazzling Bplendoa^^ the 
breathing odours of the East, found, at last, a kindred 
poet in that Green Isle of the West, whose genius has 
long been suspected to be derived from a warmer 
clime, and here wantons and luxuriates in these vo- 
luptuous regions, as if it felt that it had at length re- 
cognized its native element. It is amazing, indeed, 
how much at home Mr. Moore seems to be in India, 
Persia, and Arabia; and how purely and strictly 
Asiatic all the colouring and imagery of his poem ap- 
pears. He is thoroughly imbued with the character 
of the scenes to which he transports us ; and yet the 
extent of his knowledge is less wonderful than the 
dexterity and apparent facility with which he has 
turned it to account, in the elucidation and embellish- 
ment of his poetry. There is not a simile, a descrip- 
tion, a name, a trait of history, or allusion of romance, 
which belongs to European experience, that does not 
indicate entire familiarity with the life, nature, and 
learning of the East. 

Nqt are the barbaric ornaments thinly scattered to 
make up a show. They are showered lavishly over 
the whole work ; and form, perhaps too much, the 
staple of the poetry, and the riches of that which is 
chiefly distinguished for its richness. We would con- 
fine this remark, however, to the descriptions of ex- 
ternal objects, and the allusions to literature and 
history — to what may be termed the materid of the 
poetry we are speaking of. The characters and sen- 
timents are of a different order. They cannot, in- 
deed, be said to be copies of an European nature ; 
but still less like that of any other region, lliey are, 
in troth, poetical imaginations ; — but it is to the poe- 
try of rational, honourable, considerate, and huinane 
Europe that they belong— and not to the childishneM, 
craelty, and profligacy of Asia. 

There is something very extnordinaiy, we think, 
in this work — and something which indicates in the 
author, not t>nly a great exuberance of talent, but a 
▼ery singular constitution of genius. While it is more 
splendid in imagery — and for the most part m rerf 
good taste— -more rich in sparkling thooghts and 
original conceptioiis, and more fbll indeed of exqui- 
site pictures, both of all soito of beauties, and all sorts 
of virtues, and all sorts of suffermgs and crimes, than 
any other poem which we kmoni q£\ *«% naSuta ^deaak. 
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we speak the tense of all classes of readers, when we 
add, that the effect of the whole is to mingle a certain 
feeling of disappointment with that of admiration — 
to excite admiration rather than any warmer senti- 
ment of delight — to dazzle more than to enchant — 
and, in the end, more frequently to startle the fancy, 
and fatigue the attention, with the constant succession 
of glittering images and high-strained emotions, than 
to maimain a rising interest, or win a growing sympa- 
thy, by a less profuse or more systematic display of 
attractions. 

The style is, on the whole, rather diffuse, and too 
unvaried in its character. But its greatest fault is the 
uniformity of its biilliancy — the want of plainness, 
aimplicity, and repose. We have heard it observed 
by some very zealous admirers of Mr. Moore's genius, 
that you cannot open Uus book without finding a 
ehister of beauties in every page. Now, this is only 
another way of expressing what we think its greatest 
defbct No work, consisting of many pages, should 
have detached and distinguishable beauties in every 
one of them. No great work, indeed, should have 
wutny beauties : if it were perfect it would have but 
one, and that but faintly perceptible,, except on a view 
of the whole. I^ook, for example, at what is the most 
finished and exquisite production of human art — ^the 
design and elevation of a Grecian temple, in its old 
■evere simphcity. What penury of ornament — what 
n^lect of beauties of detail — what masses of plain 
iorfkce — what rigid economical limitation to the 
oaeful and the necessary ! The cottage of a peasant 
is scarcely more simple in its structure, and has not 
fewer parts that are superfluous. Yet what grandeur 
—what elegance — what grace and completeness in 
the effect! The whole is beautiful — ^because the 
beauty is in the whole ; but there is little merit in any 
of the parts except that of fitness and carefhl finishing. 
Contrast this with a Dutch, or a Chinese pleasure- 
house, where every part is meant to be beautiful, and 
the result is deformity — where there is not an inch of 
the surface that is not brilliant with colour, and rough 
with carves and angles, — and where the effect of ^e 
whole is displeasing to the eye and the taste. We 
are as far as possible from meaning to insinuate that 
Mr. Moore*s poetry is of this description ; on the con- 
trary, we think his ornaments are, for the most part, 
truly and exquisitely beautiful ; and the general design 
of his pieces extremely elegant and ingenious : all 
that we mean to say is, that there is too much orna- 
ment — too many insulated and independent beauties 
—and that the notice and the very admiration they 
•kctte, hurt the interest of the general design, and 
¥rithdraw our attention too importunately from it. 

Mr. Moore, it appears to us, is too lavish of his 
gems and sweets, and it may truly be said of him, in 
his poetical capacity, that he would be richer with 
half his wealth. His works are not only of rich ma- 
terials and graceful design, but tlicy are e^ery where 
glistening with small beauties and transitory inspira- 
tions—sudden flashes of fancy that blaze out and 
perish ; like earth-bom meteors that crackle in the 
lower sky, and unseasonably divert our eyes from the 
great and loAy bodies which pursue their harmonious 
courses in a serener region. 

We have spoken of these as faults of style — ^bal 
'hey coula scarcely have existed without going 



deeper ; and though they first strike us as qualities of 
the composition only, we find, upon a little reflection, 
that the same general character belongs to the fable, 
the characters, and the sentimentB>-tbat they nU are 
alike in the excess of their means of attraction — and 
fail to interest, chiefly by being too interesting. 

We have felt it our duty to point out the fkulta of 
our author's poetry, particularly in respect to Lalla 
Rookh; but it would be quite unjust to characterize 
that splendid poem by its faults, which are infinitely 
less conspicuous than ilB manifold beauties. There 
is not only a richness and brilliancy of diction and 
imagery spread over the whole work, that indicate 
the greatest activity and elegance of fancy in the au- 
thor; but it LB every where pervaded, still more 
strikingly, by a strain of tender and noble feeling, 
poured out with such warmth and abundance, as to 
steal insensibly on the heart of the reader, and gra- 
dually to oveiiSow it with a tide of sympathetic emo- 
tion. There are passages, indeed, and these neither 
few nor brief, over which the very genius of Jioctiy 
seems to have breathed his richest eiichantihent — 
where the melody of the verse and the beauty of tho 
images conspire so harmoniously with tlie force and 
tenderness of the emotion, that the whole is blended 
into one deep and bright stream of sweetness and 
feeling, along which the spirit of the reader is bomo 
passively through long reaches of delight. Mr 
Moore's poetry, indeed, where his happiest vein b 
opened, realizes more exactly than that of any other 
writer, the splendid account which is given by Co- 
mu^ of the song of 

Ilii mother Circe, and the sirens three, 

Amid the flower y-kirtled Naiadei, 

Who, ai they sung, would take tbe prison*d soul, 

And lap it in Elyiiom. 

And though it is certainly to be regretted that he 
should occasionally have broken the measure with 
more frivolous strains, or filled up its intervals with a 
sort of brilliant faUetto, it should never be forgotten, 
that his excellences are as peculiar to himself as his 
faults, and, on the whele, we may assert, more 
characteristic of his genius. 

The legend of Lalla Rookh ia very sweetly and 
gaily told ; and is adorned with many tender as well 
as lively passages — without reckoning among the lat- 
ter the occasional criticisms of the omniscient Fadla- 
deen, the magnificent and most infallible grand cham- 
berlain of the haram — whose sayings and remarks, 
by the by, do not agree very well with the character 
which is assigned him — being for the most part very 
smart, snappish, and acute, and by no means solenm, 
stupid, and pompous, as one would have expected. 
Mr. Moore's genius perhaps, is too inveterately lively, 
to make it possible for him even to counterfeit dul- 
ness. We must now take a slight glance at the 
poetry. 

The first piece, entitled *"nie Veiled IVophet of 
Khorassan," is the longest, and, we think, certainly noC 



* Bfiltoo, who wss much patronized fay the illustriooi 
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ih* beat of the aeriea. The story, which is not in ail 
ila paita eztremelj intelligible, is founded on a vision, 
im d^Heibelot, of a daring impostor of the early ages 
of lalimiam, who pretended to have received a later 
■■d aaore authoritative mission than that of the Pro- 
phet, and to be destined to overturn all tyrannies and 
sqwratitions on the earth, and to rescue all souls that 
believed in him. To shade the celestial radiance of 
his bfow, be always wore a veil of silver gauze, and 
waa at last attacked by the Cahph, and exterminated 
with all hia adherents. On this story Mr. Moore has 
sagrafted a romantic and not very probable tale : yet, 
even with all its &uks, it possesses a charm almost 
i n e si atrtJff , in the volume of sweet sounds and beau- 
tifiil iniagea, which are heaped together*with luxurious 
profiiaion in the general texture of the style, and 
inrast even the faults of the story with the graceful 
Mir^'hH^ of their rich and figured veil. 

"I^ndiee and the Peri" has none of ihe faults just 
■ftwifid to. It is full of spirit, elegance, and beauty ; 
and, though alight in its structure, breathes throughout 
a Bosft pore and engaging morality. 

** "Hie Fire-worshippers" appears to us to be indis- 
putably the finest and most powerful poem of them 
alL With all the richness and beauty of diction that 
belong to the best parts of Mokanna, it has a far more 
interesting story ; and is not liable to the objections 
that arise against the contrivance and structure of the 
Indiag poem. The general tone of ** The Flre-wor- 
ahippen** is certainly too much strained, but, in spite 
of that, it is a work of great genius and beauty ; and 
not only delights the fancy by its general brilliancy 
•nd spirit, but moves all the tender and noble fecl- 
iaga with a deep and powerfhl agitation. 

The last piece, entitled " The Light of the Haram, 
is the gayest of the whole ; and is of a very slender 
fidbric as to fable or invention. In truth, it has 
acardy any story at all ; but is made up almost en- 
tiraly of bttutiful songs and fascinating descriptions. 

On the whole, it may be said of " Lalla Rookh," 
diet its great fault consists in its profuse finery ; but 
it ahoold be observed, that this finery is not the vulgar 
ostentation which so oflen disguises poverty or mean- 
■eaa— but, as we have before hinted, the extravagance 
of excessive wealth. Its great charm is in the inex- 
hMWliWr copiousness of its imagery — the sweetness 
and ease of its diction — and the beauty of the objects 
and aencimeats with which it is conceived. 

Whatever popularity Mr. Moore may have acquired 
H the author of Lalla Rookh, etc., it is as the author 
of the ** Irish Melodies** that he will go down to pos- 
terity onrivalled and alone in that delightful species 
of composition. Lord Byron has very justly and pro> 
phetically observed, that ** Moore ia one of the few 
writeia who will survive the age in which he so de- 
servedly flourishes. He will live in his * Irish Melo- 
diea ;' thcj will go down to posterity with the music ; 
both will last as long as Ireland, or as music and 
poetry." 

Uf indeed, the anticipation of lasting celebrity be 
te chief pleasore for the attainment of which poets 
bestow their labour, certunly no one can have en- 
fKgod ao moch of it as Thomas Moore. It is evident 
that writers who fail to command immediate attention, 
aad who look only to posterity for a jnst estimate of 
BMrita, most feel more or less uncertainty as to 
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the ultftnate result, even though they should appre- 
ciate their own productions as highly as Milton his 
Paradise Lost ; while they who succeed in obtaining 
a large share of present applause, cannot but expe- 
rience frequent misgivings as to its probable duration : 
prevailing tastes have so entirely changed, and woiksi 
the wonder and delight of one generation, have been 
so completely forgotten in the next, that extent of 
reputation ought rather to alarm than assure an author 
in respect to his future fame. 

But Mr. Moore, independently of poetical powers 
of the highest order — ^independently of the place he 
at present maintains in the public estimation — has se- 
cured to himself a strong hold of celebrity, as durable 
as the English tongue. 

Almost every European nation has a kind of pri- 
mitive music, peculiar to itself^ consisting of short 
and sunple tunes or melodies, wliich, at the 
time that they please cultivated and scientific 
are the object of passionate and almost exclusive at- 
tainment by the great body of the people, constituting, 
in fact, pretty nearly the sum of their musical know- 
ledge and enjoyment. Being the first sounds with 
which the infant is soothed in his nursery, with which 
he is lulled to repose at night, and excited to anima^ 
tion in the day, they make an impression on the ima- 
gination that can never aAerwards be effaced, and 
are consequently banded down from parent to child, 
from generation to generation, with as much uni- 
formity as the family features and dispositions. It ia 
evident, tlierefore, that he who first successfully in- 
vests them with language, becomes thereby himself a 
component part of these airy existences, and comjniti 
his bark to a favouring^ wind, before which it shall pass 
on to the end of the stream of time. 

Without such a connexion as this with the national 
music of Scotland, it seems to us, that Allan Ram- 
say*s literary existence must have terminated its 
earthly career long since ; biit, in the divine melody 
of " Tfie YeUmtyhair'd Laddie,** he has secured a 
passport to future ages, which mightier poets might 
envy, and which will be heard and acknowledged as 
long as the world has ears to hear. 

This is not a mere fancy of the uninitiated, or die 
barbarous exa^eration of a musical savage who has 
lost his senses at hearing Orpheus*s hurdy-gurdy, be- 
cause he never heard any thing better. One of the 
greatest composers that ever charmed the world — die 
immortal Haydn — on being rfH)uested to add symi^o- 
nies and accompaniments to the Scotch airs, was io 
convinced of their durability, that he replied — ** Mi 
vanto di questo lavoro, e per cio mi lusingo di vivere 
in Scozia molti anni dopo la mia morte.** 

It is not without reason, therefore, that Mr. Moora 
indulges in this kind of second-sight, and exclaimi (on 
hearing one of his own melodies re-echoed fhun a 
bogle in the mountains of Killamey,} 

Oh, forgive, if, while liitening to rausie, whose breath 
Seem*d to circle his oame with a charm afainst dsatji. 
He ahould feel a proud tpirit within him proclaim. 
Even so ihail thoo live in the eehoea of fame; 
Even to, though thy roem*ry ahoald now die away, 
*TwiU he eaught vp again io some happier day, 
And the hearts and the voices of Erin prolong, 
Throngb the answering future, thy oame and thy song *. 



In troth, the subtile 
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no otgect apon which time or violeiice can act Py- 
ramida maj moulder away, and bronzes be decom- 
poied ; but the breeze of heaven which fanned them 
in their splendour •hall sigh around them in decay, 
and by ita moumiUl sound awaken all the recollections 
of their former glory. Thus, when generations shall 
have sunk into the grave, and printed volumes been 
consigned to oblivion, traditionary strains shaU pro- 
long our poet*s existence, and his future fame shall 
not be less certain than his present celebrity. 

Liks the gale that figtii along 

Bads of oriental flowen, 
b the grateful breath of eong, 

That ODoe waa beard in happier hours. 
Fill'd with balm the gale aighs od, 

Though the flowen have lunk in death ; 
80 when the Bard of Love it gone, 

His oMin'ry liTes in Ma«ic*i breath ! 

Almost erery European nation, as we before ob- 
served, haa its own peculiar set of popular melodies, 
differing aa much from each other in character as the 
nations themselves ; but there are none more marked 
or more eztenaively known than those of the Scotch 
and Iriah. Some of these may be traced to a very 
remote era ; while of others the origin is scarcely 
known ; and this is the case, especiaUy, with the airs 
of Ireland. With the exception of those which were 
produced by Carolan, who died in 17%, there are 
few of which we can discoTer the dates or composers. 

That many of these airs possess great beauty and 
pathos, no one can doubt who ia acquainted wida the 
selections that have been made by Mr. Moore ; but as 
a genus or a style, they also exhibit the most unequi- 
vocal prooft of a rude and barbarous origin; and 
there is scarcely a more striking instance of the prone- 
ness of mankind to exalt the supposed wisdom of 
their anceston, and to lend a ready ear to the mar- 
Tellous, than the exaggerated praise which the authors 
of this music have obtained. 

It is natural to suppose that in music, as in all 
other arts, che progress of savage man was gradual ; 
that there is no more reason for supposing he should 
have discovered at once the seven notes of the scale, 
than that he ahould have been able at once to find 
appropriate language for all the nice distinctions of 
morals or metaphysics. We shall now pass to some 
interesting accounta of the Bards of the ** olden time," 
which come within the scope of our sut^ect when 
speaking of the present Bard of Erin, and his ** Irish 
Melodies." 

Dr. Bumey obnrves, that **the first Greek mu- 
•iciana were gods; the second, heroes; the third, 
bards ; the fourth, beggars !" During the infancy of 
moaic in every country, the wonder and affections of 
the pebple were gained by surprise;, but when mu- 
sicians became numerous, and the art was regarded 
of easier acquirement, they lost their &vour; and, 
from being seated at the tables of kings, and helped 
to the first cut, they were reduced to the most algect 
■tate, and ranked amongst rogues and vagabonds. 
That this was the eause o( the supposed retrograda- 
tion of Irish nraaic, we shall now proceed to show, 
by some curious extracts from contemporary writen. 

Tlie professed Bards, of the earliest of whom we 
have not any accoont, having united to their capacity 
flfninridins the funetioos of priests, could not fail to 



obtain for themselves, in an age of ignorance and 
credulity, all the influence and respect which that 
useful and deserving class of men have never failed 
to retain, even among nations who esteem themselves 
the most enlightened. But the remotest period in 
which their character of musician was disengaged 
from that of priest, is also the period assigned to die 
highest triumph of their secular musical skill and 
respectability. ** It is certain," says Mr. Bunting (in 
his Historical and Critical Dissertation on the Harp,) 
" that the further we explore, vMe yet any Ught re- 
mains f the more highly is Irish border minttrdsy eg- 
toUed." 

**The oldest Irish tunes (says the same writer) are 
said to be the'most perfect " and history accords with 
this opinion. Yin. Galilei, Bacon, Stanishurst, Spen- 
ser, and Camden, in the 16th century, speak wannly 
of Irish version, but not so highly as Polydore Viigfi 
and Msyor, in the 15th, Clynn, in the middle of the 
14th, or Fordun, in the 13th. As we recede yet fhr- 
ther, we find Giraldus Cambrensis, G. Brompton, and 
John of Salisbury, in the 12th century^ bestowing still 
more lofty encomiums ; and these, again, falling shMt 
of the science among us in the 11th and 10th oentO' 
ries. lu conformity with this, Fuller, in his accouBl 
of the Crusade conducted by GodfVey of Bologne, 
says, " Yea, we might well think that all the conceit 
of Christendom in this war would have made no 
music, if the Irish Harp had been wanting." 

In those early times the Irish bards were invested 
with wealth, honours, and influence. They wore a 
robe of tlie same colour as that used by kings ; were 
exempted from taxes and plunder, and were billeted 
on the country from Allhallow-tide to May, while 
every chief bard had thirty of inferior note under his 
orders, and every second-rate bard fifteen. 

John of Salisbury, in the 12th century, says, that 
the great aristocrats of his day imitated Nero in their 
extravagant love of fiddling and singing ; that ** they 
prostituted their favour by bestowing it on minstrels 
and buffoons ; and that, by a certain foolish and shame- 
ful munificence, they expended inomense sums of mo- 
ney on their frivolous exhibitions." ** The courts of 
princes," says another contemporary writer, "are 
filled with crowds of minstrels, who extort from them 
gold, silver, horses, and vestments, by their flattering 
songs. I have known some princes who have be- 
stowed on these minstrels of the Devil, at the very 
first word, the most curious garments, beautifully em- 
broidered with flowers and pictures, which had cost 
them twenty or thirty marks of silver, and which they 
had not worn above seven days !" 

From the foregoing account, by Salisbury John, 
the twelfth century must, verily, have been the tras 
golden age for ihe sons of the lyre ; who were then, it 
seems, clothed in purple and fine linen, and fated 
sumptuously every day. It is true, they were flattef^ 
en and parasites, and did ** dirty work" for it in those 
days; but, at any rate, princes were then more 
generous to their poet-laureates, and the sackbut and 
the song were better paid for than in a simple bolt 
of sack. 

According to Stowe, the minstrel had still a ready 
admission into the presence of kings in the 4th cen- 
tury. Speaking of the celebration of the feast of 
Pentecost at Westminster, he says ** In the gretf 
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kdl, whan dcdBg roytlly at the table, with his peen 
•boot him, there entered a woman adorned like a 
niiMCrel, sitting on a great horae, trapped as minatrelB 
Chen used* who rode aboat the table diowing pastime ; 
and at length came op to the king's table, and laid 
befiMC him a letter, and, forthwith turning her horse, 
Hinted every one and departed : when the letter was 
nad, it was fimnd to contain animadversions on the 
king. The door-keeper, being threatened for admit- 
ting her, replied, that it was not the custom of the 
king's palace to deny admission to minstrels, espe- 
pecially on snch high solemnities and feast-days.** 

In Froissaxt, too, we may plainly see what neces- 
sary appendages to greatness the minstrels were es- 
teemed, and upon what familiar terms they lived with 
their masters. When the four Irish kings, who had 
anfainitled themselves to Richard IL of England, were 
•at at table, "on the first dish being served they made 
their minstrels and principal servants sit beside them, 
and eat firom their plates, and drink from their cups.*' 
The kni^ appointed by Richard to attend them 
having otgected to this custom, on another day, ** or- 
detad the tables to be kid out and covered, so that 
the kings sat tt an upper table, the minstrels at a mid- 
dle one, and the servants lower stilL The royal 
gucts lo<^^ at each other, and refused to eat, say- 
ing, that he deprived them of their good old custom 
in which they had been brought up.** 

However, in the reign of Edward II., a public edict 
waa issued, putting a check upon this license, and 
limiting the number of minstrels to four per diem ad- 
■uasible to the taUes of the great It aeems, too, that 
about this period the minstrels had sunk into a kind 
•Topper serrants of the aristocracy : they wore their 
loid*a livery, and sometimes shaved the crown of their 
like monks. 

When vrar and hunting formed almost the exclu- 
occopation of the great ; when their surplus re- 
venues could only be employed in supporting idle 
retainers, and no better means could be devised for 
passing the long winter evenings than drunkeimess 
and gambling, it may readily be conceived how wel- 
come these itinerant musicians must have been in 
baronial balls, and how it must have flattered the pride 
•four noble ancestors to listen to the eulogy of their 
achievements, and the length of their own pedi- 



8ir William Temple says, " the great men of the 
septs, among the many officers of their family, 
which continued always in the same races, had not 
only a phyncian, a huntsman, a smith, and such like, 
but • poet and a tale-teller. The first recorded and 
song the actions of' their ancestors, and entertained 
dbe company at feasts ; the latter amused them with 
tales when they were melancholy and could not 
sleep ; and a very gallant gentleman of the north of 
Ireland has told me, of his own experience, that in 
^ woU^huntings there, when he used to be abroad in 
the mountains three or four days together, and lay 
very ill a-nighta, so as he could not well sleep, they 
would bring him one of these tale-tellers, that when 
he lay down would begin a story of a king, a giant, a 
dwarf, or a damsel, and such rambling stuff, and con- 
linne it all night long in such an even tone, that you 
hsard it going on whenever you awaked, and believed 
aotKing toy pbysidans give could have so good and 



so innocent an efiect to make men sleep, in any pains 
or distempers of body or mind." 

In the reign of Elizabeth, however, civilization had 
so far advanced, that the music which had led away 
the great lords of antiquity no longer availed to de- 
lude the human understanding, or to prevent it from 
animadverting on the pernicious effects produced by 



those who cultivated the tuneful art. Spenser, in his 
view of the state of Irehmd, says, ** There is among 
the Irish a certain kind of people called Bardes, which 
are to them instead of poets, whose profession is to 
set forth the praises or dispraises of men in theor 
poems or rithmes ; the which are had in so high re- 
gard and estimation among them, that none dare dis- 
please them, for fear to run into reproach throu^ 
their offence, and to be made infamous in the mouths 
of all men. For their verses are taken up with a ge- 
neral applause, and usually sung at all fbasts and 
meetings by certain other persons whose prop^ 
function that is, who also receive for the same great 
rewards and reputation among than. These Irish 
Bardes are, for the most part, so far from instructing 
young men in moral discipline, that themselves do 
more deserve to be sharply disciplined ; for they sel« 
dom use to choose unto themselves the doings of 
good men for the arguments of their poems; but 
whomsoever they find to be most licentious of lifb, 
most bold and lawless in his doings, most dangerous 
and desperate in all parts of disobedience and rebel- 
lious disposition : him they set up And glorifie in their 
rithmes ; him they praise to the people, and to young 
men make an example to follow.'* The moralizing 
poet then continues to show the " effect of evil things 
being decked with the attire of goodly words," on 
the affections of a young mind, which, as he observes, 
" cannot rest ;" for, ** if he be not busied in some 
goodness, he will fmd himself such business as shall 
soon busy all about him. In which, if he shall find 
any to praise him, and to give him encouragement, as 
those BardM do for little reward, or a share of a stolen 
cow, then waxeth he most insolent, and half mad with 
the love of himself and his own lewd deeds. And as 
for words to set forth such lewdness, it is not hard for 
fhem to give a goodly and painted show thereunto, 
borrowed even from the praises which are proper to 
virtue itself; as of a most notorious thief and wicked 
outlaw, which had lived all his lifb-time of spoils and 
robberies, one of their Bardes in his praise will say, 
that he was none of the idle milksops that was brought 
up to the fire-side ; bat that most of his days he qient 
in arms and valiant enterprises — that he did never eat 
his meat before he had won it with his sword ; that 
he lay not all night in slugging in a cabin under his 
mantle, but used commonly to keep others waking to 
defend their lives; and did light his candle at lb* 
flames of their houses to lead him in the darkness ; 
that the day was his nig^t, and the night his day ; that 
he loved not to be long wooing of wenches to yield 
to him, but, where he came, he took by force the spoil 
of other men's love, and left but lamentation to their 
lovers ; that his music was not the harp, nor the lays 
of love, but the cries of people and the clashing of 
armour ; and, finally, that he died, not bewailed of 
many, but made many wail when he died, that dearly 
bou^t his death.*' 
It little occurred to Spenser that, in thus reprobating 
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Ihete poor buds, be waa giving an adminble anidjfif 
of tbe machinery and effects of almost all tbat poets 
hare ever done ! 

In 1563 serere enactments were issued against tbese 
gentlemen, to wbicb was annexed the following — 
" Item, for that those rhymert do, by their ditties and 
rhymes, made to dyrers lordes and gentlemen in Ire- 
land, in i9ie oommendaekn and highe praite of extern 
iitm, rflfteOum, rope, raven, and outhert injukUx, en- 
courage ihom lordei and genikmen rather to follow 
libss vicee than tp leve them, and for making of 9uch 
rhfmee, rewardt are given by the said lordex and gen- 
tianen; that for abolishinge of soo heynouse an 
■base,'* etc., etc 

Tbe feudal system, which encouraged the poetical 
■tale of manners, and afforded the minstrels worthy 
subjects for their strains, received a severe blow fVom 
tbe policy pursued by Elixabeth. This was followed 
up by Cromwell, and consummated by King William^ 
of Orange memory. 

More recently a Scotch writer observes, ** In Ire- 
land tbe harpers, the original composers, and the 
chief depositories of that music, have, till lately, been 
onifoimly cherished and supported by the nobility and 
gentry. They endeavoured to outdo one another in 
playing the aire that were most esteemed, with cor- 
rectness, and with their proper expression. The 
tasle for that style of performance seems now, how- 
ever, to be declining. The native harpers are not 
much encouraged. A number of their airs have come 
into tbe hands of foreign musicians, who have at- 
tempted to fashion them according to the model of 
the modem music ; and tbese acts are considered in 
tbe country as capital improvements." 

We have gone into the above details, not only be- 
cause they are in themselves interesting and illustra- 
tive of the ''Irish Melodies," bat because we fully 
coincide with the bard of **Childe Harold,** that the 
lasting celdl>riQr of Moore will be (bond in his lyrical 
compositions, with which his name and fame will be 
ins^karably and immortally connected. 

Mr. Moore possesses a singular facility of seizing 
and ezprassing the prevailing association which a 
given air is calculated to inspire in the minds of the 
greatest number •f hearea, and has a very felicitous 
talent in making this discovery, even through the en- 
velopes of prqudice or vulgarity. Tbe alchemy by 
which be is thus accustomed to turn dross into gold 
ii really surprising. The air which now seems framed 
for tbe sole purpose of giving the hig^nrt effect to the 
refined and el^iant ideas contained in the stanzas 
" Sing, sing — music was given,'* has for years been 
known only as attached to the w«rds of' Ohi whack ! 
Judy O* Flanagan, etc.,** and the words usually sung 
to the tune of C u mHum are of the same low and lu- 
dicrous description. He possesses, also, in a high 
degree, that remarkable gift of a poetical imagination, 
which ooBsiets in elevating and dignifying the mean- 
est soliect OB which it chooses to expatiate : 

As tbsy, j^ho to tbair coach at oigfat 
Would welcome ileep, first qaeach the Iight-<- 
Bo nuat the hopes that keep this breait 
Awake, be qusochM, e*er it can rest. 
jCold, ooUl my beart moit grow, 
{Joehaitgodby either joy or wos, 



Like fie<}zin^ founts, vliere all that** thrown 
Within their carrent turnt to utone. 

The ingenuity with which the above simile is ap- 
plied, is not more remarkable than tbe success with 
which the homely image of putting out thobed-candio 
before we sleep, is divested of every particle of vul- 
garity. 

In the same way, and with equal facility, the sud- 
den revival of forgotten feelingB, at meeting with 
friends from whom we have been long separated, h 
compared to the discovering, by the application of 
heat, letters written invisibly with sympathetic ink : — 

What 8oncn*d rcmcmbraocoi come o'er the heart 

In gazing on those we've bt'cn lost to so long! 
Tho sorrows, the joys, of w^hich once they were part 

Still round them, like visions of yesterday, throng. 
As letters some hand hath invisibly traced, 

When held to the flame will steal oat to tbe sight; 
60 many a f(«ling that lonf seem'd effaced, 

The warmth of a meeting like this briiigs to KghU 

** Rich and Rare,** taking music, words and all, is 
worth an epic poem to the Irish nation,-— simple, ten- 
der, elegant, sublime, it is the very essence of poetry 
and music ; — there is not one simile br conceit, not 
one idle crotchet to be met with throughout. 

The musical as well as the poetical taste of the 
author is evident in every line, nor is one allowed te 
shine at the expense of the other. Moore has com 
posed some beautiful aira, but seems shy of exercising 
this faculty, dreading, perhaps, that success in that 
pursuit would detract flrom his poetical fkme. The 
union of these talents is rare, and some have affirmed 
that they even exclude one another. When Gretry 
visited Voltaire at Femey, the philosopher paid him 
a compliment at the expense of his profession: 
** Vous etes musicien,** said Voltaire, ** et voos aves 
de Tesprit : cela est trop rare pour que je ne preime 
pns a vous le plus vif interet.*' Nature certainly may 
be supposed not over-inclined to be prodigal in be- 
stowing on the same object the several gifls that are 
peculiarly hers ; but, as far as the assertion rests on 
experience, it is powerfully contradicted by the names 
of Moore and Rousseau. 

The late Mr. Charles Wolfe, having both a litoraiy 
and a musical turn, occasionally employed himself in 
adapting words to national melodies, and in writing 
characteristic introductions to popular songs. Being 
fond nf **The Last Rose of Summer" (Irish Mkl. 
No. V.) he compmed the following tale for its illue- 
tration: 

** This is the grave of Dermid : — He was the beei 
minstrel among us all, — a youth of romantic geniue, 
and of the most tremulous, and yet the most impetu- 
ous feeling. He knew aH our old national aim, of 
every character and description: according as his 
song was in a lofty or a mournful strain, the village 
represented a camp or funeral ; bat if Dermid were 
in hit merry mood, the lads and lasses hurried into a 
dance, with a giddy and irresistible gaiety. One day 
our chiefUin committed a cruel and wanton outrage 
against one of our peacefld villagers. Dermid*s huf 
was in his hand when he heard it: — with all the 
thoughtlessness and independent sensibiUty of a poet's 
indignation, he struck the chords that never spoks 
without response, and tbe detestation became oniw^ 
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mL He was drnren from amonftt ua bj oar ennfed 
•ad all his reUlioiii, and the maid he loved, 
the minatrel into the wide workL For 
Avee yean there were no tidinga of Dermid ; and the 
•oog and the dance were ailent ; when one of our Ut- 
ile boje came mnning in, and told us that he aaw oar 
■HBetrel approaching at a distance. Instantly the 
whole TiUage was in conmiotion; the youths and 
■aideoa assembled on the green, and agreed to oele- 
bale the arriTal of their poet with a dance ; they 
Cied upon the air he was to play for them ; it was 
the merrieet of his collection ; the ring was formed ; 
ifl looked eagerly to the quarter from which he was 
to airhre, determined to greet their favourite hard with 
a cbeer. Bat they were checked the instant he ap- 
came slowly, and langiiidly, and loiteringly 
coontenanoe had a cold, dim, and careless 
, very diierent from that eipressive cheerfulness 
whicli marked his featares, even in his more melancho> 
Yj moments ; his harp was swinging heavily upon his 
abaxthen to him; it was much shattered, 
ofthe strings were broken. Helo<Aedatus 
fyt a few moments, then, relapsing into vacancy, ad- 
vanced without quickening his pace, to his acoostomed 
itvmn, and sate down in silence. Aiker a pause, we 
v etiued to ask him for his friends ; — he firat looked 
mp sharp in oar fiices, next down upon his harp ; then 
strsek x few notes of a wikl and desponding melody, 
which we had never heard before ; but his faauid drop- 
ped, and he did not finish it^ — ^Again we paused : — 
then knowing well that, if we could give the smallest 
miidifVil impulse to his feelings, his whole soul would 
•ooB foDow, we asked him for the merry air we had 
choeen. We were surprised at the readiness with 
which he teemed to comply ; but it was the same wild 
and heart-bieaking strain he had commenced. In 
bet, we found chat the soul of the minstrel had be- 
eone an entire void, except one solitary ray that vi- 
brated shiggishly through its very darkest path ; it was 
like die eea in a dark calm, which you only know to 
be IB motion by the panting which you hear. He 
bad toCaDy forgotten every trace of his former strains, 
not only those that were more gay and airy, but even 
those of a more pensive cast ; and he had gotten in 
daeir stead that one dreary simple melody ; it was 
iboat a Lonely Rose, that had outlived all its com- 
panions ; this he continued singing and playing from 
lay to day, until he spread an unusual gloom over the 
vhole village : he seemed to perceive it, for he re- 
tsed to the church-yard, and continued repairing 
to aing it to the day of his death. The afflicted 
ly resorted there to hear it, and he died sing- 
iag it to a maid who bad lost her lover. The orphans 
have learnt it, and still chaunt it over Dermid*8 grave.** 
** The Fudge Family in Pkris** is a most humorous 
work, vrritten partly in the style of" Tlic Twopenny- 
Post Bag." These poetical epistles remind many 
penooe of the " Bath Guide,'* but a comparison can 
kairily he aupported ; the plan of Mr. Moore*8 work 
bdi^ less extensive, and the sul^ect more ephemeral. 
We pity the man, however, who has not felt pleased 
vidi this book ; even those who disapprove the au- 
dMtr's poUtica, and his treating Royalty with so little 
nsveaee, moat be bigoted and loyal to an excess if 
dtty dony his wit and humour. 
Mr. Bfoore, in his prnfece to the ** Loves of the 

D 



Angels,** sutes, that ho had looMwhat haalttied hli 
pubUcadon, to avoid the diaadvanGige of having his 
work appear after hia friend Lord Byron*a ** Htftven 
and E^arth;*' or, aa he ingenioaaly exprosses it, *'by 
an earlier appearance in the literary horizon, to giw 
myself the chance of what astronomers call a hdiaeti 
risings before the luminary, in whose light I waa to 
be lost, should appear.'* This was an amiable, but by 
no means a reasonable modesty. The light that piaya 
round Mr. Moore*a verses, tender, exquisite, and bril- 
liant, was in no danger of being extinguiahed even in 
the auUen glare of Lord Byron*s genius. One might 
aa well expect an aurora borealia to be pot oat by aa 
erupdon of Mount Vesuvius. Though both brif^ 
stars in the firmament of modem poetry, they were aa 
distant and unlike as Saturn and Mercury; aad 
though their rising might be at the same time, they 
never moved in the same orb, nor met or jostled in 
the wide trackless way of fancy and invendon. 

Though these two celebrated writers in some 
measure divided the poedcal public between thesQ, 
yet it was not the same public whose favour they se- 
verally ei^joyed in the highest degree, l^oo^ bot^ 
read and admired in the same extended circle of taste 
and fashion, each waa the fiivourite of a totally diffsr- 
eat set of readers. Thus a li>?er may pay the aaaie 
attention to two difiierent women ; but he only meant 
to flirt with the one, while the other is the mistreai 
of his heart. The gay, the fiiir, the witty, the happf^ 
idolize Mr. Moore*s delightful muse, on her pede«tai j| 
of airy smiles or transient tears. Lord Byron*s se» 
verer verse is enshrined in the breasts of those whose 
gaiety has been turned to gall, whose fair exterior has 
a canker within — whose mirth has received a rebuke 
aa if it were folly, from whom happiness haa fled Uke 
a dream ! By comparing the odds upon the knows 
chances of human life, it is no wonder that the acU 
miiers of his lordship's works should be more nomef* 
ous than those of h's more agreeable rival We are 
not going to speak of any preference we may have, 
but we beg lea re to make a distinction. The poetry 
of Moore is essentially that of fancy, the poetry of 
Byron that of ^xusioR. If there is passion in the eflh* 
sions of the one, the fancy by which it is expressed 
predominates over it ; if fancy is called to the aid of 
the other, it is still subservient to the passion. Lord 
Byron's jests are downright earnest; Mr. MoorSi 
when he is most serious, seems half in jest. The 
latter dallies ajid trifles with his sul^ect, caresses and 
grows enamoured of it ; the former grasped it eagerly 
to his bosom, breathed death upon it, and turned from 
it with loathin|r or dismay. The fine aroma that is 
exhaled from the flowers of poesy, every where lends 
its perfume to the verse ofthe bard of Ei^. The noble 
bard (less fortunate in his muse) tried to extract poison 
from them. If Lord Byron cast his own views or feel- 
ings upon outward objects (jaundicing the sun,) Mr. 
Moore seems to exist in the delights, the virgin &ncies 
of nature. He is free ofthe Rosicrucian society ; and 
in ethereal existenee among troops of sylphs aad 
spirits, — in a perpetual vision of wings, flowers, nua- 
bows, smiles, blushes, tears, and kisses. Every page 
of his work is a vignette, every line that he writea 
glows or sparkles, and it would seem (to quote agata 
the expreaaive worda of Sheridan) ^'aa if his aiiy 
apixit, drawn from the aon, continnaUy fluttefed with 
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fond upintioiii, to regain that native source of lig^ 
and heat." Tb6 wonft is, our author's mind ia too 
mrifi^ too active, to suffer a moment*! repoae. We 
are cloyed with aweetnen, and dazzled with splen« 
dour. Every image must blush celestial rosy red, 
love's proper hue;— every syllable muat breathe a 
aigh. A sentiment is lost in a simile— the simile is 
overloaded with an epithet It is '^ Uhe mom risen on 
mid-noon." No eventful story, no powerful contrast, 
no mond, none of the sordid details of human life (all 
i# ethereal ;) none of its sharp calamities, or, if they 
inevitably occur, his muse throwf a soft, glittering 
veil ovw them, 

Like moonlight on a troubled lea, 
Brighteninf th« ttonn it cannot calm. 

We do not believe that Mr. Moore ever writes a 
line that in itself would not pass for poetry, that is not 
at least a vivid or harmonious common-place. Lord 
Byron wrote whole pages of sullen, crabbed prose, 
that, like a long dreary road, however, leads to dole- 
flil shades or palaces of the blest. In short Mr. 
Moore's Parnassus is a blooming Eden, and Lord 
Byron's a nigged wilderness of shame and sorrow. 
On the tree of knowledge of the first you can see 
nothing but perpetual flowers and verdure ; in the last 
you see the naked stem and rough bark ; but it heaves 
at intervals with inarticulate throes, and you hear the 
ahrieks of a human voice within. 

Critically speaking, Mr. Moore's poetry is chargea- 
ble with two peculiarities : firrt, the pleasure or interest 
he conveys to us is almost always derived from the 
first impressions or physical properties of objects, not 
from their connexion with passion or circumstances. 
His lights dazzle the eye, his perfumes soothe the 
amell, his sounds ravish the ear ; but then they do so 
for and fVom themselves, and at all timea and places 
equally — ^for the heart has little to do with it. Hence 
we observe a kind of fastidious extravagance in Mr. 
Moore'a serious poetry. Each thing must be fine, 
aoft, exquiaite in itself for it is never set off by reflec- 
tion or contrast. It glitters to the sense through the 
atmosphere of indifference. Our indolent luxurious 
bard does not whet the appetite by setting us to hunt 
after the game of human passion, and ia therefore 
obliged to hamper us with dainties, seasoned with 
rich fancy and the miuce piqfiaTtte of poetic diction. 
Poetry, in his hands, becomes a kind of cotmetic art — 
it is th^ poetry of the toilet His muse must be as 
fine as the Lady of Loretto. Now, this principle of 
composition leads not only to a defect of dramatic 
intereat, but also of imagination. For every thing in 
this world, the meanest incident or object, may re- 
ceive a light and an importance from its association 
with other objects, and vrith the heart of man ; and 
the variety thua created is endless as it is striking and 
profound. But if we begin and end in those objects 
chat are beantifU or dazzling in themselves and at the 
first bluah, we ahall soon be confined to a human re- 
ward of sell-pleasing tojnca, and be both superficial 



I and wearisome. It is the fanh of Mr Wordsworth's 
poetry that he has perversely relied too much (or 
wholly) on this reaction of the imagination on aub- 
jects that are petty and repulsive in themselves ; and 
of Mr. Moore'a, that he appeals too exclusively to 
the flattering support of sense and fimcy. Secondly, 
we have renuuiced that Mr. Moore hardly ever da* 
scribes entire objects, but abstract qualitiea of ol^ecta. 
It ia not a picture thst he gives us, but an inventing 
of beauty. He takea a blush, or a smile, and runs on 
whole stanzaa in ecstatic praise of it, and then diverges 
to the sound of a voice, and ** discourses eloquent 
music" on the sulgect ; but it might aa well be the 
light of heaven that he ia describing, or the voice of 
echo — ^we have no human figure before na, no pal- 
pable reality answering to any substantive form or 
nature. Hence we think it may be explained why it 
is that our author has so little picturesque effect— with 
such vividness of conception, such insatiable ambition 
after ornament, and such an inexhaustible an^ de- 
lightful play of -fancy. Mr. Moore is a colourist in 
poetry, a musician also, and has a heart full of ten- 
derness and susceptibility for all that is delightful and 
amiable in itself, and that does not require the ordeal 
of suffering, of crime, or of deep thou^t, to stamp it 
with a bold character. In this we conceive consists 
the charm of his poetry, which all the world feels, 
but which it is difficult to explain scientifically, and 
in conformity to trantcendant ndeg. It haa the charm 
of the softest and most lurilliant execution ; there ia no 
wrinkle, no deformity on its smooth and shining sur- 
face. It has the charm which arises from the con- 
tinual desire to please, and from the spontaneous 
sense of pleasure in the author's mind. Without 
being gross in the smallest degree, it is voluptuous in 
the highest It is a sort of sylph-like spiritualized 
sensuality. So far from being licentious in his Lalla 
Rookh, Mr. Moore has become moral and sentimental 
(indeed he was always the last,) and tantalizea his 
young and fair readers with the glittering shadows 
and mystic adumbraticns of evanescent delights. 
He, in fine, in his courtship of the Muses, resembles 
those lovers who always say the softest things on all 
occasions ; who smile with irresistible good humour 
at their own success ; who banish pain and truth from 
their thoughts, and who impart the delight they feel 
in themselves unconsciously to others ! Mr. Moore's 
poetry is the thornless rose— its touch is velvet, its 
hue vermilion, and its graceful form is cast in beauty's 
mould. Lord Byron's, on the contrary, is a prickly 
bramble, or sometimes a deadly upas, of form uncouth 
and uninviting, that has its root in the clefts of the 
rock, and its head mocking the skies, that wars with 
the thunder-cloud and tempest, and round which the 
loud cataracts roar. 
We here conclude our Sketch of 

Anacreon Moore, 
To whom the Lyre and Laoreh have been giveo 
With all the trophiee of triampbant soaf^ 
He won tkom »«M, and si^ he wear them UngI 
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In tkt dereBth ymi of die reign of Aonifigzebe, 
A^»^tt«i Kii« of the LeHor Bacharia, a lineal de- 
mfmw^Amwkt from the Great Zingia, baying abdicated tbe 
throne in &Toar of bia ion, set oat on a pilgrimage 
to the Shrine of the Prophet; and, pasaing into India 
ihioagfa tbe delightful valley of Cashmere, rested for 
A abort time at Delhi on his way. He was entertained 
faj Aaiungxdw in a style of magnificent hospitality, 
wonby alike of tbe Tiaiter and the host, and was 
Bterwaids escorted with the same splendour to Surat, 
wbere be embarked for Arabia. During the stay of 
the Royal Pilgrim at Delhi, a marriage was agreed 
■poa be t w een the Prince, his son, and the youngest 
daughter of tbe Emperor, Lalla Room* ; — a Prin- 
eeH deacribed by poets of her time, as more beauti- 
fhl than Lelia, Sbrbie, Dewilde, or any of those hero- 
inea whose names and Ioycs embellish the songs of 
Faraia and Hindostan. It waa intended that the nup- 
tialB ahoold be celebrated at Cashmere ; where the 
yoong IQng, aa soon aa die cares of empire would 
peraut, was to meet, for the first time, his lovely bride, 
and after a few months' repose in that enchanting 
vaQey, eondnct her over the snowy hills into Bucharia. 

Tbe day of Lalla Room's departure from Delhi 
M ^lendid as sunshine and pageantry could 
ic The bazaars and baths were all covered 
tbe richest tapestry ; hundreds of gilded barges 
the Jomna floated with their banners shining in 
die water ; while through the streets groups of beau- 
liftil children went strewing tbe most delicious flow- 
Mi aroond, aa in that Persian festival called the Scat- 
dvring of the Roaea' ; till every part of the city was 
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as fragrant aa if a caravan of musk from Khoten had 
passed through it. The Princess, having taken leave 
of her kind father, who at parting hung a cornelian 
of Yemen round her neck, on which was inscribed a 
verse from the Koran, — and having sent a considerable 
present to the Fakirs, who kept up the Perpetual Lamp 
in her sister's tomb, meekly ascended the palankeen 
prepared for her; and, while Aurungzebe stood to 
take the last look from his balcony, the procession 
moved slowly on the road to Lahore. 

Seldom had the Eastern world seen a cavalcade so 
superb. From the gardens in the subuifas to the Im- 
perial palace, it was one unbroken line of splendour. 
The gallant appearance of tbe Rigas and Mogul lorda, 
distinguished by those insignia of the Emperor's fk- 
vour, the feathers of the egret of Cashmere in their 
turbans, and the small silver^rimmed kettle-drums at 
the bows of their saddles; — the costly armour of 
their cavaliers, who vied on this occasion, with the 
guards of the great Keder Khan, in the brightness of 
their silver battlo-azes and the massiness of their maces 
of gold;-^e glittering of the gilt pine apples on the 
tops of the palankeens ; — the embroidered trappings 
of the elephants, bearing on their backs small turrets, 
in tbe shape of litde antique temples, within which 
the Ladies of Lalla Rookii lay, as it were, enshrined; 
the rose-coloured veils of the Princess's own sump 
tubus litter, at the front of which a fair young female 
slave sat fanning her through the curtains, with fea- 
thers of the Argus pheasant's wing ; and the lovely 
troop of Tartarian and Cashmerian maids of honour, 
whom the young King had sent to accompany his 
bride, and who rode on each side of the litter, upon 
small Arabian horses ; — all was brilliant, tasteful, and 
magnificent, and pleased even the critical and fksd 
dious Fadladeen, Great Nazir or Chamberlain of 
the Haram, who was borne in his palankeen imme 
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diitelj after the Princen, and considered himself not 
Uie least important penonage of the pageant. 

Faiiladken was a judge of every thing, from the 
pencilling of a Circassian's eye-lids to the deepest 
questions of science and literature ; from the miiture 
of a consenre of rose-leayes to the composition of an 
«pic poem ; and such influence had his ofiinion upon 
the various tastes of C^e day, that all the cooks and 
poets of Delhi stood in awe of him. His political 
conduct and opinions were founded upon that line of 
Sadi, ** Should the Prince at noon-day say, it is night, 
declare that you behold the moon and stars.** And 
his zeal for religion, of which Auningzebe was a mu- 
nificent protector, was about as disinterested as that 
of the goldsmith who fell in love with the diamond 
ejes of the idol of Jag^maut. 

Daring the first days of their journey, Lalla 
RooKH, who had passed all her life within the 
shadow of the Royal Gardens of Delhi, found enough 
in the beauty of the scenery through which they 
passed to interest her mind and delight her imagina- 
tion ; and, when at evening, or in the heat of the 
day, they turned off from the high road to those re- 
tired and romantic places which had been selected 
for her encampments, sometimes on the banks of a 
small rivulet, sa clear sa the waters of the Lake of 
Pearl ; sometimes under the sacred shade of a Ban- 
yan tree, from which the view opened upon a glade 
jcorered with antelopes ; and o(\en in those hidden, 
embowered spots, described by one from the Isles 
tjf ^ West, ■• ** places of melancholy, delight, and 
«afolgr, where all die company around was wild pea- 
«cocks and turtle doves i*'~-she felt a charm in these 
scenes, so lovely and so new to her, which, for a 
(time, made her indifferent to every other amuMment. 
£ut Lalla Rookh was young, and the young love 
^variety ; nor could the converBationx>f her Jadies and 
iChe Great Chamberlain, Fadladeen, (the only per- 
sons, of coorre, admitted to her pavilion,) sufficiently 
.enliven those many vacant hours, which were devoted 
'Aeither to the pillow nor the palankeen. There was 
a little Persian slave who sung sweetly to the Vina, 
and who now and then lulled the Princess to sleep 
•with the ancient ditties of her country, about the loves 
4>f Wamak and Elzra, the fair haired Zai and his mis- 
tress Rodahver ; not forgetting the combat of Rustam 
with the terrible White Demon. At other times she 
eras amused by those graceful dancing girls of Delhi, 
who had been permitted by the Bramins of the Great 
Pifoda to attend her, much to the horror of the good 
Mussulman Fadladeen, who could see nothing 
graceful or agreeable in idolaters, and to whom the 
▼eiy tinkling of their golden anklets was an abomi- 
nation. 

But these and many other diversions were repeated 
tin they lost all their charm, and the nights and noon- 
days were beginning to move heavily, when at length, 
it was recollected that, among the attendants sent by 
die bridegroom was a young poet of Cashmere, much 
eelebrated thronghoot the Valley for his manner of 
reciting the Stories of the East, on whom his Royal 
Master had conferred the privilege of being admitted 
to the pavilion of the Princess, that he might help to 
bagnile the tediousness of the journey by some of his 
asost agreeable recitals. At the mention of a poet 
PAi>LAi>KEif elevated his critical eTe-broiia,and, hav- 



ing refreshed his facuhies with a dose of that oeiA- 
cious opium, which is distilled from the black poppy 
of the Thebais, gave orders for the minstrel to be 
forthwith introduced into the presence. 

The Princess, who had once in her life seen a poet 
from behind the screens of gauze in her father's hall, 
and had conceived fVom that specimen no very 6- 
vourable ideas of the Cast, expected but little in this 
new exhibition to interest her ; — she felt inclined how- 
ever to alter her opinion on the very first appearance 
of Feramorz. He was a youth about Lalla 
RooKirs own age, and graceful as that idol of wo- 
men, Crishna,' — such as he appears to their young 
imaginations, heroic, beautiful, In^athing music from 
his very eyes, and exalting the religion of his wor^ 
shippers into love. His dress wss simple, yet not 
without some marks of costliness ; and the Ladies of 
the Princes^ were not long in discovering that the 
cloth, which encircled his high Tartarian cap, was 
of the most delicate kind that the shawl-goats of 
Tibet supply. Here and there, too, over his vest, 
which was confined by a flowered girdle of Kashan, 
hung strings of fine pearl, disposed with an air of 
studied negligence; — nor did the exquisite embroi- 
dery of his sandals escape the observation of these 
fair critics ; who, however they might give way to 
Fadladeen upon the unimportam topics of religimi 
and government, had the spirits of martyrs in every 
thing relating to such mom^ntouf mattera as jeweb 
and embroidery. 

For the purpose of relieving the pauses o>t recite 
tion by music, the young Cashmerian hold in his hand 
a kitar ; — such a^ in old times, the Arab maids of the 
West used to listen to by moonlight in the gardene 
of the Alhambra — and having premised, with much 
humility, that the story he was about to relate was 
founded on the adventures of that Veiled Prophet of 
Khorasson, who, in the year of the Hegira 163, 
created such alarm throughout the Eastern Empire^ 
made an obeisance to the Princess, and thus began ^- 

THE VEILED PROPHET OF 
KHORASSAN.^ 



In that delightful Province of the Sun, 
The first of Persian lands he shines upon. 
Where, all the loveliest children of his beam, 
Flowrots and fruits blush over every stream, 
And, fairest of all streams, the Muroa roves* 
Among Merou*8' bright palaces and groves;— 
There, on that throne, to which the blind belief 
Of millions rai8*d him, sat the Prophet-Chief^ 
The Great Mokanna, 0*er his features hui^ 
The Veil, the Silver Veil, which he had flung 
In mercy there, to hide from mortal sight 
His dazzling brow, till man could bear its light 
For, far less luminous, his votaries said 
Were ev*n the gleams, miraculously shod 
O'er Mov88A*s* cheek, when down the mount be trod. 
All glowing from the presence of his God I 

On either side, with ready hearts and hands, 
His chosen guard of bold Believns stands ; 

1 Tho Indian Apollo. 

S Khoranan aif nifios, in tho old Porsian laafusgo, A« 
vinco, or region of tho sun. Sir W. Jnm. 
3 One or iKo Royal citiss of Kborsssan. i 



LALLA ROOKH. 



\ fire-€7<Bd disputants, who deem their swords, 
ints of faith, more eloquent than words ; 
iich their zeal, there's not a youth with brand 
id there, but, at the Chiefs command, 
I make his own devoted heart its sheath, 
less the lips that doom*d so dear a death ! 
•ed to the Caliph's hue of night,' 
vesture, hefans and all, is snowy white ; 
weapons Tarioas ;'-some, equipped for speed, 
[avehna of the light Ksthsian reed ; 
ITS of Buffalo horn, and shining quivers 
with the stems* that bloom on Iran's riten ; 
some, for war's more terrible attacks, 
the huge mace and ponderous battle-axe ; 
s they wave aloft in morning's beam 
ilk-white plumage of their helms, they seem 
cbenar-tree grove, when Winter throws 
U iu tufted heads his feathering snows. 

reen the porphyry pillars, that uphold 
Ji moresque-work of the roof of gold, 
be Haram's curtain'd galleries rise, 
, through the silken net-work, glancing eyes, 
ime to time, like sudden gleams that glow 
gh fiitiimn clouds, shino o'er the pomp below. — 
mpious tongue, ye blushing saints, would dare 
t that aught but Heav'n hath plac'd you there ? 
: the loves of this light world could bind 
r gross chain, your Prophet's soaring mind ? 
Tongful thought ! — commission'd from above 
»ple Eden's bowers vrith shapes of love, 
ires so bright, that the same lips and eyes 
vear on earth will serve in Paradise) 
to rectine among Heav'n's native maids, 
-own th' Elect with bliss that never fkdee !— - 
Ath the Prophet-Chief his bidding done ; 
rery beauteous race beneath the sun, 
hose who kneel at Bkauiia's burning founts,* 
fresh nymphs bounding o'er Ycmin's mounts ; 
Persia's eyes of ftill and fawn-like ray, 
small, half-shut glances of Kathat ^ 
eorgia's bloom tnd Azab's darker smiles, 
e goki ringlets of the Western Isles ; 
are there ; — each land its flower hadi give&t 
n that fair young Nunery for Heaven ! 
irhy this pageant now 7 this arm'd array? 
riumph crowds the rich Divan to-day 
irban'd heads, of every hue and race, 
I before that veil'd and awful face, 
iip^wds, of di£ferent shape and dyes, 
g beneath th' invisible West-wind's sighs ! 
lew-made mystery now, for Faith to aign, 
ood to seal, as genuine and divine,^ 
| 3^«»,Kng mimicry of God's own power 
le bold Prophet plann'd to grace this hour 7 
:h the pageant now, though not lesi proodr— 
irrior youth, advancing ftom the crowd, 
Iver bow, with beh of broider'd crape, 
r-bound bonnet of Buchanan shape^ 
:ely beantiftil in form and eye, 
ar's vrlld planet in a summer's sky 'r^ 



:k was Um eoloar sdoptsd by the Caliphs of the 
I* Abba, in thsir gsniMDts, tut bam, and rtandards. 
mlft, wad aoeienl^ for arrowi by the Peraians. 
» boroing foiurtatns of Brahma nsar Chittogoof , 
das holy. 



That youth to-day,— a proselyte, worth hofdei 
Of cooler spirits uid leu practb'd swords^ — 
Is come to jom, aU bravery and belief. 
The creed and standard of the heav'n-sent CUtC 

Though few his years, the West already knows 
Young Asiiii's fiune ; — beyond th* Olympian snow% 
Ere manhood darken'd o'er his downy cheek, 
O'erwhelm'd in fight and captive to the Greek,' 
He linger'd there, till peace dissolv'd his chains; 
Oh ! who could, ev'n in bondage, tread the plains 
Of glorious Greece, nor feel his spirit rise 
Kindhng within him 7 who, with hnrt snd tfaib 
Could walk where liberty had been, nor see 
The shining foot-prints of her Deity, 
Nor feel those god-like breathings in the afa; 
Which mutely told her spirit had been there i 
Not he, that youthful virarrior, — ^no, too well 
For his soul's quiet woric'd th* awakening spell ; 
And now, returning to his own dear land. 
Full of those dreams of good, that, vainly gnuid. 
Haunt the young heart ; — proud views of hnS3Mi%iadt 
Of men to Gods eialted and refin'd ; — 
False views, like that horizon*s ftir deceit, 
W^re earth and heav'n but §eem, alas, to meet !-« 
Soon as he heard an Ann Divine waa rais'd 
To right the nations, and beheld, emblas'd 
On the white flag MoKAif na's host unfhri'd. 
Those words of suiishiae, '* Freedom to the WorU," 
At once his fluth, his sword, his soul obey'd 
Th' inspiring summons ; every chosen bkde. 
That fought beneath that banner's sacred teit, 
Seem'd doubly edg*d, for this world and the neit ; 
And ne'er did Faith with her smooth bandage bind 
Eyes more devoutly willing to be Uind, 
In virtue's cause ; — ^never was soul inspir'd 
With livelier trust in what it most deair'd. 
Than his, th' enthusiast there, vrJM, kneeliiig, pate 
With pious awe, before that Sihrar VeU, 
Believes the form, to which he bends his kneeb 
Some pure, redeeming angel, sent to fiee 
This fetter'd world fW>m every bond and 8tu% 
And bring its prioMd j;|oriw back again ! 

Low as young AziM knelt, that motley er9#d 
Of all earth*B nations sunk the knee and bow'di 
With ahouta of " Alla !** echoing long and kni ; 
While high in air, above die Prophet*a head, 
Hundreds of banners, to the sunbeam spread, 
Wav*d, like die wings of the white birds that fkH 
The flying throne of star-taught SoLfHAN ! 
Then thus he spoke .—" Stranger, thdugh sMIr dM 

frame 
Thy soul inhabits now, Fve track*d iti ftaM 
For many an age,' in every chance and changci 
Of that existence, through whose varied rtngv^ 
As through a toroh-rRce, where, fh>m hand to haad 
The flying youths transmit their ihinitig tarand,^ 
From frame to fVame the uneztinguish'd vtfA 
Rapidly passes, till it reach the goal ! 

** Nor think *tis only the gross Spirits, Waitt'd 
With duakier fire and for eaith'a medium forikl*d» 
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That nm this conne ; — ^Beingi, the moat diviiie, 

ThuM deign through dark mortality to ahine. 

Such was the EMence that in Adam dwelt. 

To which all Heav'n, except the Proud One, knelt ;* 

Such the refin*d Intelligence that glow'd 

In M oussA*s frame ;— and, thence descending, flowM 

llrough many a prophet's breast ; — ^in Isba* shone, 

And in Mohammed bumM ; till, hastening on, 

(As a bright river that, from fall to ikll 

In many a maze descending, bright thh>ugh all, 

Finds some fair region where, each labyrinth past. 

In one full lake of light it rests at last !> 

That Holy Spirit, settling calm and free 

From lapse or shadow, centres all in meV* 

Again, throughout th* assembly at these words, 
Thousands of wcicem. rung ; the warrior's swords 
Were pointed up to heav'n ; a sudden wind 
In th' open banners play'd, and from behind 
Those Persian hangings, that but iU could screen 
The Haiam's loveliness, white hands were seen 
Waving emlNroider'd scarves, whose motion gave 
A peifume forth ; — like those the Houris wave 
When beckoning to their bowerp the' Immortal Brave. 

** But these," pursued the Chief, " are truths sublime. 
That daim a holier mood and cidmer time 
Than earth allows us now ; — this sword must first 
The darkling prisouphouse of mankind bdnt, 
Ere Peace can visit them, or Truth let in 
Her wakening daylight on a world of sin ! 
But then, celestial warfiors, then, when all 
Earth's shrines and tinrone^ before our banner fall ; 
When the glad slave shall at these feet lay down 
His br(Aen chain, the tyrant Lord his crown, > 
The priest his book, thie conqueror his wreath. 
And from the lips of Truth one mighty breath 
Shall, like a whirlwind, scatter in its breese 
Hiat'whole dark pi]« of human mockeries ;— 
Then shall the reign of Mind oommence on earth. 
And starting fiesh, is fh>m a second birth, 
Man, in the sunshintf of the world's new spring, 
Shan walk transparent, like some holy thing ! . 
Then, too, your Prophet from his angel brow 
Shall cast the Veil that hides its' splendours now. 
And gladden'd Earth«hall,lhrough her wide expanse. 
Bask io the glories of this countenance I 
For thee, young warrior, welcome !-^thou haflt yet 
Some task to leaza, some frailties to forget. 
Ere the white war>plume o'er thy brow can wave ^— 
But, once my own, mine all till in the grave !" 
!E1m povp is at an.end,— the crowds are gone^ . 
Each ear and heart still haunted by the tone 
Of that deep voice, which thrill'd Bke Alla's own ! 
The jtung all dazzled by tlie plumes and lanoes, 
The glittering throiie,andHaram'shalf<»nghtglaBcet; 
Hie old deep pondering on the promis'd reign 
Of pesoe and truth; and all the female train 
Beady to risk dieir eyes, could they but gaze 
A moment on that brow*s miraculous Uaze ! 

But there was one among the chosen maidt 
Who blush'd behind the gallery's silken 



1 *' Aid wh«a we ntd onto ths Auel^ Wonhip Adam, 
Uwy an wotiMppsd him «x6spt EUb. (locifert) whe r»- 
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One, to whose soul the pageant of to-day 

Has been like death ; — ^you saw her pale dismay. 

Ye wondering sisterhood, and heard the burst 

Of exclamation from her lips, when first 

She saw that youth, too well, too dearly known 

Silently kneeling at the Prophet's throne. 

Ah Zelica ! there wag a time, when bliss 
Shone o'er thy heart from every look of his; 
When but to see him, hear him, breathe tlie air 
In which he dwelt, was thy soul's feodest pcayei ' 
When round him hung such a perpetual epelk, 
Whate'er he did, none ever did so well. 
Too happy days ! when, if he touch'd a flower 
Or gem of thine, 'twas sacred fit»m that hour ; 
When thou didst study him, till every tone 
And gesture and dear look became thy owli, — 
Thy voice like his, the changes of his fece 
In thine reflected with still lovelier grace. 
Like echo, sending back sweet music, fraught . 
With twice th' erial sweetness it had brought ! 
Yet now he comes — brighter than even he 
E'er beam'd before, — but ah ! not bright for thee; 
No — dread, unlook'd for, like a visitant 
From th' other world, he comes as if to haunt 
Thy guilty soul with dreams of lost delight. 
Long lost to all but memory's aching sight .— 
Sad dreams ! as when the Spirit of our Youth 
Returns in sleep, sparkling with all the truth 
And innocence once ours, and leads us back. 
In mournful mockery, o'er the shimng track 
Of our young life, and points out every ray 
Of hope and peace we've lost upon the way ! 

Qnoe happy pair !— in j;iroud Bokhara's grot«i» 
Who had not heard of their first youthfU loves ? . 
Bom by that ancient iloo^t' which from its s|»ing 
In the Dark Mountains swiftly wandoing, 
Enrioh'd by every pilgrim brook that shines 
With relics fiom'BiicHAAiA's ruby mines, 
Artd, lendiqg to the Caspian half its strength. 
In the cold Lake of Eagles sinks at length ;— 
Thara, 6n the banks of that bri|^t river bom. 
The flowers, that hung thowe its wave at mora, 
Bleas'd not the waters, ss they mnrmyr'd by. 
With holier scent and lustre, than the aifl^ 
And virgin glance of first affection cast 
Upon their youth's smooth current, as it pasa'd ! 
But war disturb'd this vision— Ar away 
FVom her fond tqres, snmmon'd to join th' amy 
Of Peksia's warriors on the hills of Thracs, 
Tlie youth exchang'd his sylvan dweUing^laoe 
For the rude tent and war-field's deathfiil daah ;— 
His Zklica's sweet glances for the flash 
Of Grecian wild-ffrej-i-and love's gentle chains 
For bleeding bondage on BTZANTnrn's plains. 

Month after month, in .widowhood of soul 
Drooping, the maiden saw two sunmen roU 
Their suns away^--but, ah ! how cold and dim 
E'en summer suns, when -not beheld with him ! 
From time to time ill-oipen*d rumoun came, 
(like spirit tongues, mntteriog Ae sick maa*8 BUBe; 



1 Tbs Anoo, whiek rises fai tho Beksr T%, or Duk 
Mountiins, and raiminf neaiijr ftoa oast to wsst, MpHu lata 
two branehsi, dim of whiek nils ists ths Caiq»ian ssa, sad 
tbs other into Aral Nahr, or tk» Laks of Baglas. 
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Jart era be dies,) — tt length those soands of dread 
Fc& withering on her soul, ** Azim is dead 1" 
Oh grie^ beyond all other grieft, when fate 
FSxst leares the yoong heart lone and desolate 
hi Che wide world, without that only tie 
For which it loT*d to bye or fear'd to die ;^ 
Loni as the bang-up lute^ that ne'er hath spoken 
Sinoe the sad day its ma^er-chozd was broken ! 
Fond maid, the sorrow of her soul was such 
Er'n reason bbghted sunk beneath its touch ; 
And though, ere long, her sanguine spirit rose 
Above the first dead pressure of its woes, 
IVmgh health and btoomTetumM, the delicate chain 
Of thought, onoc tangled, nerer clear*d again. 
Warn, UTely, soft as in youth*s happiest day. 
Hie mind was still all there, but tum*d astray ; — 
A wandering bark, upon whose pathway shone 
All Stan of heaT*n, except the guiding one ! 
Again she smil*d, nay, much and brightly sniil*d. 
Bat *twas a lustre, strange. Unreal, wild ; 
And when she sung to her lute's touching strain, 
Twas like the notes, half extacy, half pain, 
The bolbal* utters, e*er her soul deport. 
When, Tanquish'd by some minstrers powerful art. 
She dies upon the lute whose sweetness broke her 

heart! 
Such was the mood in which that nuasion found 
Yoang Zelica, — that mission, which around 
The Eastern world, in every region blest 
With woman's smile, sought out its loveliest, 
To grace that galaxy of lips and eyes, 
Which the Veil'd Ptophet dcstin'd for the skies !^ 
And sQch quick welcoipe as a spark receives 
Dropp'd on a bed of autumu^s witherM leaves, 
Did every tale of these enthusiasts find 
b the wild maiden's sorrow-blighted mind. 
AU fire at once the madd'ning zeal she caught ;— 
Elect of Pftradiie ! blest, rapturous thought ; 
Pradestin'd bride, in henven's eternal dome. 
Of some brave youth— ha ! duist they say ** ottome V* 
No— of the one, one only object trac'd 
In her heart's core too deep to be efiac'd ; 
The one whose memory, fiiesh as life, is twin'd 
With ev'ry broken link of her lost mind ; 
Whose image lives, though Reason's self be wreck'd. 
Safe 'mid the rains of her intellect ! 

Alu, poor ZxLiCA ! it needed all 
The Antasy, which held thy mind in thrall, . 
To see in that gay Haram's gloviring maids 
k sainted colony for Eden's shades ; 
Or dream that be,— of whose unholy flame 
TVm wert too soon the victim, — sBning came 
Friim Pluadise, to people its par« sphere 
With sooJs like thine, which he hath min'd here ! 
Ho— had not Reason's light totally set, 
Aad left thee dark,,thoa had'st an amulet 
In the lov'd image, graven on thy heart, 
Which would have sav'd thee firom the tempter's art, 
Aad kept aliTe, in all its Uoom of breath, 
nat pority, whose fading is love's death ! — 
Btt lost, inflam'd^ — a restless zeal took pUoe 
Of the mild virgin's still and feminine grace ; — 
PfaBi of the Prophet's fkvoarites, proudly fine 
b Mai and cfaarms^-too well th* Impostor nurs'd 



1 The Nightii^als. 



Her soul's delirium, in whose active frames 

Thus lighting up a young, luxuriant flame, 

He saw more potent sorceries to bind 

To his dark yoke the spirits of mankind. 

More subtle chains than hell itself e'er twin'd. 

No art was spar'd, no witchery ; — all the skill 

His demons taught him was employ'd to fill 

Her mind with gloom and extacy by turns— 

That gloom, through which Frenzy but fiercer bums ; 

That extacy, which from the depth of sadness 

Glares hke the maniac's moon,whose light is madness! 

'Twas from a brilliant banquet, where the aonnd 
Of poesy and music breath'd around. 
Together picturing to her mind and ear 
The glories of that heav'% her destin'd sphere. 
Where all was pure, where every stain that lay 
Upon the spirit's Ught should pass away. 
And, realizing more than youthful love 
E'er wish'd or dream' d, she should for ever rove 
Through fields of fragrance by her Azim's side. 
His own bless'd, purified, eternal bride ! — 
'Twas from a scene, a witching trance like this, 
He hurried her away, yet breathing bliss. 
To the dim charnel-house ; — through all its steams 
Of damp and death, led only by those gleams 
Which foul Comipti6n lights, as with design 
To show the gay and proud she too can shine ! — 
And, passing on through upright ranks of dead, 
Which to the maiden, doubly craz'd by dread, 
Seem*d,through the bluish death-light round them cast. 
To move their lips in mutterings as she pass'd — 
There, in that awful place, when each had quafll^d 
And pledg'd in silence such a fearful draught. 
Such— oh ! the look and taste of that red bowl 
Will haunt her till she dies — he bound her soul 
By a dark oath, in hell's own language fram'd. 
Never, while earth his mystic presence claim'd. 
While the blue arch of day himg o'er them both, 
Never, by that all-imprecating oath. 
In joy or sorrow from his side to sever. — 
She swore, and the wide chamel echoed, ** Neve? 
never '." 

From that dread hour, entirely, wildly given 
To him and— she behev'd, lost maid ! — to Heaven *, 
Her bniiif her heart, her passions all inflam'd. 
How proud she stood, when in ftill Haram nam*d 
The Priestess of the Faith !— how flaah'd her eyei 
With Ught, alas ! that was not of the skieti 
When round, in trances only less than hen. 
She saw the Haram kneel, her prostrate woaJuppera . 
Well might Mokanna think that fonn alooe^ 
Had spells enough to make the world his own :-^ 
Light, lovely limbs, to which the spirit's plaj 
Gave motion, airy as the dancing spray, 
Whefi fVom its stem the small bird wings away ! 
Lips m whose rosy labyrinth, when ahe smil'd. 
The soul was lost ; and blushes, swift and wild 
As are the momentary meteors sent 
Across th* uncahn, but beauteous firmament. 
And then her look— oh ! where's the heart so wise^ 
Could anbewilder'd meet those matchless eyes 7 
Quick, restless, strange, but exquisite withal, 
Like those of angels, just before their fidl; 
Now shadow'd with the ahames of earth— now ctmI 
By ghmpses of the heaveo her heart had lost; 
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In every glance there broke without control, 
Hie flaihes of t bright bat troubled booI, 
Where eeiudbilitj still wildly play'd, 
Like lightning, round the ruina it had made ! 

And auch waa now young Zelica — so chang*d 
From her who, lome years since, delighted rang'd 
The almond groves, that shade Bokhara's tide, 
All life and bliss, with AziM by her side ! 
So alter'd was she now, this festal day, 
When, 'mid the proud Divan's dazzling array. 
The vision of that Youth, whom she had lov'd. 
And wept aa dead, before her breath'd and mov'd ; — 
When— bright, she thought, as if from Eden's track 
But half-way trodden, he had wander'd back 
Again to earth, glistening with Eden's light — 
Her beauteooB Azim shone before her sight. 

Oh Reason ! who shall say what spells renew. 
When least we look for it, thy broken clew ! 
Ilirough what small vistas o'er the darken'd brain 
Thy intellectual day-beam bursts again ; 
And how, like forts, to which beleaguerers win 
Unhop'd-for entrance through some friend within. 
One clear idea, waken'd in the breast 
By Memory's magic, lets in all the rest ! 
Would it were thus, unhappy girl, with thee ! 
But, though hght came, it came but partially ; 
Enough to show the maze, in which thy sense 
Wander'd about, — but not to guide it thence ; 
Enough to glimmer o'er the yawning wave. 
But not to point the harbour which might save. 
Home of dielight and peace, long left behind. 
With that dear form came rushing o'er her mind ; 
But oh ! to think how deep her soul had gone 
In shame and falsehood since those moments dione ; 
And, then, her oath-^ere madness lay again. 
And, ahoddering, back she sunk into her chain 
Of meitfal darkness, ss if blest to flee 
From light, whose every glimpse was agony ! 
Yet, one relief this glance of former years 
Brought, mingled with its pain — tears, floods of tears, 
Long frozen at her heart, but now like rills 
Let loose in spring-time from the snowy hills. 
And gushing warm, afler a sleep of fhMt, 
Hirough valleys where their flow had long been lost ! 

Sad and eubdiied, for the first time her frame 
TVonbled with horror, when the summons eame 
(A sommons proud tifid rare, which all but ahe, 
And she, till imw, had heard with estacy,) 
To BMeC MoKAif NA at his place of prayer^ 
A garden oratory, cool and fair. 
By the stream's side, where still at close of di^ 
Hie Prophet of the Veil retir'd to pray ; 
Sometiaes alone — but, oftener far, with one. 
One chosen nymph to share his orison. 

Of hue none found such favour in his sight 
As the young Aiestess ; and though, since that night 
When the death-caverns echo'd every tone 
Of the dire oath that made her all his own. 
Til' Impostor, sure of his infatuate prize. 
Had, more than once, thrown ofl'lus soul's divinise. 
And ntter'd such nnheav'niy, monstrous things^ 
As ev'n across the desperate wandenngs 
Of a weak inteOect, whose lamp was out. 
Threw staitling shadows of dismay and doobc ;— 



Yet zeal, ambition, her tremendous vow, 
The thought, still haunting her, of that bright brow 
Whose blaze, aa yet from mortal eye conceol'd 
Would soon, proud triumph ! be to her reveal'd. 
To her alone ; — and then the hope most dear. 
Most wild of all, that her transgression here 
Was but a passage through earth's grosser fire. 
From which the spirit would at last sspire, 
Ev'n purer than before,— as perfumes rise 
Through flame and smoke, most welcome to iSm 

skies-r 
And that when Azim's fond, divine embrace 
Should circle her in heav'u, no darkening trace 
Would on that bosom be once lov'd remain. 
But all be bright, be pure, be hit again I — 
These were the wildering dreams, whose curst deceit 
Had chain*4 her soul beneath the tempter's fe^ 
And made her think ev'n damning fidsehood sweet. 
But now that Shape which had appall'd her view. 
That Semblance — oh how terrible, if true t*— 
Which came across her frenzy's full career 
With shock of consciousness, cold, deep, severe. 
As when in nonhem seas, at midnight dark. 
An isle of ice encounters some swift bark. 
And, startling all its wretches from their sleep. 
By one cold impulse hurls them to the deep ;— 
So came that shock not frenzy's self could bear. 
And waking up each long-lull'd image there« 
But check'd her headlong soul, to sink it in despair ! 

Wan and dejected, through the evening dusk. 
She now went slowly t6 that small kiosk, 
Where, pondering alone his impious schemes, 
MoKANNA waited her — too wrapt in dreams 
Of the fair-ripening future's rich success. 
To heed the sorrow, pale and spiritless. 
That sat upon his victim's downcast brow. 
Or mark how slow her step, how alter'd now 
From the quick, ardent Aiestess, whose hght bonad 
Came like a spirit's o'er th' unechoing ground, — 
From that wild Zelica, whose every glance 
Was thrilling fire, whose every thou^t a trance ! 

Upon his conch thei Veiled Mokai«na lay. 
While lamps around — not such as lend their ray 
Glimmering and cold, to those who nightl/ pray 
In holy KooM,' or Mecca's dim arcades^— 
But brilliant, soft, such light as lovely maids 
Look lovehest in, shed their luxurious glow 
Upon his mystic Veil's white glittering flow. 
Beside him, 'stead of beads and books of prayer, 
Which the world fondly thought he mused on therci 
Stood vases, fill'd with Kisumee's* golden wine, 
And the red weepings of the Shiraz vine ; 
Of which his cuitain'd lips full many a drau^t 
Took zealously, as if each drop they quaffed. 
Like Zemzem's Spring of HoUness,' had power 
To fVeahen the soul's virtues into flower ! 
And still he drank and pondcr'd — nor couhl see 
Th' approaching maid, so deep his reverie ; 

« 
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At kngth, with fiendish Uugfa, like that which broke 
FnMn Eblib at the Fall of Man, he apoke :— 
* Tea, ye Tile race, for hell'i amosement given. 
Too mean for earth, yet claiming kin with beaten ; 
God'a images, foraooth ! — such goda aa he 
Whom India aenres, the monkey deity;' — 
Ye cieatuiea of a breath, proud things of clay, 
To whom, if Lucifer, aa grandams say, 
Refiis'd, though at the forfeit of Heaven's light. 
To bend in worship, Lccifer was right ! — 
Soon ahall I plant this foot upon the neck 
Of yoar foul race, ind without fear or check, 
Luzniiating in hate, avenge my shame, 
My deep-felt, long-nurst loathing of man's name ! 
8oon, at the head of myriads, blind ani fierce 
As hooded fidcons, through the universi^ 
rU sweep my darkening, desolating way. 
Weak man my instrument, curst man my prey ! 

■ y* wise, ye leam*d, who grope your dull way on 
By the dim twinkling gleams of ages gone, 
like snperatitions thieves, who think the light 
Ft9Bk dead men*s marrow guides them best at night*-*- 
Ye shall have honours — wealth, — ^yes, sages, yes — 
I know, grave fools, your wisdom's notlungness ; 
Undassled it can track yon starry sphere. 
Bat a gilt stick, a beuble blinds it here. 
How 1 shall laugh when trumpeted along. 
In lying speech, and still more lying song, 
By these lesm'd slaves, the meanest of the throng ; 
Hieir wits bought up, their wisdom shrulik so small, 
A 8ceptre*a puny point can wield it all ! 

•• Ye too, believers of incredible creeds. 
Whose &idi enshrines the monsters which it Iveeds ; 
Who, bolder ev*n than Nkmrod, think to rise 
By nonsense hei^>*d on nonsense to the skies ; 
Ye shall have miracles, aye, sound ones too, 
Been, heard, attested, every thing— but true. 
Your preaching zealots, too inspired to seek 
One grace of meaning for the things they speak; 
Your XDMitjn, ready to ahed out their blood 
For tmths too heavenly to be underrtood ; 
Aad yow state priests, sole venders of the lore 
ITiat walks salvation ; — aa on Ata's shore. 
Where none 6uf priests are privileged to trade 
In that best marble of which goda are made ;' — 
Tliey ahall have mysteries— aye, precious stuff 
For knaves to thrive by— mysteries enough ; 
Dark, tangled doctrines, dark as fraud can weave, 
Which simple votaries shall on trust receive, 
White craftier feign belief; till they believe. 
A Heav'n too ye must have, ye lords of dostr— 
A splendid Paradise— pore souls, ye must : 
That Prophet ill sustains his holy call. 
Who fiadanoC heav'ns to suit the tastes of all ; 
Hoans for boys, omniscience for sages. 
And wmgs and glories for all ranks and afes. 
Vau things ! — aa lost or vanity inspires, 
Thb heat'n of each is but what each desires, 
And, sonl or sense, whate'er the object be, 
Man woald be man to all eternity ! 

1 Tee god Hannaman. 

1 A kind of lantern fonnerly vsed by robbers, called the 
Baad of Glory, the candle tot wWeh was made of the fkt 
«f a dead naleiactor. This, bowever, was rather a wcstMB 
IhsA «■ eastern tapentitioa. 

3 S|rsM«*s Ave, vol. ii. p. 3W. 
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So let him — E»iAn\ grant this crowning cuiw, 
But keep him what he is, no bell were worse."— 

** Oh my lost soul !** ezclaimM the ahnddering fludd; 
Whose eari had drunk like poison all he said,^ 
MoKAiTNA started — ^not abaah'd, afraid^ — 
He knew no more of fear than one who dwells 
Beneath the tropics knows of icicles ! 
But, in those dismal words that reach*d his ear, 
** Oh my lost sonl !** there waa a soimd so drear. 
So like that voice, among the sinful dead. 
In which the legend o'er Hell'a gate is read. 
That, new as 'twas firom her, whom noegbt cooM dim 
Or sink till now, it startled even him. 

** Ha, my fair IViestess !" — thus, with ready wile, 
Th' impostor tum'd to greet her — " thou, whoee smile 
Hath inspiration in its rosy beam 
Beyond th* enthusiast's hope or prophet's dream ! 
Light of the Faith ! who twin'st religion's zeal 
So close with love's, men know not which they fed, 
Nor which to sigh for in their traAce of heart. 
The Heav'n thou preachest, or the Heav'n thou art ! 
What ahould I be without thee 7 without thee 
How dull were power, how joyless victory ! 
Though borne by angels, if that smile of thine 
Bless'd not my banner, 'twere but half divine. 
But — why so moumfhl, child 7 those eyes, that shone 
All hfb, last night— what ! — is their glory gone ? 
Come, come — this mom's fatigue hath made diem pile. 
They want rekindling'— sons themselves would Ail, 
Did not their comets bring, aa I to thee. 
From Light's own fount, supplies of brilhaBcy ! 
Thou seest this cup-^io juice of earth m here. 
But the pure waters of that upper sphere. 
Whose rills o'er ruby beds and topax flow. 
Catching the gem's bri|^ colour, as diey go. 
Nightly my Genii come and fill these urns — 
Nay, drink— in every drop life's essence benm ; 
'Twill make that sool all fire, those eyes aU Mg|il— 
Come, come, I want thy lovehest smiles lo-night : 
There is a youth — why start 7 — thou saw'st him then ; 
Look'd he not nobly 7 such the god-like meil 
Thou'lt have to woo thee in the bowers above; — 
Hioogh Ae, I fear, hath thou|^ too stem for love, 
Too ml'd by that cold enemy of bliss 
The world calls Virtue — ^we must conquer this — - 
Nay, shrink not, pretty sage ; 'tis not for thee 
To scan the mates of Heav'n's mystery. 
The ste^ must pass through fire, ere it can yield 
Fit instruments for mighty hsnds to wiekL 
This very night I mean to try the art 
Of powerful beauty on that warrior's heart. 
All that my Haram boasta of bloom and wit. 
Of ffciil and charms, most rare and eiqoisite, 
Shall tempt the boy ; — ^yoang Miksala's bhia eye% 
Whose sleepy lid like snow on violets lies ; 
Ajiouta's cheeks, wim aa a spiing-day nu. 
And lips, that, like the seal of Solomon, 
Have magic m their pressure ; Zua's lute^ 
And Lilla's dancmg feet, thst gleam and shoot 
Rapid and white as sea-birds o'er the deep ! — 
All shsll combine their witching powers to steep 
My convert's spirit in that softening trance, 
From which to Heav'n is but the neit advance ;-— 
That glowing, yielding Aision of the breast, 
Oo which ReligioB Ktusps her onace bert. 
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But biino, PiMatOM !— chougn each nymph of theie 
Hath fonie peculiar practiaed power to pleaae, 
jBome glance or step, which, at the mirror thed, 
Fiitt dumiM henelf, then all the world beaide ; 
Tbera itill wanta one to make the victory aure, 
One, who in every look joina every lure ; 
Through whom all beauty's beama coocenter*d peas, 
Danling and warm, aa through love's buming-^baa ; 
Whose gentle lips persuade without a word, 
Whose words, ev'n when unmeaning, are ador'd. 
Like inarticulate breathings from a shrine. 
Which our &ith takes for granted are divine ! 
Such is the nymph we want, all warmth and light. 
To crown the rich temptations of to>night ; 
Such the refined enchantress that must be 
Tills Hero's vanquisher, — and thou ait she !" 

With her handa clasp'd, her lips apart and pale, 
Hie maid had stood, gazing upon the Veil 
Fnm whence these words, like south-winds through 

a fence 
Of Kenrah ilow're, came filled with peatilence :* 
80 boldly ntter'd too ! aa if all dread 
Of ftowns from her, of virtuous frowns, were fled, 
And the wretch fek a8sur*d, that once plung'd in. 
Her wcman's soul would know no pauae in ain ! 

At first, though mute abe listen'd, like a dream 
B e em 'd all he said ; nor could her mind, whose beam 
Aa yet vria weak, penetrate half hia acheme. 
But when, at length, he utter'd **Thoo art she !" 
AD flash'd at ooee, and, ahrieking piteoualy, 
"Oh not for worlds!" abe cried— ''Great God! to 

whom 
I ODoe kneh imiocent, ia this my doom T 
Are all my dreams, my hopes of heavenly Miaa, 
My poriQr, my pride, then come to this^ — 
To live, the wanton of a fiend ! to be 
Hie pander of hia gnik — oh, infamy ! 
And sank, myself, aa low as hell can steep 
In its hot flood, drag others down aa deep ! 
Othen ?— ha ! ye a that youth who came to-day — 
Net him I loVd — not him-— oh ! do but say. 
But swear to me this moment 'tis not he. 
And I will aerv^daik fiend! will worship, even thee!** 

" Beware, young raving thing ! — in time beware. 
Nor utter what I cannot, must not bear 
EVn from tky lips. Go— try thy lute, thy voice ; 
llie boy most fbel their magic — I rejoice 
To see those fires, no matter whence they rise. 
Once more illuming my fiur Priestess* eyes ; 
And should the youth, whom soon those eyes ahall 

wann, 
htdeed resemUe thy dead lover's form, 
80 much the happier wilt thou find thy doom, 
Aa one warm lover, flil! of life and bloom, 
Eioela ten diooaand cold ones in the tomb. — 
Nay, nay, no fVowning, sweet ! those eyes were made 
For love, not anger— I must be obey'd." 

* Obey'd !— 't« well— yes, I deserve it ail- 
On me, on me Heav'n's vengeance cannot fidl 
Too hMvily— but AziM, brave and trae, 
Aad beantifbl— moat he be min'd too 7 



1 **It is comnoalj said in Persia, that if a man breathe 
in the hot loatb-wiiid, whieh in Jooe or July passee ov 
lhatflowtr,ltheK«raarah,]itwiUkinhim.*' TknmtH, 
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Muat ke too, glorious aa he ia, be driven 

A ren^ade like me from Love and Heaven 1 

Like me 7 — weak wretch, I wrong him — not like ■• ; 

No— he's all truth, and strength, and purity ! 

Fill up your madd'ning hell-cop to the brim. 

Its wkcheiy, fiends, will have no ehaim for him. 

Let looae your glowing wantona from their bowers. 

He lovea, he lovea, and can defy their powers ! 

Wretch aa I am, in his heart atiU I reign 

Pure aa when first we met, without a atain ! 

Though ruin'd — lost — my memory, like a cham 

Left by the dead, atill keepa hia aool from harm. 

Oh ! never let him know how deep the brow 

He kiaa'd at parting ia diahooour'd now — 

Ne'er tell him how debaa'd, how sunk ia she. 

Whom once he lov'd— once I — ttiU loves dotingly . 

Thou laugh'st, tormentor^ — what ! — thoul't brand my 

name? 
Do, do— in vain — ^he'll not believe my shame — 
He thinks mc true, that nought beneath God*s sky 
Could tempt or change me, and — so once thought 1. 
But this is past— though worM than death my lot. 
Than heU — 'tia nothing, while he knows it noL 
Far off* to some benighted land I'll fly. 
Where sunbeam ne'er shall enter till I die ; 
Where none will ask the loat one whence abe caaie 
But I may fade and fall without a name ! 
And thou— curat man or fiend, whate'er thou art. 
Who found'st this burning plague-spot in my heart* 
And spread'st it — oh, so quick f — ihro^ soul and fhoM 
With more than demon's art, till I became 
A loathaome thing, all pestilence, aU fiame ! 

If when I*m gone " 

** Hold, fearless maniac, hoM, 
Nor tempt my rage— by Heav'n, not half ao bold 
Xhe puny bird that darea with teasing hum 
Within the crocodile's stretch'd jaws to come.* — 
And so thou'lt fly, forsooth 7 — what, give up all 
Thy chaste dominions in the Haram hall. 
Where now to Love, and now to Ai^la given. 
Half mistress and half aaint, thou hang'st aa even 
Aa doth MKDiNA'a tomb, 'twizt hell and heaven ! 
Thou'lt fly ? — aa eaaily may reptilea ran, 
Tlie gaunt snake once hath fix'd his eyea opon ; 
Aa easily, when can^it, the prey may be 
Pluck'd from hia loving folda, aa thou fVtxn me. 
No, no, 'tia fix'd — ^let good or ill betide, 
Thon'rt mine till death, till death MoKAifVA's bride ! 
Hast thou forgot thy oath 7**— 

At this dread word 
The maid, whose spirit his rode taunts had atirr'd 
Through all its depths, and roua'd an anger there, 
That burst and li^iten'd ev'n through her dmpair I— 
Shrank back, as if a blight were in the breetfa 
That spoke that word, and stagger'd, pale aa death. 

** Yea, my awom bride, let others seek in bovren 
The bridal place — the charnel vault waa ooia ! 
Instead of scents and bafana, for thee and nae 
Rose the rich ateama of aweet mortality ; — 
Gay flickering death-ligfata ahono while ire 
And, for our goeata, a row of goodly deed. 



1 The ancient story eoMeraiag the Troohihu, or bom- 
ming bird, entering with impunity into the nooth of the 
croMdile, is firmly believed et Java. Bmrmm*§ 
Ckma. 
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(boDCMttl spirits in their time, no doubt,) 
FtuBk reeking shroads, upon the rite lookM out ! 
Hut otth thou heardst more lips than thine repeat — 
Thai cop— thou shudderest, lad j — ^was it sweet ? 
Hut cap we pledg'd, the chamel*s choicest wine, 
Hath bound thee — aye — body and soul all mine ; 
Bomid thee by chains, that, whether blest or curst 
No matter now, not hell itself shall burst ! — 
Hence, woman, to the Haram, and look gay. 
Look wild, look — any thing but sad ; — ^yet stay — 
One moment more — from what this night hath pass*d, 
I eee that thou know'st me, know'st me uxU at last. 
Ha ! ha ! and so, fond thing, thou thought'st all true. 
And that I lore mankind ! — I do, I do — 
As ▼ictima, love them ; as the sea-dog doats 
Upon the small sweet fry that round him floats ; 
Or M the Nile-bird loves the slime that gives 
Hiat imnk and venomous food on which she lives !' 
And, now thou see*st my souTs angelic hue, 
*1^ time those .^xtfures were uncuitainM too ; — 
Uns brow, whose li^t — oh, rare celestial light ! 
Hsdi been reserv*d to bless thy favoured sight ! 
Uttae dairling eyes, before whose shrouded might 
TlMm'st seen immortal man kneel down and quake — 
Woold that they were Heaven's lightnings for Us sake! 
But ton and look — then wonder, if thou wilt, 
Unit I shook! hate, should take revenge, by guilt. 
Upon the hand, whose mischief or whose mirth 
Sent me thns maim*d and monstrous opon earth ; 
And <m that race who, though more vile they be 
Tlwn mowing apes, are demi-gods to me ! 
Hese, jodge, if Hell with all its power to damn, 
Can add one cutbc to the foul thing I am !" — 

He rais'd his veil — ^the Maid tum*d slowly round, 
Look'd at him — shriek'd— and sunk upon the ground. 



introduced, and Fadladeen, who could never make 
up his mind as to the merits of a poet, till he knew 
the religious sect to which he belonged, was about 
to ask him whether he was a 8hia or a Sooni, when 
Lalla Rookh impatiently clapped her hands for 
silence, and the youth, being seated upon the nnumud 
near her, proce^ed : — 



On their arrival, next night, at the place of encamp- 
tbey were surprised and delighted to find the 
all roond illuminated ; some artists of Yam- 
having beetf sent on previously for the pur* 
On each side of the green alley, which led to 
dw Royal Favilion, artificial sceneries of bamboo- 
wetk were erected, representing arches, minarets, 
and lowers, from whidi hung thousands of silken 
katoma, painted by the most delicate pencils of Can- 
Isn. Nothing coold be more bcautifol than the leaves 
of the mango-trees and acacias, shining in the light 
of d» bamboo scenery, which shed a lustre round as 
mtt as that of the nights of Peristan. 

LaiXA RooKH, however, who waa too much occo- 
pied by the sad story of Zelica and her lover, to 
give a thoogfat to any thing else, except, pertiaps,him 
lelBted it, horried on through this scene of splen- 
to her pavilion^— greatly to the mortification of 
dka poor aitiats of Yamtcheou,— and was followed 
vih eqoal rapidity by the great Chamberlain, cniaing, 
H he went, that ancient Mandarin, whose parental 
miety in lighting op the shores of the lake, where 
hi beloved daoghter had wandered and been lost, 
via the origm of these fkntastic Chinese illominations. 
Widioat a moment's delay young Fee amor z was 



1 niewB sasdsm ripss [Nili^ vis.] sIm eit Ibii. Es 
' popoUtnr ova, fiatiMiroainqns sa his oidis ateajn 



Peepare thy soul, young Azim ! thou hast brav'd 
The bands of Greece, still mighty, though ensUv'df 
Hast fiic'd her phalanx, ann'd with all iu fame. 
Her Macedonian pikes and globes of flame ; 
All this hast fronted, with firm heart and brow. 
But a more perilous trial waits thee now, — 
Woman's bright eyes, a dazzling host of eyes 
From every land where woman smiles or sighs i 
Of every hue, as Love may chance to raise 
His Uack or azure banner in their blaze ; 
And each sweet mode of warfare, from the flaah 
That lightens boldly through the shadowy lash. 
To the sly, stealing splendours, ahnost hid. 
Like swords half-sheath'd, beneath the downcast lid 
Such, AziM, ia the lovely, luminous host 
Now led against thee ; and, let conquerors boait 
Their fields of fame, he w^ho in virtue arma 
A young, warm spirit against beauty's charms, 
Who feels her brightness, yet defies her thrall, 
Is the best, tnavest conqueror of them all. 

Now, through the Harem chambers, moving hgfata 
And busy shapes proclaim the toilet s rites ;-^ 
From room to room the ready handmaids hie, 
Some skill d to wreathe the turban tastefbUy, 
Or hang the veil, in negligence of shade, 
O'er the warm blushes of the youthful maid. 
Who, if between the folds but one eye shone, 
Like Seba's Queen cookl vanqnish with that one :'« 
While some bring leaves of Henna to imboe 
The fingers' ends with a bri^t roseate hoe,* 
So bright, that in the mirror's depth they seen 
Like tips of coral bianehes in the stream ; 
And others mix the Kohol's jetty dye, 
To give that long, dark langniah to the eye,* 
Which makes the maids, whom kings are prood to cull 
From fair Circassia's valea, so beaotifid. 

All is in motion ; rings, and plomes, and pearls 
Are shining every where ;— ^ome younger giris 
Are gone by moonlight to the garden beds, 
To gather fresh, cool chaplets for their heads ; 
Gay creatures ! sweet, though mournful 'tis Co set 
How each prefem a garland from that tree 
Which brings to mind her childhood's innocent day. 
And the dear fields and friendships far away. 
The maid of India, blest again to hold 
In her fiill lap the Champac's leaves of gold,^ 
Thinks of the time, when, by die GAifOEs' flood, 
Her little play-mates scatter'd many a bod 



1 "TboQ hast ravishad mj bsart with oos of thins syss.** 
— SoL Seng. 

S **Th«y tinged ths endi of her fingats searist with Hea- 
na, lo that thejr reiembied branchet of coral.** — Slsif ^ 
Prhue .FWtim m Brnkmrdeimutk. 

3 " The women blaekao ths inaide of thsir eyelids whh 
a powder named the black CohoL*' — RusmL 

A " The appearance of the bloaMma of the fold-eolonrsd 
Campae on the Mack hair of the Indian woeBsn, hss tap- 
plied the Banaerit Poets with many ekfaat " 
j§gimtic Rttmtcku voL iv. 
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Upon ber long block hair, whh gloatj gleam 
Jint dri]^nng from the conteciated stream ; 
While the young Arab, hannted bj the smell 
Of her own monntain-flowCTB, as by a spell^ — 
The sweet Elcaya,* and that courteous tree 
Whidi bows to all who seek its canopy* — 
Sees caU'd up round her by these magic scents. 
The well, the camels, and her father's tents ; 
Sighs for the home she left with little pain. 
And wishes e'en its sorrows back again ! 

Meanwhile, throu^ vast illuminated halls, 
Silem and Ivight, where nothing but the falls 
Of fragrant waters, gushing with cool sound 
From many a jasper fount, is heard around. 
Young Azm roams bewilder'd^ — ^nor can guess 
What means this maze of light and loneliness. 
Here the way leads, o'er tesselated floors, 
Oi mats of Cairo, through long corridors. 
Where, rangM in cassolets and silver urns, 
S we et wood of aloe or of sandal bums ; 
And sjncy rods, such as illume at night 
The boweis of Tibet,' send forth odoroos lig^ 
Like Peris' wands, when pointing out the road 
For some pore Spirit to its blest abode 1 — 
And here, at once, the gCttering saloon 
BoiBts on his si^t, boundless and bri^ as noon ; 
Where, in the midst, reflecting back the rays 
In broken rainbows, a fresh fountain plays 
Hig^ is th' enamell'd cupola which towen 
All rich with arabesques of gold and flowen ; 
^And the mosaic floor beneath shines through 
The sprinkling of that fountain's silwy dew, , 
Like the wet, glistening shells, of every dye, 
Hiat on the margin of the Red Sea lie. 

Here teo he traces the kind visitings 
Of woman'^s love in those fair, living things 
Of land and wave, whose flite,-4n bondage thrown 
For their weak loveliness— is like her own I 
On one aide, gleaming with a sudden grace 
Through water, brilliant as the crystal vase 
In which it undulates, small fishes shine» 
Like golden ingots from a fairy mine ; 
While, on the other, Uttic'd hgfatly in 
With odoriferoQs woods of Cam oein,^ 
Each brilliant bird that wings the air is seen ; — 
Gay, sparUing loories, such as gleam between 
The crimson blossoms of the coral tree,* 
In the warm isles of India's sunny sea i 
Mecca's blue sacred pigeon," and the thrush 
Of Indostan,* whose holy warUings gosh. 



1 ** A IMS flkmons for its perfume, and comoMii on the 
hilb of YeoMo."— JVUftaAr. 

9 Of the genus mimosa, *' which droop* ita hrancbei 
whenever any pexsoo approaches it, seemtng at if it isluted 
those who letiis ander its •hade.*'— ^ATshiAr. 

3 **Clovee are a nriocipal ingredieot in the eiMBpueition 
of the perAuned rooe, which men of rank keep con»tant]j 
koniinf in their presenee.**— TVnwr^f 2'iM. 

4 " C*est d'9^ vicnt Is hois d*sloee, one kee Arahes appel- 
Isot God Conari, et oslui do MsdaJ* qui s*y trouvs en 
grandeqnantitA.**— Z>* HerbeUt. 

ft **Tboasaads of vaiisgaisd looms visit ths ooral trset.** 

ft mm » j«|i 

8 **In Mecca, thers are qoantiliei of blue pigeons, which 
none wiD aUHght or abuse, mack Isn kilL"— Piiu's J^ouMt 

, 7 »Tho Psfoda Tknah is esteemed among the ftrrt obo- 
Mlon of India. It eita perched on the sacred Pagodas, and 
ftosB thsass deUvsn its aslodious song.'*— Pmncju's Hin- 



At evening, from the tall pagoda's top ;^ 
Those golden birds, that, in the spice-time, drop 
About the gardens, drunk with that sweet food 
Whose scent hath lur'd them o'er the summer flood , 
And those that under Araby's soft sun 
Build their high nests of budding cinnamon ;*— 
In short, all rare and beauteous ^ings that fly 
Through the pure element, here calmly lie 
Sleeping in light, like the green birds' that dwell 
In Eden's radiant fields of asphodel ! 

So on through scenes past sll imagining,^ 
More like the luxuries of that impious King,* 
Whom Death's dark Angel, with his hgbtning torch 
Struck down and blasted even in Pleasure's porchf 
Than the pure dwelling of a Prophet sent, 
Arm'd with Heaven'a sword, for man's enfranchts* 

ment — 
Young AziM wander*d, looking sternly round ; 
His simple garb and war-boots* clanking sound. 
But ill according with the pomp and grace 
And silent lull of that voluptuous place ! 

**Is this, then," thought the youth, " isthis the way 
To free man's spirit from the deadening away 
Of worldly sloth ; — to teach him, while he Lves, 
To know no bLun but that which virtue gives ; 
And when he dies, to leave his lofty name 
A light, a land-mark on the clifla of fame 7 
It waa not so, land of the generous though 
And daring deed ! thy godlike sages taught ; 
It was not thus, in bowen of wanton ease. 
Thy Freedom nurs'd her sacred energies ; 
Oh ! not beneath th' enfeebling, withering glow 
Of such dull luxury did those myrtles grow. 
With which die wreath'd her sword, when she wouM 

dare 
Immortal deeds ; but in the bracing air 
Of toil,— -of temperance, — of that high, rare, 
Ekhereal virtue, which alone can breathe 
life, health, and lustre into Freedom's wreath I 
Who, that surveys this span of earth we press. 
This speck of life in time's great wilderness. 
This narrow isthmus 'twixt two boundless seas. 
The past, the future, two eternities ! 
Would sully the bright spot, or leave it bare. 
When he might build hum a proud temf^ there, 
A name, that long diaU hallow all its space. 
And be each purer soul's high resting-plaee ? 
But no— it cannot be that one, whom God 
Has sent to break the wizard Falsehood's rod, — 
A Prophet of the truth, whose mission draws 
Its ri|^ts from Heaven, dioold thus proftne his caosr 
With the world's vulgar pomps ; — ^no, no — ^I see — 
He thinks me weak — this glare of luxury 
Is but to tempt, to try the eaglet gaze 
Of my young soul ; — shine on, 'twill stand the bhae f* 



I Birds of ParadJM, whicJi. at the nutmec ■oaeew, eoas 
in flighti from theaoutbero lales to India, snJ " the strength 
of the nutmcff,** aays Tavemier, " ao intoxiealaa them, that 
they fall dead drank to the eartb.** 

3 " That bird which Uveth in Arabia, sod boiUeth ila 
neat with cinntLmoa.**— Brown's Vulgar Errm§. 

3 *«The apirita of the martyra will be lodged In ths eippe 
of green hirda'*— OtMem, vol. is. p. «1. 

4 Shedad, who made the delicioua giudea^ of Irioi, in 
imitatioD of Paradise, and waa deatroyed bv i*bU^ag ths 
first Ume hs attempted to eatc^r them. 
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80 dfeoo^ the youth { — but, eT*ii while he defied 
The witching scene, he felt its wttcbeiy glide 
TfaroQgh ereiy sense. The perfume, bresthing round, 
like a perrsding spirit ; — the still sound 
Of &llk>g waten, lulling as the song 
Of Indian bees at sunset, when they throng 
Around the fragrant Nilica, and deep 
In its bine blossoms hum themselves to sleep !* 
And mosic too — dear music! that can touch 
Beyond all else the soul that loves it much — 
Now heard &r off, so &r as but to seem 
Like the faint, exquisite music of a dream ; — 
All wss too much for him, too full of bliss : 
The heart could nothing feel, that fek not this. 
Soften*d, he sunk upon a couch, and gave 
Hb soul up to sweet thoughts, Uke wave on wave 
Succeeding in smooth seas, when storms are laid ; — 
lie though of Zelica, his own dear maid. 
And of the time, when, full of blissful sighi, 
Hiey sat and look*d into ejich other's eyes, 
8ilem and happy — as if God had given 
Nought else wcuth looking at on this side heaven ! 

** O my loVd mistress ! whose enchantments still 
Are with me, round me, wander where I will — 
k is for thee, for thee alone I seek 
Tlie paths of glory — to light up thy cheek 
With warm approval — ^in that gentle look. 
To read my jwaise, ss in an angels book. 
And think aU toils rewarded, when from thee 
I gain a smile, worth immortality ! 
How shsU I bear the moment, when restored 
To that young heart where I alone am lord, 
TVNigh of such Miss unworthy, — since the best 
Alone deservta to be the happiest ! — 
When fVom those lips, unbresthM upon for years, 
I shall again kiss off the soul-felt tears. 
And find those tears warm as when last they started. 
Those sscred kisses pore as when we parted ! 
Oh my own life ! — why should a single day, 
A moment, keep me fVom those arms away 7** 

MThile thus be thinks, still nearer on the breese 
Come those delicious, dream-like harmonies, 
Each note of which but adds new, downy links 
To the soft diain in which his spirit sinks. 
He toms him tow'rd the sound, and, far away 
flmNig^ a long vista, sparkling with the play 
Of countless lamps«— like the rich track which Day 
Leaves on the waten, when he sinks from us ; 
So long the path, its light so tremulous ; — 
He sees a group of fiunale forms advance, 
Some chain*d together in the maxy dance 
By fetteiB, foig*d in the green sunny bowers. 
As they were captives to the King of Flowers ; — 
Ajsd some disporting round, unlink'd and free, 
Who seem*d to mock their sifter's slavery, 
And round and round them still, in wheeling flifl^ 
Went, like gay moths about a lamp at night ; 
While others walk*d as gracefuUy along, 
llieir feet kept time, the very soul of song 
Vnm psakety, pipe, and hites of heavenly thrill. 
Or thrir own youthfhl voices, heavenlier still ! 



1 •• 
ffiUea] 



[y Pundits SMors ms that the plant before as [the 
If iliea] m tbetr Baphalica. thus named becauM the bsss axe 
supposed to Bleep 00 tm bloeio ■»■♦**— fi^r W. Jnu$. 



And now they come, now psss bdbre his eye. 

Forms such as Nature moulds, when she would vit 

With Fancy's pencil, and gave birth to things 

Lovely beyond its fairest picturings ! 

Awhile they dance before him, then divide, 

Breaking, Uke rosy clouds at even-tide 

Around the rich pavilion of the sun. 

Till silently dispersing, one by one. 

Through many a path that from the chamber leads 

To gardens, terraces, and moonlight meads. 

Their distant Laughter comes upon the wind. 

And but one trembling nymph remains behind — 

Beck'ning them back in vain, for they are gone, 

And she is left in all that light alone ; 

No veil to curtain o'er her beauteous browv 

In its young bashfiilness more beauteous now ; 

But a light, golden chain-work round her hair. 

Such as the maids of Yezo and Shiraz wear 

From which, on either side, gracefully hung 

A golden amulet, in th* Arab tongue, 

Engraven o'er with some immortal line 

From holy writ, or bard scarce less divine ; 

While her left hand, as shrinkingly she stood. 

Held a small lute of gold and sandal-wood. 

Which once or twice, she touch'd with hurried strtia, 

Then took her trembling fingers off again.' 

But when at length a timid glance she stole 

At AziM, the sweet gravity of soul 

She saw through all his features calm'd her fear, 

And, like a half-tam'd antelope, more near, 

Though shrinking still, she came ; — then sat hdr dowa 

Upon a musnud's' edge ; and, bolder grown. 

In the pathetic mode of Isfahan* 

Touch'd a preluding strain, and thus began : — 

There's a bower of roses by BENDEMEKnV stma. 
And the nightingale sings round it all the day long; 

In the time of my childhood 'twas like a sweet dream. 
To sit in the roses and hear the bird's song. 

That bower and its music I never forget. 
But oft when alone, in the bloom of the year, 

I think — ^is the nightingale singing there yet ? 
Are the roses still bright by the cakn BKNDBMXSftf 

No, the roses soon wither'd that hung o'er the wave, 

But some blossoms were gather'd, while ftesh]|y 

they shone, 

And a dew was distill'd frxMn their flowers, that gaie 

All the fragrance of sunmier, when summer wat 

gone. 

Thos memory draws from delight, ere k dies, 
An essence that breathes of k many a year; 

Thus bri^t to my soul, as *tvnu then to my eyes, 
U that bower on the banks of the calm Bendemeir! 

** Poor maiden !*' thought the youth, *'if thoa wert 
sent, 
Wkh thy soft lute and beauty's Msndishment, 
To wake unholy wishes in this heart. 
Or tempt its truth, thou httle know'st the ut. 

1 Musnude ere coBhioned eeato, ususlly reserved ibr per> 
■one of djstinctioo. 

9 The Peniens, like the ancient Greeks, call their miuical 
modes or Perdaa by the namee of different epuntiiee qr 
ekiei ; si, the mode of bfahsflf the mode of Vn^^^\& 

3 A rivsr wlufih flows naax ua i>ui% ^ ^S\iii ^tivm m i 
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For though thy lip diould tweetly couiuel wrong, 
llose vestal eyes would disavow its song. 
fiut thou hast breath*d such purity, thy lay 
Returns so fondly to youth's virtuous day, 
And leads thy soul— if e'er it wander'd thence— 
80 gently back to its first innocence. 
That I would sooner stop th' unchained dove. 
When swift returning to its home of love. 
And round its snowy wing new fetters twine. 
Than turn firom viztue one pure wish of thine." 

Scarce had this feeling pass'd, when, sparkling 
through 
The gently open'd curtains of light blue 
Hiat veil'd the breezy casement, countless eyes, 
Peeping like stars through the blue evening skies, 
Look*d laughing in, as if to mock the pair 
That sat so still and melancholy there^ — 
And now the curtains fly apart, and in 
From the cool air, 'mid showers of jessamine 
Which those without fling after them in play. 
Two lightsome maidens spring, lightsome as they 
Who live in th' air on odou^^ and around 
The bright saloon, scarce conscious of the ground. 
Chase one another in a varying dance 
Of mirth and languor, coyness and advance. 
Too eloquently like love's warm pursuit : — 
While she, who sung so gently to the lute 
Her dream of home, steals timidly away, 
Shrinking as violets do in summer's ray« — 
But takes with her ftt>m Azui's heart that si^ 
We sometimes give to forms that pass us by 
In the world's crowd, too lovely to remain, 
Creaturea of light we never see again ! 

Amnnd the white necks of the nymphs who danc'd. 
Hung carcanftfs of orient gems, that glanc'd 
More brilliant than the sea-glass glittering o'er 
The hills of crystal on the Caspian shore ;' 
While from their long, dark tresses, in a fkll 
Of curls descending, bells as musical 
As these that, on the golden-shafted trees 
Of Edkh, shake in the Eternal Breexe,' 
Bnag roond their steps, at every bound more sweat. 
As 'twere th* ecstatic language of their feet ! 
At length the chase was o'er, and they stood wreath'd 
VHthin each other's arms ; while soft there lH«ath'd 
Hiroagh the cool casement, mingled with the sig^ 
Of moonlight flowers, music that seem'd to rise 
Twm sMDe still lake, so liquidly it rose ; 
And, aa it swelTd again at each faint close, 
Tlie ear could track threugh all chat maze.of chords 
And yooBig Vfveet voices, these impsssion'd words . — 

A SmiT Ihere is, whose fragrant sigh 
Is burning now through earth and air ; 

Where cheeks are Mushing, the Spirit is nigh. 
Where lips are meeting, the Spirit ia there ! 

1 **To the noHk<itvm^ [on (he coast of the Caspian, near 
Badkn] was a SBoaatam whieb sparklsd Uks aiaraoodi, 
arWoff ftoan the saa-irlaai and crystals, with which it 
abooada.**— J#«ras|r ^ Os RnstiaM Amkiutadtr U Ptr- 

% "To which wiU be added, the Sound of the bells, hanf- 
inf on the trees, which win he pot in notion bv the wind 
' Bg from the throoe of Gad, as often as Uis bl( 



His breath is the soul of flowers like these. 
And his floating eyes— oh ! ihty reaemUe 

Blue water-lilies,' when the breexe 
Is making the stream around them tremblfi ! 

Hail to thee, hail to thee, kilidling power ! 

Spirit of Love, Spirit of Bliss ! 
Thy holiest timels the moonlight hour. 

And th^re never was moonlight so sweet lathii 

By the fair and brave. 

Who blushing unite. 
Like the sun and the wave. 

When they meet at night ! 

By the tear that ahowa 

When passion is nigh. 
As the rain-drop flows 

From the heat of the sky ! 

By the first love-beat 

Of the youthftil heart. 
By the bliss to meet. 

And the pain to part ! 

By all that thou hast 

To mortals given. 
Which— oh ! could it last. 

This earth were heaven ! 

We call thee hither, entrancing Power ! 

Spirit of Love ! Spirit of Bliss ! 
Thy holiest time is the moonlight hour ! 

And there never was moonlight so sweet aa chia 
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Impatient of a scene, whose luxuries stole. 
Spite of himself, too deep into his soul. 
And where, 'midst all that the young heart lovi 
Flowers, music, smiles, to yield was to be lost ; 
The youth had started up and turn'd away 
FrcHn the light nymphs and their luzurioua lay. 
To muse upon the pictures that hung round, — 
Bright images, that spoke without a sound. 
And views, like vistas into fairy ground. 
But here again new spells came o'er his sense ;— 
All that the pencil's mute omnipotence 
Could call up into life, of soft and fair. 
Of fond and passionate, was glowing there ; * 
Nor yet too warm, but touch'd with that fine ait 
Which paints of pleasure but the purer part ; 
Which knows ev'n Beauty when half-veil'd is best. 
Like her own radiant planet of the west. 
Whose orb when half retir'd looks loveliest ! 
There hung the history of the Genii-King, 
Trac'd through each gay, voluptuoua wandering 
With her from Saba's bowers, in whose bri^t 
He read that to be blest is to be wise ;* — 
Hers fond Zdleika' woos with open arms 
The Hebrew boy, who flies from her young 
Yet, flying, turns to gaae, and, half undone. 
Wishes that heav'n and abe could boOt be won ! 



1 The blue IoKm, which f rows in Cashmere and In 
Persia. 

S For the loves of King Solomon, [who was supposed la 
preside ever the whole race of Genii] with Balkis, the 
Que«n of Sheba or Saba, see D* HerheUt, aod iIm J^Um 
on the JToraa, chap. 9. 

3 The wife of Potiphar, thus named by the Oiisalals. 
Her adventure with the Pstriareh Joseph is the sd^fset si 
many of theif poems and romances 
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Aad heiv M ohahmsd, bom for love and guile, 
Poigeu Che Konn ia hia Mary'i smile ;— 
Tlwa beckons some kind angel from above 
With a new text to consecrate their love !' 

With npid step, yet pleas'd and lingering eye, 
Ilid the youth pass these pictur'd stories by. 
And haaten'd to a casement, where the light 
Oi the *»>™ moon came in, and freshly bright 
The fields without were seen, sleeping as still 
As if no life remain'd in breeze or rilL 
Here peas*d he, while the music, now less near, 
Braeih'd with a holier language on his ear, 
As though the distance and that heaTcnly ray 
Thfoogh which the sounds came floating, took away 
All that had been too earthly in the hty. 
Oh ! could he listen to such sounds unmoT*d, 
And by that light — nor dream of her he loT*d 7 
Dieam on, unconscious boy ! while yet thou may*st ; 
*Tis the last bliss thy soul shall erd taste. 
Clasp yet awhile her image to thy heart, 
Eie all the light, that made it dear, depart. 
Think of her smiles as when thou saw'st them last, 
Clear, beautiful, by nought of earth o'ercast ; 
Becall her tears, to thee at parting given, 
Ptoe as they weep, if angels weep, in heaven ! 
l^ink ia her own still bower she waits thee now, 
With the same glow of heart and bloom of brow, 
Yet shrin'd in solitude— thine all, thine only, 
like the one star above thee, bright and lonely ! 
Oh that a dream po sweet, so long eiyoy'd, 
8hoold be so sadly, cruelly destroy'd ! 

Tim song is huah'd, the laughing nymphs are flown, 
Aad he is kft, musing of bUn, alone ; — 
Ak»e ?— no, not alone— that heavy sigh, 
Ttmi sob oTgrie^ which broke from some one nigh — 
Whoee could it be 7— alas ! is miseiy found 
Hera, even here, on this enchanted ground 7 
Be tarns, and sees a female form, close veil*d, 
r.— i»^ as if both heart and strength had fail*d. 
Again* a pillar near ;— not glittering o*er 
With geoM and wreaths, such as the other wore. 
But in that deep>blue melancholy dress,* 
Bokhara's maidens wear in mindfulness 
Of friends or kindred, dead or far away ;— 
And such as Zblica had on that day 
He left her«— when, with heart too fbll to speak, 
Hm took away her last warm tears upon his cheek. 

emotion stin within him, — more 
compassion ever wak'd before ; 
loody he opes his arms, while ahe 
ibnraid, aa with life'a last energy. 
Bat, swooning in that one convulsive bound. 
Sinks, «re she reach his arms, upon the ground ; 
H«r v«il falls ofi^— her faint hands clasp his ' 
Ta she herself !— 'tis Zblica be sees ! 
But, ah, so pale, so chang'd— none but a lover 
Coold in that wreck of beauty's shrine discover 
The oaeo ador'd divinity ! ev'n he 
Stood for soBM moments mute, and doubtingly 
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Put back the ringlets from her brow, and gas'd 
Upon those lids, where once such lustre hlas'd, 
Ere he could think she was indeed his own. 
Own darling maid, whom he so long had known 
In joy and sorrow, beautiful in both ; 
Who, e'en when grief was heaviest— when loth 
He left her for the war»— in that wont hour 
Sat in her sorrow like the sweet night-flower,* 
When darkness brings its weeping glories out. 
And spreads its sighs like frankincense about ! 

** Look up my Zelica— one moment show. 
Those gentle eyes to me, that I may know 
Thy life, thy loveliness is not all gone^ 
But there, at least, shines as it ever shone. 
Come, look upon thy Azim— one dear glance^ 
Like those of old, were heaven ! whatever .chance^ 
Hath brought thee here, oh ! 'twas a blessed one ! 
There — ^my sweet lids— they move — that kias hath ruBi 
Like the first shoot of life through every vein. 
And now Lclasp her, mine, all mine again ! 
Oh the delight — now, in this very hour, 
When, had the whole rich world been in my power 
I should have singled out thee, only thee. 
From the whole world's collected treasury — 
To have thee here — to hang thus fondly o'er 
My own best purest Zblica once more !" 

It was indeed the touch of those lov'd lips 
Upon her eyes that chas'd their short eclipse, 
And, gradual as the snow, at heaven's breath. 
Melts ofi* and shows the azure flowers beneadi. 
Her lids unclos'd, and the bright eyes were seen 
Gazing on his,— not, as they late had been. 
Quick, restless, wild— but mournfully serene ; 
As if to lie, ev'n for that tranc'd minute. 
So near his heart, had consolation in it ; 
And thus to wake in his belov'd caress 
Took from her soul one half its wretchedness. 
But when she heard him call her good and pure, 
Oh 'twas too much — too dreadful to endure ! 
Shuddering she broke away from his embrace. 
And, hiding with both hands her guilty face. 
Said, in a tone, whose anguish would have riven 
A heart of very marble, ** pure !— oh ! heaven." — 



That tone — those looks so chang'd— the 
bUght, 
That sin and sorrow leave wbere*er they light — 
The dead despondency of those sunk eyes. 
Where once, had he thus met her by surprise, 
He would have seen hinia^ too happy boy ! 
Reflected in a thousand lights of joy ; 
And then the place, that bright unholy place, 
Where vice lay hid beneath each winning grace 
And charm of luxury, as the viper weaves 
Its wily covering of sweet balsam-leaves ;* — 
All struck upon his heart, sudden and cold 
As death itself; — it needs not to be told — 
No, no — ^he sees it all, plain as the brand 
Of homing shame can mark — whate'er the hand, 



1 The partieulan of Mahomet's amoar with Mary, th« 
Coptk gifU in jt»ti6e«tion of which be added a new diap- 
ler to the Koran, maj be found in Oagitur'§ AVCm tqton 
jfWfOih'slSl. , .. „ 

9'^DsifrWas te ihsir nooremf eokHir.**— AmiDsir* 



1 The ■orrowful nyctanthea, which begins to spread jUft 
rich odour after sunsei. ...... 

9 "Coocerninc the vipers, which Pliny saya were If** 
qoent among the balsam-treea, I made very particular ip- 

Juiry : several were brooffht me aliva, both in Yamb^ ||iy 
iddA.»»— Bnpcs 
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Hiit eouU from heaY^n and him ■ach brig^tneH Mfer, 
*Tifl lione— to beaY*ii and him she's lost for evor ! 
ft was a dreadful moment ; not the tears, 
Tlie liBfering, lasting misery of years, 
Could match that miniite*s anguish — all the wont 
Of aoiTow*a elements in that dark burst, 
Broke o'er his soul, and, with one crash of fkte. 
Laid dw wh<^ hopes of his life desolate ! 

** Ohl euzse me not," she cried, as wild he toss'd 
His desperate hand tow'rds heaT*n—** though I am 

lost, 
Hunk not that guilt, that falsehood made me fall; 
No, no— 'twas grief, 'twas madness did it all ! 
Nay, doubt me not— though all thy love hath ceas'd— 
I know it hath— yet, yet believe, at least, 
That erery spark of reason's lig^t must be 
Qnench'd in this brain, ere 1 could stray from thee ! 
They told me thou weit dead— why, Azm, why. 
Did we not both of us that instant die 
When we were parted ?— oh, could'st thou but know 
With what a deep derotedness of woe 
I wept thy absence — o'er and o*er again 
Thinking of thee, still thee, till thought grew pain. 
And memory, like a drop, that, night and day. 
Falls cold and ceaseless, wore my heart away ! 
Dkist thou but know how pale I sat at home. 
My eyes still tum'd the way thou wert to come. 
And, all the long, long night of hope and fear. 
Thy voice and step still sounding in my ear — 
Oh God ! thou would'st not wonder, that, at last. 
When every hope was all at once o'ercast. 
When I beard fHghtful voices round me say 
Axim it dmd!—ituM wretched brain gave way. 
And I became a vneck, at random driven. 
Without one ^impse of reason or of Heaven — 
All wild — and ev'n this quenchless love within 
Tura'd to foul fires to light me into sin ! 
Thou pitiest me — I knew thou would'st — that sky 
Hath nought beneath it half so lorn as I. 
T^ fiend, who lur'd me hither — hist ! come near. 
Or thou too, tkou art lost, if he should hear — 
Told me such things— oh ! with such dev'lish art, 
Aa woaM have ruin'd ev'n a holier heart — 
Of thee, and of that ever-radiant sphere. 
Where, bless'd at length, if I but serv'd Am her^ 
I should for ever live in thy dear sight. 
And drink from those pure eyes eternal light ! 
Think, think how lost, how madden'd I must be, 
To hope that guilt could lead to God or thee ! 
Thou vreep'st for me— do, weep— oh ! that I duzst 
Kias off that tear ! but, no— these lips are curst, 
They moat not touch thee ; — one divine caress. 
One hlessnd moment of forgetfulness 
Tve had within those aims,^and that shall lie, 
Shrin'd in my soul's deep memory till I die ! 
The last of joy's last relics her^ below. 
The one sweet drop in all this wsste of woe, 
My heart has treasur'd from afiection's trpnag, 
To soothe and cool its deadly withering ! 
But thou — ^yes, thou must go— for ever go ; 
Tliis place is not for thee — for thee ! oh no : 
0id I but tell thee half; thy tortur'd brain 
Would bum like mine, and mine go wild again ! 
Enough, that Guilt reigns here— that hearts, once good, 
Kow tainted, ehill'd and broken, are hia food. 



Enough, that we are parted — that there roUs 
A flood of headlong fate between our souls. 
Whose darkness severs me as wide from thee 
As hell from beav'n, to all etemity !" — 

*'Zklioa! Zelica!" the youth oxclaim'd. 
In all the tortures of a mind infiam'd 
Almost to madness—** by that sacred Heav'n, 
Where yet, if pray'rs can move, thou* It be forgivt«\ 
As thou art here — ^here, in this writhing heart. 
All sinful, wild, and ruin'd as thou art ! 
By the remembrance of our once pure love. 
Which, like a church-yard light, stUl bums above 
The grave of our lost souls — which guilt in thee 
Cannot extinguish, nor despair in me ! 
1 do conjure, implore thee to fly hence— 
If thou hast yet one spark of innocence. 
Fly with me from this place . ** 

•^ With thee! oh bliae 
'Tis worth whole years of torment to hear this. 
What ! take the lost one with thee ? — let her rove 
By thy dear side, as in those days of love. 
When we were both so happy, both so pure — 
Too heavenly dream ! if there's on earth a cure 
For the sunk heart, 'tis this— day after day 
To be the blest companion of thy way ; — 
To hear thy angel eloquence — to see 
Those virtuous eyes for ever tum'd on me ; 
And in their light re-chasten*d silently. 
Like the stain'd web that whitens in the sun. 
Grow pure by being purely shone upon ! 
And thou wilt pray for me— I know thou wih— 
At the dim vesper hour, when thoughts of guilt 
Come heaviest o'er the heart, thou'it lift thine eyea^ 
Full of sweet tears, unto the dariiening skies. 
And plead for me with Heav'n, till I can dai« 
To fix my own weak, sinful glances there ; — 
Till the good angels, when they see me clmg 
For ever near thee, pale and sorrowing. 
Shall for thy sake pronounce my soul foi^given. 
And bid thee take thy weepmg slave to heaven ! 
Oh yea, rU fly with thee. " 

Scarce had ahe said 
These breathless words, when a voice, deep and dreed 
As that of MoNKER, waking up the dead 
From their first sleep— so startling 'twas to both — 
Rung through the casement near, ** Thy oath ! thy 

oath!" 
Oh Heav'n, the ghastliness of that maid'a look 1— 
** 'Tis he," fiiintly she cried, while terror shook 
Her inmost core, nor durst she lift her eyes. 
Though through the casement, now, nought bat tk^ 

skies 
And moonlight fields were seen, calm aa befom— 
«* 'Tis he, and I am his— all, aU is o'ei^. 
Go— fly this instant, or thou art rain'd too— 
My oath, my oath, oh God ! 'tis all too trae, 
Trae as the worm in this cold heart it is — 
I am Mokanna's bride— his, Axim, his.— 
Tlie Dead stood round as, while I spoke that tow. 
Their blue hps echo'd it^-I hear them now ! 
Their eyes glar'd on me, while I pledged that bow], 
'Twas burning blood — ^I feel it in my soul ! 
And the Veil'd Bridegroom — hiet ! I've seen to-i|^ 
What fngels know not of— eo foul a ai«ht. 
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80 honible— oh ! may'at thou nerer see 
WhftX then lies hid firom a11 bat hell and me ! 
But I miMt heece— ofi^ ofl^I am aot thine. 
Nor HeeT*n*a, nor Love's, nor aug^ that m divine- 
Hold me not — ha ! — think'at thoa the fiends that sever 
Heaits, cannot Bonder hands ? — thus, then — for ever !*' 

With all that strength which madDcss lends the 
weak, 
She Aug awaj his arm ;. and, with a shriek^ — 
Whose sound, though he should linger out more yean 
Tlian wrstch e*er told, can never leave his ears,— 
Flew up through that long avenue of lig^t, 
Fleedy as some dark, ominous bird of night, 
Acwom the son, and soon was out of »ight. 



L41.LA RooKB cpuld think of nothing all day bat 
the mieeiy of these two young lovera. Her gaiety 
was gone, and she looked pensively even upon Fad- 
LaoBBif . She felt too, without knowing why, a soit 
of oaeasy pleasure in imagining that Azim must have 
bees juet such a youth as Fkramorx ; just as worthy 
to enjoy all the UesaingB, without any of the pangs, 
of that iUnsive passion, which too often, like the 
■muiy affiles of Istkahar, is all sweetness on one side, 
tad all bittemesB on the othw. 

As they passed along a sequestered river after sun« 
•et, they saw a young Hindoo girl upon the bank, 
whose employment seemed to them so strange, that 
they stoppBd their palankeens to observe her. She 
had Hg^tted a small lamp, filled with oil of cocoa, 
and placing it in an earthen dish, adorned with a 
wmth of flowers, had committed it with a trembling 
hand to the stream, an) was now anxiously watching 
its ptogicss down die current, heedless of the gay 
cavalcade which had drawn up beside her. Lalla 
RooKH was all curiosity : — ^when one of her attend- 
anta, vrho had lived upon the banks of the Ganges, 
(where this ceremony is so firequent, that often, in 
the dusk of the evening, the river is seen glittering all 
ov«r widi lights, like the Oton-tala or Sea of Stars,) 
iaformed the IHincess that it was the usual way in 
which the fKends of those who had gone on dangerous 
voyages oAered up vows for their safe return. If die 
lamp sank immediately, the omen was disastrous; 
bat if it went shining down the stream, and continued 
fo bum till entirely out of sight, the return of the be- 
loved olfect was considered as certain. 

Lalla Rookb, as they moved on, more than once 
looked back, to observe how the young Hindoo's 
lamp proceeded ; and, while she saw with pleasure 
that it was still unextinguished, she could not help 
feanig that all the hopes of this life were no better 
dma diat feeble light upon the river. The remainder 
of the jottraey was passed in silence. She now, for 
the first time, feh that shade of melancholy, which 
comes over the youthful maiden's heart, as sweet 
and tnuwient as her own breath upon a mirror ; nor 
was it till she heard the lute of Fkramorz, touched 
&|^y at the door of her pavilion, that she waked 
from the reverie in which she had been wandering, 
lastantly her eyes were lighted up with pleasure, and, 
sftar a few unheard remarks from Faoladken upon 
'ae indecorum of a poet sesfing himself in presence 



of a Princess, every thing was arranged as on the 
preceding evening, and all listened with eagemer' 
while the story was thus continued : — 

Whobk are the gilded tents that crowd the way, 
Where all was waste and silent yesterday ? 
This City of War, which, in a few short houn, 
Hath sprung up here, as if the magic powers 
Of Him, who, in the twinkling of a star. 
Built the high pillar'd halls of Chilminar,* 
Had coi\jur*d up, &r as the eye can see. 
This world of tents, and domes, and sun-bright ar 

moiy! — 
Princely pavilions, screen'd by many a fold 
Of crimson cloth, and topp'd with bills of gold ; — 
Steeds, with their housings of rich silver spun. 
Their chains and poitrels glittering in the sun ; 
And camels, tufted o'er with Yemen's shells. 
Shaking in eveiy breeze their light-ton'd bells ! 

But yester-eve, so motionless around. 
So mute was this wide plain, that not a sound 
But the far torrent, or the locust-bird* 
Hunting among the thickets, could be heard ; — 
Yet hark ! what discords now, of every kind. 
Shouts, laughs, and screams, are revelling in the wmd ' 
The neigh of cavalry ; the tinkling throngs 
Of laden camels and their driver's songs ;— 
Ringing of anns, and flapping in the breeze 
Of streamers from ten thousand canopies ; — 
War-music, bursting out from time to time 
With gong and tymbalon's tremendous chime ; — 
Or, in the pause, when harsher sounds are mute. 
The mellow breathings of some horn or flote, 
That, far ofi*, broken by the eagle note 
Of th' Abyssinian tnmipet,' swell and float 7 

Who leads this mighty army ?— ask ye ** who 7** 
And mark ye not those banners of dark boo, 
The Night and Shadow,* over yonder lent 7— 
It is the Caliph's glorious armament. 
Rous'd iyiiis palace by the dread alaims. 
That hotirly came, of the fidse Pro]rfiet's anus. 
And of his host of infidels, who hori'd 
Defiance fierce at blam^ and the world ; — 
Though worn with Grecian waiOire, and behind 
The veils of his bright palace calm recUn'd, 
Yet brook'd he not such blasphemy should stain. 
Thus unreveng'd, the evening of his reign ; 
But, having sworn upon the Holy Grave* 
To conquer or to periah, once more gave 



1 The edifices of Chilninar and Bulbec are sopposed Ic 
have been built by the Genii, ttctiog under the orden of Jac 
btn Jan, who governed the world loug before th« time ol 
Adam. 

tt A native of Khoratsan, and allured eouthward by meam 
of the water of a fountain, between Shirax and Ispahan, 
called the Fountain of Birds, of which it is so fond that it 
will follow wherever that water is carried. 

3 " This trumpet is often called in Abvsainia, %e§»0r csim, 
which lif nifies. The note of the Eagle.^*— JVtfCs •/ Brue«*M 
editar. 

4 The two black sUndards borne before the Caliphs of 
the House of Abbas were called, allegoricaliy, the Night and 
the Shadow. Bee Oihbon. 

5 The Mahometan Religion. 

6 "The Persians swear bv the Tomb of Shah Bssads, 
who is buried at Caabin ; and when one desires another tc 
asservate a matter, he will aak faun if fas dars aurear by tbs 
Ho5y Grave.*'— Sfrsjf. 
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Ills shadowj bumen proadlj to the broeie, 
And, with an anny nura'd in Tictoriei, 
Here atands to cniah the rebels that o*er-run 
Hia bleat and beauteous Province of the Sun. 

Ne'er did the march of Mauadi display 
Such pomp before ; — ^not 6*en when on his way 
To Mecca's Temple, when both land and sea 
Were spoil'd to feed the Pilgrim's luxury ;' 
When round him, 'mid the burning sands, he saw 
Fruits of the North in icy freshness thaw. 
And cool'd his thirsty lip beneath the glow 
Of Mecca's sun, with urns of Persian snow :' — 
Nor e'er did armament more grand than that. 
Pour from the kingdoms of the Caliphat. 
First, in the ran, the People of the Rock,' 
On their light mountain steeds, of royal stock \* 
'Dien Chieftains of Damabcub, proud to see 
Thtb flaahing of their swords' rich marquetry \^ 
' Men from the r^ons near the Volga's mouth, 
Blix'd with the rude, black archers of the South ; 
And Indian lancers, in white-turban'd ranks. 
From the far Sinde, or Attock's sacred banks. 
With dusky legions fVom the land of Myrrh,* 
And many a maoe-arm'd Moor, and Mid-Sea islander. 

Nor less in number, though more new and rude 
In war&re's school, was the vast multitude 
That, fir'd by zeal, or by oppression wrong'd, 
Round the white standard of the Impostor throng'd. 
Besides his thousands of BelieTerB,--Uind, 
Baming and headlong as the Samiel wind, — 
Many who feh, and more who fear'd to feel 
Tbm bloody Islamite's converting steel, 
Flock'd to his banner ; — Chiefs of the Uzbek race, 
Waving their heron crests with martial grace ;* 
TuEKOM AN B, countloss Bs their flocks, led forth 
From th* aromatic pastures of the North ; 
Wild warrion of the turquoise hills'— and those 
Who dwell beyond the everlasting snows 
Of HiiTDoo KoBH,* in stormy freedom bred. 
Their fort the rock, their camp the torrent's bed. 
But none, of all who own'd the Chiefs command, 
Rush'd to that battle-field with bolder hand. 
Or sterner hate, than Iran's outlaw'd men. 
Her worshippers of fire '°— all panting then 
For vengeance on the accursed Saracen ; 



1 Mahadi, in a single pilgrimage to Mecca, expended six 
millioa^ of dinara of gold. 

8 ** Nivem Meeeam apportavit, rem ibi aut nunquam ant 
raro vtaain.**-*w9^ii^«da. 

3 The inhabitants of Hcjas or Arabia Pelns, called by an 
Baslani writer "The People of the Rock.**— £*« Haukal. 

4 "Those horses, called by the Arabians, Kochlaoi, of 
whom a written genealogy has been kept for 9000 years. 
They are said to derive their origin from King Solomon*s 
•laeds.**— JWs^nAr. 

5 " Many of the figareson the blades of their swords, are 
wrooght in gold or silver, or in marqaetiy with small gems.** 
^Mat. Jtuc. vol. i. 

6 A tab, or Saba. 

7 " The Chiefs of the Ucbee TarUra wear a plome of 
white heroa*s feathers in their turbans.*' — Aefunt •f Inde- 
pendent Tartarf. 

8 " In the mountains of Niahaponr, and Toas, in Khoraa- 
•an, they find turquoises.*' — Ebn Haukal. 

9 For a description of these stupendous ranges of moun- 
tains, see Elphinstene't Caubul. 

10 The Ghebers or Guebres, those original natives of Per- 
sia, who adhered to their ancient faith, Uie religion of Zoro- 
aster, and who, after the conquest of their country by the 
Arabs, ware either persecuted at home, or forced to become 
waaderiffs abroad. 



Vengeance at last for their dear coimtry apiifii'd. 
Her throne usnrp'd, and her bright Bhruea o'ertnn 4 
From Yezd's' eternal Manaion of tbe Fire, 
Where aged saints in dreams of Heav'n eipue ; 
From Badku, and those fountains of bine flame 
That bum into the Caspian,* fierce they came, 
Careless for what or whom the blow was sped. 
So vengeance triumph'd, and their tyrants bled ! 

Such was the wild and miscellaneous host. 
That high in air their motly banners tost 
Around the Prophet Chie^— all eyes still beni 
Upon that glittering Veil, where'er it went. 
That beacon through the battle's stormy flood, 
( That rainbow of the field, whose showen were blood I 

Twice hath the sun upon their conflict set. 
And ris'n again, and found them grappling yet ; 
While steams of carnage, in his noon-tide blnie^ 
Smoke up to heav'n — hot as that crinwon haze 
By which the prostrate Caravan is aw'd. 
In the red Desert, when the wind's abroad ! 
" On, swords of God !" the panting Caliph calk, — 
" Thrones for the living — Heav'n for him who &I]b !' 
** On, brave avengers, on," Mokanna cries, 
** And Eblib blast tbe recreant alave that flies !** 
Now comes the brunt, the crisis of the day — • 
They claah — they strive— the Caliph's troopa givt 

way! 
Mokanna's self plucks the black Banner down. 
And now the Orient World's imperial crown 
Is just within his grasp — when, hark ! that shont ! 
Some hand hath check'd the flying Moslem's root ; 
And now they ttim — they rally — at their bead 
A warrior, (like those angel youths who led. 
In glorious panoply of heav'llfs own mail. 
The Champions of the Faith through Bedae*s vale,)' 
Bold as if gifted with ten thousand lives. 
Turns on the fierce ptusuers' blades, and drivea 
At once the midtitudinous torrent back. 
While hope and courage kindle in his track. 
And, at each step, his bloody falchion makes 
Terrible vistas, through which victory breaks ! 
In vain Mokanna, 'midst the general flight. 
Stands, like the red moon, on some stormy nigfat. 
Among the fugitive clouds, that, hurrying by, 
Leave only her imshaken in the sky ! — 
In vain he yells hia desperate curses out. 
Deals death promiscuously to all about. 
To foea that charge, and coward friends that fly, 
And seems of ofl the Great Arch-enemy ! 
The panic spreads—** a miracle !" throtighout 
The Moslem ranbi, ** a miracle !" they ahonC, 



1 " Tead, the chief residence of those anctent natkvM^ 
who worship tbe Sun and the Fire, which latter they bate 
carefully kept lightcd^ithout being once eztinguiahed fbr 
a moment, above 3UuO years, on a mountain near Tead. 
called Ater duedab, signifying the House or MaarioBof 
the Fire. He is reckoned very unfortunate who diea off 
that mountain.** — Ste»ken*» Prreia. 

3 " When the westher is hasy, the springs of Napcba (aa 
an island near Baku) boil ud higher, and tne Naptha oAsa 
takes fire on the surface of tne eartb, and ruiM in a flams 
into tbe sea, to a distance almost incredible.** — Uammmff en 
the everlaating Fire at Baku. 

3 In the great rictory gained by Mahomed at Bedar, hs 
was assisted, sny the Mussulmans, by three thousand angsih 
led b^ Gabriel, mounted on his borae Hiaaum.— 7^ Arl^ 
and ite Qmunentmtera v* 



LALLA ROOKH. 



40 fuing on tfast youth, whose coining seems 
▲ li^tt, m glory, siwh as breaks in dreams ; 
And erery sword, true as o*er billows dim 
file needle tracks the load-star, following him ! 

Right tow*rds Mokanna now he cleaYM his path. 
Impatient denves, as though the bolt of wrath 
He beers from HeaT*n withheld its awfiil burst 
Vnm weaker heads, and souls bat half-way curst. 
To braek o*er him, die mightiest and the worst ! 
Bat Tain his speed— though in that hour of blood. 
Had all God's seraphs round Mokanna stood. 
With swords of fire, ready like fate to fall, 
MoKARMA'a soul would have defied them all ; — 
Yet DOW the rush of fugitives, too strong 
For haman force, hurries e*en him along ; 
h TaiB be straggles *mid the wedg'd array 
Of iying thoosands^ — he is borne away ; 
Aad the sole joy his bafiSed spirit knows 
h this forc'd flight is — murdering, as he goes ! 
As a grim tiger, whom the torrent's mi^ 
fli upiises in some parch'd ravine at night, 
IHins, e'en in drowning, on the wretched flocks 
8wept with him in that snow-flood (torn the rocks, 
And, to the last, devouring on his way, 
Bloodies the rtream he hath not power to stay ! 

<• ABn U ADa !'*— the glad shout renew— 
" AUa Akbar!*"— the Caliph *8 in Mbeou. 
Haag out your gilded tapestry in the streets. 
And light yoor shrines, and chaunt your xinleets ;* 
Hm swofds of God have triumph'd — on his throne 
Your Caliph sita, and the VeU'd Chief hath flown. 
Who does not envy that young warrior now, 
To whom the Lord of Islam bends his brow, 
In all the graceful gratitude of power. 
For his throne's saftty hi that perilous hour 7 
Who does not wonder, when, amidst th* acclaim 
Of thoasanda, heralding to heaven his name — 
*IGd all those holier harmonies of fame. 
Which aoonds along the path of virtuous souls, 
like mnsic round a planet as it rolls ! 
He tome away coldly, as if some gloom 
Hu^ o*er his heart no triumphs can illume ; — 
SeoM sig^itless grief, upon whose blasted gaze. 
TVmgh glory's light may play, in vain it plays ! 
Tee, wretched Azim ! thine is such a grief, 
BcyMwi all hope, all terror, all relief; 
A dark, cold calm, which nothing now can break. 
Or wnrm, or brighten, — like that Syrian Lake,' 
rpon whose surface mom and summer shed 
Their smiles in vain, for all beneath is dead ! 
Ifoeils there have been, o'er which this weight of woe 
Canae by long use of suflering, tame and slow ; 
Bit diine, lost youth ! was sudden — over thee 
k broke at once, when all seem'd ecstacy ; 
When Hope look'd up, and saw the gloomy Pkst 
Kek Into splendour, and Bliss dawn at last — 
Twae then, ev'n then, o'er joys so freshly blown, 
nis mortal bli^ of misery came down ; 
Ev'n then, the fbll, warm gushings of thy heart 
Were cheek'd — ^like fount-drops, frozen as they start ! 

1 Th* lecbir. or cr^ of tbe Arabs, '* AUa Akbar !'* mys 
fkekley, means "God is most mighty/* 

9 TIm nral«et is a kind of cbonis, whieb the women of 
im East Binf upon joyful occasions. 

tTbe Dead Sea, which eootains neither animal nor 
I life. 



And there, like them, cold, sunless relics hang^ 
Each fix'd and chill'd into a lasting pang ! 

One sole desire, one passion now remains. 
To keep life's fever still within his veins, — 
Vengeance ! — dire vengeance on the wretch who case 
O'er him and all he lov'd that ruinous blast. 
For this, when rumours reach'd him in his flight 
Far, fkr away, after that fatal night, — 
Rumours of armies, thronging to th' attack 
Of the Veil'd Chief,— for this he wing'd him back. 
Fleet as the vulture speeds to flags unfurl'd. 
And came when all seem'd lost, and wildly hnrl'd 
Himself into the scale, and sav'd a world ! 
For this he still Uves on, careless of all 
The wreaths tliat glory on his path lets fall ; 
For this alone exists — like Ughtning-fire 
To speed one bolt of vengeance, and expire ! 

But safe, as yet, that Spirit of Evil fives ; 
With a small band of desperate fugitives. 
The last sole stubborn fragment, left unriven. 
Of the proud host that late stood fVonting heaven. 
He gain'd Mkrou — breath'd a short curse of blood 
O'er his lost throne— then pass'd the Jihon's flood,* 
And gathering all, whose madness of belief 
Still saw a Saviour in their down&Il'n Chief, 
Rais'd the white banner within Nkkshkb's gates,' 
And there, untam'd,th^ approaching conqueror waits 

Of all his Haram, all that busy hive. 
With music and with sweets spariding alive, 
He took but one, the partner of his flight. 
One, not for love — not for her beauty's light— 
For Zklica stood withering midst the gay. 
Wan as the blossom that fell yesterday 
From the Alma tree and dies, while overhead 
To-day's young flower is springing in its stead !' 
No, not for love — the deepest damn'd must be 
Touch'd with heaven's glory, ere such fiends as ho 
Can feel one glimpse of love's divinity ! 
But no, she is his victim ; — there lie all 
Her charms for him — charms that can never pall. 
As long as hell within his heart can stir, 
Or one faint trace of heaven is left in her. 
To woric an angel's ruin, — to behold 
As white a page as Virtue e'er unroll'd 
Blacken, beneath his touch, into a scroll 
Of damning sins, seal'd with a burning soul — 
This is his triumph ; this the joy accurst. 
That ranks him, among demons, all but first ! 
This gives the victim, that before him lies 
Blighted and lost, a glory in his eyes, 
A light like that with which hell-fire illumes 
The ghastly, writhing wretch whom it consumes ! 

But other tasks now wait him— tasks that need 
All the deep daringness of thought and deed 
With which the Dives* have gifted him — for mark, 
Over yon plains, which night had else made dark. 



1 The ancient Oxus. 

8 A city of Transoxifinia. 

3 ** You never can cast your eyes on this tree, but yoii 
meet there either blossoms or fruit: and as tbe blossom 
drops onderoeath on the ground, (which is fireqoently 
covered with these purple-coloured flowers,) otfasn 
forth in their stead," eto. etc.— JVtmJh^. 

4 The DepMiM of the Persian mytbokfy 
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Those luiteriM, coanden u the winged ligfati 
That tpengle India's fields on showery nights,* — 
Far as their formidable gleams they shed, 
The mighty tents of the beleagu'rer spread. 
Glimmering along th* horizon's dusky line, 
And thence in nearer circles, till they shine 
Among the founts and groyes, o'er which the town 
In all its arm'd magnificence looks down. 
Vet, fearless, from his lofty battlements 
MoKAJiNA views that multitude of tents ; 
Nay, smiles to think that, though entoird, beset. 
Not less than myriads dare to front him yet : — 
That, fHendless, throoeless, he thus stands at bay, 
E'en thus a match for myriads such as they ! 
"Oh ! for a sweep of that dark angel's wing, 
Who brush'd the thousands of th* Assyrian King* 
To daricness in a moment, that I might 
People Hell's chambera with yon host to-night ! 
But come what may, let who will grasp the throne. 
Caliph or Prophet, Bfan alike shall groan ; 
Let who will tortore him. Priest — Caliph — King — 
Alike this loathsome world of his shall ring 
With victims' shrieks and bowlings of the slave^ — 
SoiumIs, that shall glad me ev'n within my grare." 
TimM to himself-4wt to the scanty train 
Still left around him, a far different strain :— 
** GkNious defenders of the sacred Crown 
I kear fipom Heav'n, whose light, nor blood shall drown 
Nor shadow of earth eclipse ; — before whose gems 
Tlte paly pomp of this world's diadems, 
The crown of Gkrashid, the pillar'd throne 
Of Partiz,' and the heron crest that shone,* 
Magnificent, o'er Ali's beauteous eyes,* 
Fade like the stars when mom is in the skies : 
Warriors, rejoice — the port, to which we're pass'd 
O'er destiny's duk wave, beams out at last ! 
Victory's our own — 'tis written in that Book 
Upon ^hose leaves none but the angels look, 
lliat Islam's sceptre shall beneath the power 
Of her great foe fall broken in that hour. 
When the moon's mighty orb, before all eyes. 
From Nkksheb's Holy Well portentously shall rise ! 
Now turn and see !" — 

They tnm'd, and, as he spoke, 
A sudden splendour all around them broke. 
And they beheld an orb, ample and bright. 
Rise from the Holy Well, and cast its light 
Round the rich city and the plain for miles,* — 
Flinging such radiance o'er the gilded tiles 



1 Csrreri muotiou the fir«-fli«« in India during th« rainy 
season.- 8e« his TractU. 

% **Sennaeherib, called by the oriental! King of Moos- 
saL'*— I/*Her6eio(. 

3 Cboeroea. For the description of bis Throne or Palace, 
■ee f7t»*M and D*UerM0t. 

4 ** The crown of Geraahid it clondy and tarnished before 
the karoo laft of thr tarbao." — From one of the elegies or 
•onfi in praise of Ali, written in characters of gold round 
th^ gaUsry of Abbas^s tomb. — Bee Ckardin. 

3 **Tbe beanty of AK'i eves was so remarkable, that when- 
•rer the Persians would describe any thing as very lovely, 
they say it is Ayn Hall, or the Eyes of Ali.**— CAardtm. 

• "D amosa jModant deoz mois le people de la ville de 
Nekhsdieb eo faisant sortir tootas les noits du fond d*un 
poits on corps lumineoz semblalue k la Lane, qui portait sa 
hariirs Jasqa*4 la distance de plusieurs milles.'*— Z>' Htr- 
M0L Hencs hs was caOsd fls«anJ4hniah. or the Mooo- 



Of many a dome and fkir-rooTd minaret, 
As autunm suns shed round them when they set ! 
Instant ftrom all who saw th' illusive sign 
A murmur broke — ** Miraculous ! divine !" 
The Gheber bow*d, thinking his idol Star 
Had wak'd, and burrt impatient through the bar 
Of midnight, to inflame him to the war ! 
While he of Moubba's creed, saw, in that ray 
The glorious Light which, in his freedom's diaj 
Had rested on the Ark,' and now again 
Shone out to bless tlie breaking of his chain ! 

**To victory !" is at once the cry of all — 
Nor stands Mokanna loitering at that call ; 
But instant the huge gates are flung aside. 
And forth, like a diminutive mountain-tide 
Into the botmdless sea, they speed their course 
Right on into the Moblkm s mighty force. 
The watchmen of the camp, — who, in their rounds, 
Had pans d and een forgot the ptmctual sotmds 
Of the small drum with which they coimt the nig^* 
To gaze upon that supernatural hght, — 
Now sink beneath an imcxpected arm. 
And in a death-groan give their last alarm. 
** On for the lamps, that Ught yon lofty screen,' 
Nor blunt your blades with massacre so mean ; 
There rests the Caliph — speed — one lucky lanes 
May now achieve mankind's dehverance !" 
Desperate the die — such as they only cast. 
Who venture for a world, and stake their last. 
Bat Fate's no longer with him — Uade for blade 
Springs up to meet them throu^ the gUmmeringsfandai,- 
Ajid, as the clash is heard, new legions soon 
Pour to the spot, — ^like bees of Kauzbeoon^ 
To the shrill timbrel s summons, — till, at ki^th. 
The mighty camp swarms out in all its strength. 
And back to Nkkbhbb's gates, coveting the plaia 
With random slaughter, dnves the adventnions Cnii , 
Among the last of whom, the Silver Veil 
Is seen gUttering at times, like the white sail 
Of some toss'd vessel, on a stormy night. 
Catching the tempest s momentary light ! 

And hath not ihii brought the proud spirit low T 
Nor dash'd his brow, nor check'd his daring 7 No. 
Though half the wretches, whom at night he led 
To thrones and victory, lie diagrac'd and dead. 
Yet morning hears him, with unshrinking crest. 
Still vaunt of thrones, and victory to the rest. 
And they believed him !— oh, the lover may 
Distrust that look which steals his soul avray ; — 
The babe may cease to think that it can play 
With heaven's rainbow ; — alchymists may doobt 
The shining gold their crucible gives out ; 
But Faith, fanatic Faith, once wedded faat 
To some dear falsehood, hugs it to the IbbL 



1 The Sbechinah, caHod Bakinat in the 
SaU*» A*e(«, chap. ii. 

3 The parts of the night are made kno«m as well by iB> 
struments of music, as by the rounds of the watchmen wUb 
cries and small drums. — Bee Burder*» Oruatml OwCmbs, 
Tol. ii. p. 119. 

3 " The Serraparda, high screens of red clo4i, stiflfcasd 
with cane, used to inclose a considerable space rooud rits 
royal tents.** — JVV>(e« on ike Bakardanutk. 

4 ** From the giores of Orange trees at Kanasrof, lbs 
bees euU a celebrated hooey.** — JIferwr's TV—Is 
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1 ** A OMtoia idll mfaMstifif at tbii day, seenia to m« to 
fnrm that the Egrptiana formerly sacrificed a yoang virfin 
!• the god of the Nile ; for they now make a statoe ofeeirth 
of a (irL to which they give the name of the Be- 
liide, and throw it into the river." — Savary, 
S The Greek fire, which waa occasionally lent by the 
to thMT ailiee. " It wa*,"* layt Gibbon. " either 
in rad-hot balhi of etone and iron, or darted in 
anowa aad laTelina, twitted round with flax and tow, wbieh 
* mbibed the Inflamnable oil.** 



And weU th" Impostor knew all lurea and arte, 
That LuciFBE e'er taught to tangle heaits ; 
Nor, 'nud thieee last bold working! of hia plot 
Afainat men's souls, is Zklica forgot. 
Ill-&ted Zklica ! had reason been 
Awake, through half the horron thou bast seen, 
IVra never could st have borne it — Death had come 
At ODoe and taken tfa j wrung spirit home. 
But 'twas not so— a torpor, a suspense 
Of tbougfat, almost of life, came o*er th* intense 
And passionate straggles of that fearful night. 
When ber last hope of peace and heav'n took flight : 
And though, at times, a gleam of frenzy broke^ — 
As through some dull rolcano's reil of smoke 
Ominous flashings now and then will start. 
Which show the fire *s still busy at its heart ; 
Vet was she mostly wrapp*d in sullen gloom,-— 
Not such as Aziii*s, brooding o'er its doom, 
And calm without, as is the tvow of death. 
While busy worms are gnawing underneath ! — 
Bat in a blank and pulseless torpor, free 
Fran thought or pain, a sealed up apathy. 
Which left her oft, with scarce one living thrill. 
The cold, pale victim of her torturer's wilL 

Again, as in Mkroit, he hod her deck'd 
Gotfeouslly out, the Priestess of the sect ; 
And led her glittering forth before the eyes 
Of his rade train, as to a sacrifice ; 
Mlid aa she, the joung, devoted Bride 
Of the fieice Nils, when, deck'd in all the pride 
Of nnpCial pomp, she sinks into his tide !' 
Aad while the wretched maid hung down ber head, 
And stood, as one just risen from the dead, 
Amid that gizing crowd, the fiend would tell 
His credulous slaves it was some charm or spell 
Poesees'd her now,— and from that darken'd trance 
Should dawn ete long their Faith's deliverance. 
Or if, at times, goaded by guilty shame. 
Her soul was rous'd, and words of wildness came, . 
lastant the bold blssphemer would translate 
Her ravings into oracles of fate, 
Woold hail Heav'n*s signals in her flashing ejes, 
And caD her shrieks the language of the skies ! 

But vain at length his arts — despair is seen 
Gathering arotmd ; and famine comes to glean 
All that the sword had left unreap'd : — in vain 
At mom and eve across the northern plain 
He looks impatient for the promised spears 
Of the vrild hordes and Tartar mountaineers. 
They come not — ^while his fierce beleagnevers pour 
Finginee of havoc in, unknown before, 
And horrible as new ;*— javeUns, that fly 
Eavrreath'd with smokj flames through the dark sky. 
And red-hot ^obes, that, opening as thej mount, 
Discharge, as from a kindled Naptha fount, 
Showers of a consuming fire o*er all below ; 
Looking, ae through th* illimain*d night they go. 



Like those wild birds' that by the Magians, oft. 
At festivals of fire, were sent aloft 
Into the air, with blazing faggots tied 
To their huge wings, scattering combustion wide ! 
All night, the groans of wretches who expire. 
In agony, beneath these darts of fire, 
Ring through the city — ^while, descending o'or 
Its shrines and domes and streets of sycamore ; — 
Its lone bazaars, with their bright cloths of gold. 
Since the last peaceful pageant left unroll'd ; — 
Its beauteous marble baths, whose idle jets 
Now gush with blood ; — and its tall minarets. 
That late have stood up in the evening glare 
Of the red sun, unhallow'd by a prayer ; — 
O'er each, in turn, the dreadful flame-bolts fall, 
And death and conflagration throughout all 
The desolate city hold high festival ! 

MoKANNA sees the world is his' no more ; — 
One sting at parting, and his grasp is o'er. 
"What! drooping now?"— thus, with unblushing 

cheek, 
He hails the few, who yet can hear him speak. 
Of all those famish'd slaves, around him lying. 
And by the light of blaziug temples dying ; — 
** What ! drooping now ? — now, when at length we 

press 
Home o'er the very threshold of success ; 
Wlien Alla fh>m our ranks hath thinn'd away 
Those grosser branches, that kept out his ray 
Of favour from us, and we stand at length 
Heirs of his light and children of his strength. 
The chosen few who shall survive the fail 
Of kings and thrones, tritmiphant over all ! 
Have you then lost, weak murmnrers as you aie. 
All faith in him, who was your Li^it, your Star 7 
Have you forgot the eye of glory, hid 
Beneath this Veil, the flashing of whose lid : 
Could, like a sun-stroke of the desert, wither 
MilUons of such as yonder Chief brings hither? 
Long have its lightnings slept^-too long — but now 
All earth shall feel th* unveiling of this brow ! 
To-night — ^yes, sainted men ! This veiy night, 
I bid you aH to a fair festal rite, 
Where, having deep refresh'd each vreary liah 
With viands snch as ftaait Heaven's cherubuoa. 
And kindled up your soub, now sunk and dim, 
With that pure wine the dark-ey'd maids above 
Keep, seal'd with precious musk, for those they 

love,* — 
I will myself uncurtain in your sight 
The wonders of this brow's ine£bble light ; 
Then lead you forth, and with a wink disperae 
Yon myriads, howling through the 



i»» 



Eager they listen — while eaeh accent daita 
New life into their chill'd and hope-sick heaits ; — 
Such treacherous life as the cool draught sa] 
To him upon the stake, who drinks and dies ! 

1 "At the great fesUval of fire, called the Bheb Bnt, 
they oaed to aet fice to large buuchoi of dry combnatiblea, 
fastened round wild bcasu and birds, which being then Wt 
loose, the air and earth appeared one great illuaMiiattse * 
and as theee terrified croatorea naturally fled to the wood 
for ahelter. it Is eaay to conceive the oooflagratioos Ihsy 
prodaced.'*— AteAard«oii*« DiMteriatitn. 

3 "The righteous ahall be given to drink of purs wins, 
lealed ; the ssal whereof shaD be musk.**— JTsrea, thap 
Uzziiu 



46 



MOORE'S WORKS. 



Wiidlj tbej point their lancet to the light 
Of the fiMt«nking mia, «od ihout ** to-night !*' — 
" To-ni^it," their Chief re-echoes, in a voice 
Of fiend-like mockefj that bids hell rejoice ! 
Deluded Tictims-^neTer hath this earth 
Seen mourning half so mournful aa their mirth ! 
Here, to the few, whose iron frames had stood 
This racking waste of famine and of blood, 
Faint, dying wretches clung, from whom the shout 
Of triumph like a maniac^s laugh broke out ; — 
T^lere, others, lighted by the smouldering 619^ 
Dtnc^d, like wan ghosts about a funeral pyre. 
Among the dead and dying, strewM around ;— 
While some pile wretch looked on, and from his wound 
Flacking the fieiy dart by which he bled,s^ 
In gfaastjy transport wav'd it o'er his head I 

*7Vas more than midnight now— a fearful pause 
Had foUow'd the long shouts, the wild applause, 
THmX lately from those royal gardens burst. 
Where the Veil'd demon held his feast accurst. 
When Zklioa — alas, poor ruin'd heart. 
In every horror doom'd to bear its part ! — 
Was bidden to the banquet by a slave. 
Who, while his quivering lip the summons gave. 
Grew black, as though the shadows of the grave 
Compaas'd him round, and, ere he could repeat 
His message through, fell lifeless at her feet ! 
Shuddering she went — a soiil-felt pang of fear, 
A presage that her own dark doom was near, 
Rmia'd every feeling, and brought Reason back 
Once more, to writhe her last upon the rack. 
All roond seem'd tranquil— e'en the foe had ceas'd. 
Am if aware of that demoniac feast. 
His fiery bolts ; and though the heavens look'd rod, 
*Twas but some distant conQagration's spread 
But hark !— she stops— she listens— dreadful tone ! 
Tis her tormentoi^s Jaugh — and now, a groan, 
A long deadi-groan comes virith it— can this be 
The place of mirth, the bower of revelry ? 
She eaten. Holy Alla, what a sight 
Was diere before her ! By the glinunering light 
Of the pale dawn, mii'd with the flare of brands 
That roimd lay homing, dropp'd flrom lifeless hands, 
She saw die board, in splendid mockery spread. 
Rich censOTs breathing — gariands oveihead, — 
Hie nms, the cups, from which they late had quaflTd, 
AH goki and gems, but— what had been the draught? 
Oh ! who need ask, that saw those livid guests, 
With their swoU'n heads sunk, blackening, on tb(^ 

breasts. 
Or looking pide to Heaven with glassy glare, 
A« if they sought but saw no mercy there ; 
As if diey felt, though poison racked them through, 
Bemorse the deadlier torment of the two ! 
While some, the bravest, hardiest in the train 
.Of dieir false Chief, Who on the battle-plain 
Would have met dMth with transport by his side. 
Here mote and helpless gasp'd ;— bat as they died, 
Look'd horrible vengeance with their eyes* last stram, 
And clenched the sUu^kening hand at him in vain. 



Dreadfbl it was to see the ghasfly stare. 
The stony look of horror and despair. 
Which some of these expiring victims cast 
Upon their soul's tormentor to the last ;— 



Upon thatHDOcking Fiend, whose Veil, now rai8*d, 

Show'd them, as in death's agony they gaz'd. 

Not the long promis'd light, the brow, whose beamiiig 

Was to come forth, all conquering, all redeeming ; 

But features horribler than Hell e*er trac'd 

On its own brood ; — no Demon of the Waste,' 

No church-yard Ghole, caught lingering in the light 

Of the bless'd sun, e'er blasted human sight 

With lineaments so foul, so fierce as those 

Th* Impostor new, iii grinning mockery, shows.— 

** There, ye wise Saints, behold your light, yoor 

Star,— 
Ye would be dupes and victims, and ye are. 
Is it enough 7 or must I, while a thrill 
Lives in your sapient bosoms, cheat you still ? 
Swear that the burning death ye feel within. 
Is but the trance with which Ueav'n's joys begin ; 
That this foul visage, foul as e'er disgrac'd 
E'en monstrous man, is — after God's own taste ; 
And that — but see !•— ere I have half-way said 
My greetings through, th' uncourteous souls are fled. 
Farewell, sweet spirits ! not in vain ye die. 
If Eblis loves you half so well as I. — 
Ha, my young bride ! — 'tis well — take thou thy seat ; 
Nay come — no shuddering — didst thou never meet 
The dead before ? — they grac'd oar wedding, sweet ; 
And these, my guests to-night, have brimm'd so tme 
Their parting cups, that thou shalt pledge one too. 
But — ^how is this 7 — all empty 7 all drunk up ? 
Hot lips have been before thee in the cup. 
Young bride, — ^yet stay— one precious drop 
Enough to warm a gentle Priestess* veins ;-^ 
Here, drink— and should thy lover's conqoering aim 
Speed hither, ere thy lip lose all its charms. 
Give him but half this venom in thy kiss. 
And 1*11 forgive my haughty rival's bliss ! 

" For me— I too must die — but 9ot like these 
Vile, rankling things, to fester in the breese ; 
To hal^ this Imtow in ruffian triumph ahown. 
With all death*s grimness added to its own, 
Aad rot to dust beneath the taunting ejres. 
Of slaves, exclaiming * There his Godship lies !* — 
No— cursed race— since first my soul draw breath. 
They've been my dupes, and shall be, even in death. 
Thou see'st yon cistern in the shade— 'tis fiU'd 
With boteing drugs, for this last hour distill'd ; 
There will I plunge me, in diat liquid flame — , 
Fit bath to lave a dying Prophet's frame !*^ 
There peikh, all — ere pulse of thine ahall fail— 
Nor leave one limb to tell mankind the tale. 
So ahall my votaries, wheresoe'er they rave. 
Proclaim that Heav'n look back the Saint it gave ;— 
That Fve but vanish'd from this earth awhik, 
To come again, with bright, anshrouded smile ! 
So shall they boild me altars in their xeal. 
Where knavea shall minister, and fpols sludl kneel ^ 
Where Fluth may matter o'er her mystic spell. 
Written in Mood — and Bigotiy may swell 
The sail he spreads for Heaven with blasts ftom Hell ! 



1 "Tb« Afghaona believe each of the nomMtnis ■olitades 
and deserts of their eoontry, to be inhabited by s lonely 
demon, whom they esll the Oboolee Beesbeo, or Spirit ol 
the Waste. They often illuatrate the wUdnen of any ss 

I qaestered tribe, by layinf , they are wild as the ^ 

jibs W9Mll»r—Elpkuuton**» CamkuL 
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80 fhtU my buuwr, through long agei, be 
The laDymg tigii of fhuid and anarchy, — 
Ifipp yet unborn shall me Mokanna'i name, 
Aad, tkoogfa I die, my apirit, still the same, 
Shall walk abroad in all the stormy strife, 
And gnihr and blood, that were its bliss in lifb ! 
Bet hark ! their battering engine shakes the wall — 
Why, iet n sfaaktf— thus I can brave them all : 
No tmce of me shall greet them, when they come. 
And I can tnwt thy faith, for— thou'k be dmnb. 
New mark how readfly a wretch like me, 
b one bold plunge, commences Deity !'* 

He sprung and sunk, as the last words were said — 
Qmck elos*d the burning waters o er his head, 
And Zblica was left — within the ring 
Of those wide walls the only living thing ; 
TIk only wretched one, still curst with breath. 
In all that ftightftd wilderness of death ! 
More like some bloodless ghost,— such as, they tell. 
In the lone Cities of the Silent' dwell, 
And there, unseen of all but Alla, sit 
Each by its own pale carcass, watching it. 

Bat mom is up, and a fresh war&re stirs 
IVoo^MMt die camp of the beleaguerers. 
Their globes of fire, (the dread artillery, lent 
By Gabkcs to conquering Mahaoi,) are spent ; 
And now the scorpion's shsft, the quarry sent 
PVom high balisfas, and the shielded throng 
Of wcidmn swinging the huge ram along, — 
All speak th' impatient Islamite's intent 
To try, at length, if tower and battlement 
And bastion'd wall be not less hard to win, 
Leas toofh to break down than the hearts within. 
FInt in impatience and in toil is he, 
Hie homing Azim— oh ! could he but see 
Th* Impostor once aUve within hii grasp. 
Not the gaunt hon's hug, nor Boa's clasp, 
Conld match the gripe of vengeance, or keep paoe 
With the fell heartiness of Hate's embrace ! 

L4md rings the pond*rous ram against the walls ; 
Now shake die ramparts, now a buttress falk ; 
Bnt stiD no breach — ** once more, one mighty swing 
Of all your beams, togethet thnndering!" 
Hisre— die wall shakee— the shouting troops exult — 
•Qnck, quick discharge your weightiest catapult 
Bight on that spot, — and Nskshu is our own !" — 
T^ done — the battlements come crashing down, 
ind tfan huge wall, by that stroke riv'n in two, 
Tawniaf, like some oU crater, rent anew, 
Shows the dim, desolate city smoking through ! 
Wt stnmge ! no signs of lifb-«oiight living seen 
ibove, below what can this stillness mean ? 
kaumte's pause suspends all Iwarts and eyes — 
"hi through the breach,*' impetuous Aziif caai ; 
Btt the cool Caliph, fearflil of aome wile 
h this blank stillness, checks the troops awhile. — 
liil then, a figure, with alow step, advanced 
F«ik from the ruin'd walls ; and, as there glanc'd 
A iQaheam over it, all eyes could see 
1^ well43iovm SUver VeU!- «'*Tis He, *tis He, 

I**Th0y hsv« sU s fresi rsversocs for burisl-froands, 
Hkk ikey soaadaiss esll by the poetical nsm« of Citiw 
tf lk« iilsot, and which tbsy people with the fhoeti of the 
kpsilsd, who sit each st the hesd of his own grave, invisi- 
kh IS sMstal eies.**— XMrasCsns. 



MoKANNA, and alone !" they shout around ; 
Toung AziM from his steed springs to the ground— 
'* Mine, Holy Caliph ! mine,'* he cries, ** the task 
To crush yon daring wretch — 'tis all I ask.'* 
Ekiger he darts to meet the demon foe. 
Who still across wide heaps of ruin slow 
And falteringly comes, till they ai% near'; 
Then, with a bound, rushes on Azm's spear ; 
And, casting off the Veil in falling, shqws — 
Oh !— 'tis hk ZelioVs life-blood that flows 1 

** I me^t not, Azm,** soothingly she said. 
As on his trembling arm she lean'd her head. 
And, looking in his face, saw anguish there 
Beyond all wounds the quivering flesh can bear — 
** I meant not thou should'st have the pain of this ;— 
Though death, with thee thus tasted, is a bliss 
Thou would'st not rob me ot, didst thou but know 
How oft I've pray*d to God I might die so ! 
But the Fiend's venom was too scant and slow ; — 
To linger on were maddening — and I thought 
If once that Veil — nay, look not on it — caught 
"Hie eyes of your fierce soldiery, I should be 
Struck by a thousand death-darts instantly. 
But this is sweeter— oh ! believe me, yes — 
I would not change this sad, but dear caress. 
This death within thy arms I would not give 
For the most smiling life the happiest live ! 
All, that stood dark and drear before the eye 
Of my stray'd soul, is passing swiftly by ; 
A light comes o'er me, from those looks of love, 
Like the first dawn of mercy from above ; 
And if thy lips but tell me I'm forgiv'n, 
Angels will echo the blest words in heaven ! 
But live, my AziM ; — oh ! to call thee mine 
Thus once again ! my Azm— dream divine ! 
Live, if thou ever lo^'dst me, if to meet 
Thy Zklica hereafter would be sweet. 
Oh live to pray for her — to bend the knee 
Morning and night before that Deity, 
To whom pure lips and hearts without a stain. 
As thine are, Azm, never breath'd in vain. 
And pray that he may pardon her, — may take 
Compassion on her soul for thy dear sake, 
And, nought remembering but her love to thee. 
Make her all thine, all His, eternally ! 
Go to those happy fields where first we twin'd 
Our youthful hearts together— every wini 
That meets thee there, fresh firom die well-knowa 

flowers. 
Will bring the sweetness of those innocent Imuis 
Back to thy soul, and thou may'st feel again 
For thy poor Zelica as thou did*st'then. 
So shall thy orisons, Uke dew that flies 
To heav*n upon the morning's sumhine, rise 
With all love's earliest ardour to the skies ! 
And should they — but alas ! my senses fiul— 
Oh for one minute ! — should thy prayers prevail-^ 
If pardon'd souls may from that World of Bliss 
Reveal their joy to those they lore in this* — 
1*11 come to thee — in some sweet dream — and tell— • 
Oh heaven — I die— dear love ! &rewell, fturewell.** 

Tone fleeted— yeais on yean had pass*d away. 
And few of those who, on that moornflil day, 
Hsd stood, with pity in their eyes, to see 
The maiden*! death, and the yooth's agony. 
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Ware IiTing ■till— when, bj a nMie gn^e 

B«fide the swift Aaoo*e truwpueni wave, 

An aged man, woo oad grown aged there 

Bj that lone graTe, morning and night in prayer. 

For the last time kneh down— and, though the shade 

Of death hoqg darteaing orer him, there playM 

A gleam of raptiire*on his eje and cheek, 

T%at brigfatenM e?en Death — like the last streak 

Of intense ^017 on th' horixon*s brim, 

When night o'er all the rest hangs chill and diuL 

llis soul had seen a vision, while he slept ; 

She, for whose spirit he had prayM and wept 

80 many years, had come to hiin, all drest 

In angers smiles, and told him she was blest ! 

For this the old man breath*d his thanks, and died,— 

And there, upon the banks of that lov'd tide. 

He and his Zelioa sleep side by side. 



Tm story of the Veiled Prophet of Khorassan 
being ended, they were now doomed to hear F4kDLA- 
DKBir*s criticisms upon it. A series of disappoint- 
Bienta and accidents had occurred to this learned 
Chamberlain during the journey. In the first place, 
those couriers stationed, as in the reign of Shah 
Jehan, between Delhi and the Western coast of 
India, to secure a constant supply of mangoes for the 
royal taUe, had, by some cruel irregularity, &iled 
in their duty ; and to eat any mangoes bat those of 
Masagong was, of course, impossible. In the next 
place, the elephant, laden with his fine antique porce- 
lain, had, in an unusual fit of liTeliness, shattered the 
whole set to pieces :— «n irreparable loss, as many of 
the Teasels were so exquisitely old as to hare been 
used nnder the Emperors Yan and Chun, who reigned 
many ages before the dynasty of Tang. His Koran 
too, supposed to be the identical copy between the 
leaves of which Mahomet's favourite pigeon used to 
nestle, had been mislaid by his Koran-bearer three 
whole days; not without much spiritual alarm to 
Fadlaobkn, who, though professing to hold, with 
other loyil and orthodoi Mussulmans, that salvation 
coold only be found in the Koran, was strongly sus- 
pected of believing in his heart, that it could only be 
found in hit own particular copy of it. When to all 
theae grievances is added the obstinacy of the cooks, 
in putting the pepper of Canara into his dishes in- 
stead of the cinnamon of Serendib, we may easily 
■oppoae that he cante to the task of criticism with, at 
least, a suificient degree of irritability for the purpose. 

** In order," said he, importantly swinging about his 
chaplet of pearls, "to convey with clearness my 
opmion of the story this young man has related, it is 
to take a review of all the stories that have 
-** My good Fadladkkn !" exclaimed the Prin- 
interrupting hia, ** we really do not deserve that 
you ahould give younelf so much trouble. Your 
opinion of the poem we have just heard, will, I have 
Bo doubt, be abundantly edifying, without any ftuther 
waste of your valuable erudition." ** If that be all," 
reified the critic,— ovidently mortified at not being 
allowed to show how much he knew about every 
thing but the sulgect immediately before hin»— ** If 
that be all that ia itqnirad, tht matter ia aaai^ dat- 



patched." He then proceeded to analyM the poem, 
in that strain, (so well known to the nnfortanaie barda 
of Delhi,) whose cenaurea were an infliction from 
which few recovered, and whose veiy psaisea weie lik« 
the honey extracted from the bitter flowers of the 
aloe. The chief personages of the story were, if be 
rightly underatood them, an ill-&voared gentleman, 
with a veil over his face ; — a yoong lady, whose rea 
son went and came according aa it auited the poet'a 
convenience to be sensible or otherwise ;— and a 
youth in one of those hideoos Bucharian bonnelSt 
who took the aforesaid gentleman in a veil for a Di* 
vinity. ** From such materials,** said he, ** what can 
be expected? — after rivalling each other in long 
speeches and absurdities, through some thousands of 
lines, as indigestible as the filberds of Berdaa, our fHend 
in the veil jumps into a tub of aquafortis ; the young 
lady dies in a set speech, whose only recommendation 
is that it is her last ; and the lover lives on to a good 
old age, for the laudable purpose of seeing her ghost, 
which he at last happily accomplishes and expiree. 
This, you will allow, is a fkir summary of the story ; 
and if Naaser, the Arabian merchant, told no belter, 
our Holy. Prophet (to whom be all honour and ^ory !) 
had no need to be jealous of his abilities for stoty 
telUng."* 

With respect to the style, it was worthy of tha mat 
ter; — it had not even those politic contrivaneea of 
structure, which make up for the commonneaa of the 
thoughts by the peculiarity of the manner, nor that 
stately poetical phraseology by which sentimenti^ 
mean in themselves, like the hlar.ksmith*a* vptotk 
converted into a banner, are ao eaaily gik and eoH 
broidered into consequence. Then, aa to the vei«i&> 
cation, it was, to say no worse of it, execrable : it had 
neither the copioua flow of Ferdoai,the aweetneas of 
Hafex, nor the sententious march of Sadi * but a^ 
peared to him, in the uneasy heaviaeas of ita mov?* 
ments, to have been modelled upon the gait of a rmj 
tired dromedary. The licenses too in which it i^ 
dulged were unpardonable; — for instance thia line, and 
the poem abounded with such ; — 

Like ths fkiot, exquisite nnune of a dieam. 

** What critic that ean eouni,*' said Fadlaobbt, 
**aiid has his full complement of fingeta to cooit 
withal, would tolerate for an instant soch syOafaic ae- 
perfluitiee ?" — He here looked round and discovered 
that most of his audience were asleep; while the 
glimmering lamps seemed inclined to follow their 
example. It became ne ce ssa r y, therefore, however 
painful to himself to pot an er^d to his valuable am 
madveraiona for the preaent, and he according con- 
cluded, with an air of dignified candour, thna : ** Not- 
withatanding the observationa which I have thoeglK 
it my duty to make, it is by no means my wish to dis> 
courage the young man : ao fkr fVem it, indeedi that 
if he will but totally alter his style of writing and 



1 La lecture de ee« Fables plai»ait si fort aox 
que, quand MahomeC lea eotretenait de PHisloifa ds fAo^ 
cien Teataineot, ils lea mepriaaieok hii diaaoi que oellas 

Jiue Nastier leur racontait ^taient Deaucoup plus bollsa. 
l^ette pr^fdrence attira k Nasaer la maMdictioQ da Habonit 
at de touB sea disciples. — D^HerbtUU 

VThe Maekamith Gao, who aueoeaiAilly rwistad tka 
tyrant Zohak, and whose apron becaoM the Soyal P*aadaid 
of Persia. 
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tiw^itg^ I haire Tery little doobt that I thaU be Tactly 
pleMed widi him." 

Some dayt elapwd, after this harangue of die Great 
Chamberlain, before I4ALLA Rookh could venture to 
iak for another atoiy. The youth waa still a wel- 
come guest in the pavilion ; to one heart, perhaps too 
dangeroualy welcome— but all mention of poetry waa, 
M if by common consent, avoided. Though none of 
tue party had much respect for Fadladeeit, yet his 
eensores, thos magisterially delivered, evidently made 
an impression on them alL The Poet himself, to 
whom criticism was quite a new operation, (being 
wholly unknown in that Pkradise of the Indies, Cash- 
maie,} feh the shock as it is generally felt at first, till 
nse ham made it more tolerable to the patient ;— the 
bdiee began to suspect that they ought not to be 
pleaded, and seemed to conclude that there must have 
been nrach good sense in what Fadlaoeen said, 
from its having set them all so soundly to sleep ; — 
while the self-complacent Chamberlain was lefl to 
triumph in the idea of having, for the hundred and 
fiftieth time in his life, extinguished a Poet. Lalla 
Rookh alone— and Love knew why — ^persisted in 
being delighted with all she had heard, and in resolv- 
ing to hear more as speedily as possible. Her man- 
ner, however, of first returning to the subject was 
onlncky. It was while they rested during the heat 
of noon near a fountain, on which some hand had 
rudely traced those well-known words from the 
Garden of Sadi, — *' Many, like me, have viewed this 
fountain, but they are gone, and their eyes are closed 
ton ever !*' — that she took occasion, from the melan- 
choly beauty of this passage, to dwell upon the charms 
of poetry in geneni. ** It is true," she said, "" few 
poets can imitate that sublime bird, which flies al- 
ways in the air, and never touches the earth ;' — it is 
only once in many ages a Genius appears, whose 
words, like those on the Written Mountain, last for 
ever : — but still there are some, as delightful perhaps, 
tiboQgh not so wonderful, who, if not stars over our 
heed, are at least flowers along our path, and whose 
•weetnees of the moment we ought gratefblly to in- 
hale, without calling upon them for a brightness and 
a dnrabdity beyond their nature. In short," continued 
■be, blushing, as if conscious of being caught in an 
oration, ** it is quite cruel that a poet cannot wander 
through his regions of enchantment, without having a 
ciitie for ever, like the old Man of the sea, upon his 
bacJt.*** — FadladeEn, it was plain, took this last 
luckless allusion to himself, and would treasure it up 
m his mind as a whetstone for his ne^i criticism. A 
sudden silence ensued ; and the Princess, glancing a 
look at Feramorz, saw plainly she muat wait for a 
■sore coorageotts moment 

Bot the glories of Nature, and her wild, fragrant 
■in, playing freshly over the current of youthful 
spirits, will soon heal even deeper wounds than the 
didl Fadladeens of this world can inflict. In an even- 
iag or two after, they came to the small Valley of 
Gaidens, which had been planted by order of the 
Emperor for his favourite sister Rochinara, during 
dieir progress to Cashmere, some years before ; and 
never was there a more sparkling assemblage of 
iweels, since the Gulzar-e-Irem, or Rose-bower of 



Irem. Every precious flower was there to be found, 
that poetry, or love, or rebgion has ever consecrated* 
from the dark hyacinth, to which Hafez compares 
his mistress's hair, to the Camalaia, by whose rosy 
blossoms the heaven of Indi i is scented. As they 
sat in the cool fragrance of this delicious spot, and 
liALiJk Rookh remarked that she could fancy it the 
abode of that flower-loving Nyihph whom they wor- 
ship in the temples of Kathay, or one of those Peris, 
those beautiful creatures of the air, who live upon pei^ 
fumes, and to whom a place like this might make some 
amends for the Paradise they have lost, — the young 
Poet, in whose eyes she appeared, while she spoke, 
to be one of the bright spiritual creatures she was 
describing, said, hesitatingly, that he remembered a 
Stoiy of a Peri, which, if tlie Princess had no objec- 
tion, he would venture to relate. ** It is,'* said he, 
with an appealing look to Fadladeen, " in a lighter 
and humbler strain than the other;'* then, striking a 
few careless but melancholy chords on his kitar, he 
thus began :— 

PARADISE AND THE PERI. 



1 Tbe Hucaa. 
G 



2Th«iU>i7or Sinba'i. 



One mom a Peri at the gate 
Of Eden stood, disconsolate ; 
And as she listen'd to the Springs 

Of Life within, like music flowing. 
And caifght the light upon her wings 

Through the half-open*d portal glowing. 
She wept to think her recreant race 
Should e*er have lost that glorious place ! 

** How happy,** exclaim'd this child of air, 
" Are the holy Spirits who wander there, 

*Mid flowers that never shall fade or fall : 
Though mine are the gardens of earth and sea. 
And ^e stars themselves have flowers for me, . 

One blossom of Heaven out-Uooms them all ! 

** Though sunny the kke of cool Cashmere, 
With its pUine-tree Isle reflected clear,' 

And sweetly the founts of that Valley fall ; 
Though bright are tbe waters of Sino-su-hat, 
And the golden floods, that thitherward stray,* 
Yet^oh, 'tis only the Blest can say 

How the waters of Heaven outshine them all ! 

** Go wing thy flight from star to star. 
From world to luminous world, as far 

As the universe spreads its flaming wall ; 
Take all the pleasures of all the spheres. 
And multiply each through endless years, 

One minute of Heaven is worth diem all !** 

The glorious Angel, who was keeping 
The gates of Light, beheld her weeping ; 
And, as he oetrer drew and listen'd 
To her sad song, a tear-drop glisten'd 
Within his eyelids, like the sprey 
From Exlen*s fountain, when it lies 

1 " Nameroos small iilands emerge from ths Lake 6f 
Cashmere. One is called Char Cheoanr, from the plane- 
trees upon it." — Forster. 

2 '*The Altan Kol,or Golden River orTibet, which runs 
into the Lakes of Sin^-au-hay, hns abundance of |[okl in its 
aands, which emi'loys th« iiiliabtiants all siiromer m gathsr 
tng it." — Description of Tibtt in PinLerton 
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On the Une flow'r, which, Bramina say, 

Blooms no where bat in Paradise ! 
" Nymph of a fkir, but erring line !*' 
Gently he said — " One hope is thine. 
Tis written in the Book of Fate, 

' The Peri yet may beforgiten 
Who hrmgi to thit Eternal Gate 

The Gift that is most dear to Heavenr 
Go, seek it, and redeem thy sin ; — 
*Tis sweet to let the Pkrdon*d in !*' 

Rapidly as comets run 

To th' embraces of the son — 

Fleeter than the starry brands. 

Flung at night from angel hands' 

At those dark and daring sprites. 

Who would climb th* empyreal heights, — 

Down the bine vault the Peri flies. 

And, lighted earthward by a glance 
That just then broke from morning's eyes, 

Hung hovering o'er our world's expanse. 

But whither shall the Spirit go 

To find this gift for Heav'n 7— ** I know 

The wealth," she cries, " of every urn. 

In which unnumber'd rubies bum. 

Beneath the pillan of Chilminar ;* — 

I know where the Isles of Perfbme are 

Many a &thom down in the sea. 

To the south of sun-bright Arabt ;' — 

I know too where the Genii hid 

The jewell'd cup of their King Jamshid,* 

^^^th Life's elixir sparkling high — 

But gifts like these are not for the sky. 

Where was there ever a gem that shone 

Like the steps of Alla's wonderftd Throne 7 

And the Drops of life — oh ! what would they be 

In the boundless Deep of Eternity 7" 

While thus she mus'd, her pinions fann'd 
The air of that sweet Indian land. 
Whose air is balm ; whose ocean spreads 
O'er coral rocks and amber beds ;• 
Whose mountains, pregnant by the beam 
Of the warm sun, with diamonds teem ; 
Whose rivulets aip like rich brides, 
Lovely, with gold beneath their tides ; 
Whose sandal groves and bowers of spice 
Mig^ be a Peri's Paradise ! 
But crimson now her rivers ran* 

With human blood — the smell of death 
Came reeking from those spicy bowers. 
And man, the sacrifice of man, 

Mingled his taint with every breath 
Upwafted ftx>m the innocent flowers ! 
Land of the Sun ! what foot invades 
Thy pagoda and thy pillar'd shades — 

1 " The Mahometana tuppoM that fallinf atari ara the 
flrabranda wherewith the food angeb drive away the bad, 
wbeo thev approach too near the empyreum or verge of the 
naavaoa. ^~ Fiptft 

S **Tbe Forty Pillars: ao th« Peraiana call the rutna of 
Peraapolia. It la imagined by them that thia palace and the 
•diAoea at Balbee were bailt by Genii, for the purpose of 
kkUfltf in their aabtsrraneooa caveroa immeoae treaaorea, 
which atUl remain there.' *—Z>*^«rft«l9f, yanew 

3 The tales of Panchaia. 

4 ** The cop of Jamahid. diarovered, they aay, when jdir- 
fnf for tbs fooodationa of Paraepolia.'*— A»cA«^«». 



Thy cavern shrines, and idol stones, 

Thy monarchs and their thousand thrones 7 

'Tis He of Gazna !'— fierce in wrath 

He comes, and India's diadems 
Lie scatter'd in his ruinous path. — 

His blood-hounds he adorns with gems, 
Tom from the violated necks 

Of many a yotmg and lov'd Sultana ;* — 

Maidens within their pure Zenana, 

Priests in the very fane he slaughters. 
And choaks up with the glittering wrecks 

Of golden shrines the sacred waters 1 

Downward the Peri turns her gaze, 
And, through the war-field's bloody haze, 
Beholds a youthful warrior stand. 

Alone, beside his native river, — 
The red blade broken in his hand, 

And the last arrow in his quiver. 
" live," said the Conqueror, ** live to share 
The trophies and the crowns 1 bear !" 
Silent that youthful warrior stood — 
Silent he pointed to the flood 
All crimson with his country's Mood, 
Then sent his last remaining dart. 
For answer to th* Invader's heart. 
False flew the shaft, though pointed well ; 
The Tyrant liv'd, the Hero fell !— 
Yet mark'd the Peri where he lay, 

And when the rush of war was past. 
Swiftly descending on a ray 

Of morning light, she caught the last — 
last glorious drop his heart had shed, 
Before its free-bom spirit fled ! 
** Be this," she cried, as she wing'd her fligh!, 
** My welcome gift at the Gates of light 
Though foul are the drops that oft distil 

On the field of warfare, blood like this, 

For Liberty shed, so holy is, 
It would not stain the purest rill. 

That sparkles among the Bowers of Blisi ! * 
Oh ! if there be, on this earthly sphere, 
A boon, an offering Heaven holds dear, 
'Tis the last Ubation liberty draws 
From the heart that bleeds and breaks in her cataso !* 
" Sweet," said the Angel, as she gave 

The gift into his radiant hand, 
** Sweet is our welcome of the Brave 

Who die thus for their native land. — 
But see— aks ! — the crystal bar 
Of Eden moves not— holier far 
Than e'en this drop the boon must be, 
That opens the gates of Heav'n for thee !"* 

Her first fond hope of Eden blighted. 

Now among Afric's I^mar Mountains,' 
Far to the South, the Peri lighted ; 



1 Mahmood of Gazna, or Ghiznl, who ooaqaerad India is 
the begioiiinff of the 11th century. — See his History in D^m 
and Sir J. Malcolm.. 

2 " It ia reported that the haiiting eauipage of the SvJtao 
Mahmood waa ao magnificent, that he kept 400 nvy hounda 
and blood-hounds, each of which wore Ur ooDar aet with 
jewela, and a covering edged with gold and pearia.** — ITiii*- 
versttl History, vol. lii. 

3 " The MoonUina of the Moon, or the Montca Lm« af 
antiquity, at the foot of which (ho Nile ia auppoaad to rise *' 
— Bruce. 






^ 



LALLA ROOKH. 



Aad aleek'd her plnmage at the fonntaiu 
Of thftt Egyptian tide, — ^whoae birth 
h hidden from the sons of earth, 
Deep in those aolitary woods, 
Where oft the Genii of the Floods 
Danee roond the cradle of their Nile, 
Ami hail the new-bom Giant's smile !* 
Tlwnce, over Egypt's palmy groves, 
Her grots, and sepulchres of kings,* 
Hie exil'd Spirit sighing roves ; 
Aad now hangs listening to the doves 
In warm Rosktta's vale' — now loves 

To watoh the moonlight on the wings 
Of the white pelicans that break 
TIm azure cahn of Moris* Lake.* 
Twas a fair scene — a land more bright 

Never did mortal eye behold ! 
Who could have thought, that saw this night 

Hkmc valleys, and their fruits of gold. 
Basking in heav*n's serenest light ; — 
Those gronps of lovely date-trees bending 

Languidly their leaf-crow n*d heads. 
Like youthful maids, when sleep, descending. 

Warns them to their silken beds ;* — 
Hiose virgin lilies, all the night 

Bathing their beauties in the lake, 
That they may rise more fresh and bright. 

When their beloved Sun *s awake ; — 
Hiose rain*d shrines and towers that seem 
Hie relics of a splendid dream ; 

Amid whose fairy loneliness 
Nought but the lapwing*s cry is heard, 
Nought seen bat (when the shadows, flitting 
Fast from the moon, unsheath its gleam) 
Some purple-winged Sultana' sitting 

Upon a column, motionless 
Aad glittering, like an idol bird i — 
Who could have thought, that there, e*en there. 
Amid those scenes so still and fair. 
The Demon of the PUigue hath cast 
F^MD his hot wing a deadlier blast, 
If ore mortal far than ever came 
From the red Desert's sands of flame ! 
80 quick, that every living thing 
Of human shape, touch'd by his wing, 

Like plants, where the Simoon hath past. 
At once falls black and withering ! 

Tlie sun went down on many a brow, 

Which, full of bloom and freshness then« 
U rankling in the pest-house now, 



1 ** The Nile, which the AbyMinians know by the names 
•f Abey and Alawy, or the GianU"~ytf#i«i. Retearckes^ 
vol. i. p. 387. 

S See Perry*! View of the Levant, for an accoant of the 
Mpolchret in Upper Thebes, and the numberleat grota 
eevered all over with hieroglyphics, in the mountains of 
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Th» orchards of RosetU are filled with turtle-doves.*^ 



4 ItTvary SMntlons the pelicaito upon Lake Moeris. 

§ * The superb date-tree, whose head languidly reclines, 

P that of a handsome woman overcome with sleep.** — 

Jaf^rd ei Hadad. 

6 •* That beautiful bird, with plumage of the finest shining 

lue, with purple beak and legs, the natural and living orna- 

jMBt of the temples and palaces of the Greeks and Romans, 

wbidi, from the statelioess of its port, as well as the bril- 

UaAcy of Its eoloars has obtained the title of Sultana.**— 



And ne'er will feel that sun again ! 
And oh ! to see th' unburied heaps 
On which the lonely moonlight sleeps-— 
The very vultures turn away, 
And aicken at so foid a prey ! 
Only the fierce hysna atalks' 
Throughout the city's desolate walks • 
At midnight, and his carnage plies- 
Woe to the half-dead wretch who meets 
The glaring of those large blue eyes' 
Amid the darkness of the streets ! 

" Poor race of Men !" said the pitying Spirit, 

** Dearly ye pay for your primal fall — 
Some flowrets of Exlen ye still inherit. 

But the trail of the Serpent is over them all f 
She wept — the air grew pure and clear 

Arotmd her, as the bright drops rai\; 
For there's a magic in each tear 

Such kindly Spirits weep for man ! 

Just then beneath some orange trees. 
Whose fruit and blossoms in the breeze 
Were wantoning together, free. 
Like age at play with infancy — 
Beneath that fresh and springing bower. 

Close by the Lake, she heard the moan 
Of one who, at this silent hoar. 

Had thither stol'n to die alone. 
One who in Ufe, where'er he mov'd. 

Drew after him the hearta of many ; 
Yet now, as though he ne'er were lov'd. 

Dies here, unseen, tmwept by any ! 
None to watch near him — none to slake 

The fire that in his bosom lies, 
With e'en a sprinkle from that lake. 

Which shines so cool before his eyes. 
No voice, well-known through many a day, 

To speak the last, the parting word. 
Which, when all other sounds decay, 

Is still like distant music heard : 
That tender farewell on the shore 
Of this rude world, when all is o'er, 
Which cheers the spirit, ere its bark 
Puts off' into the unknown Dark. 

Deserted youth ! one thought alone 

Shed joy around his soul in death— 
That she, whom he for yean had known 
And lov'd, and might have call'd his own. 

Was safe from this foul midnight's breath ; — 
Safe in her father's princely halls. 
Where the cool airs from fountain — fklls. 
Freshly perfum'd by many a brand 
Of the sweet wood from India's land, 
Were pure as ahe whose brow they fann'd. 

But see, — ^who yonder comes by stealth, 

This melancholy bower to seek, 
like a young envoy sent by Health, 

With rosy gifts upon her cheek 7 
'lis she-^ar off^ through moonlight dim. 

He knew his own betrothed bride, 



1 Jackson, speaking of the plague that occurred in West 
Barbanr, when he was there, says, " The birds of the air fle4 
away from the abodes of men. The hysnas, on the 
Uary, visited the cemeteries,** 4kc 
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8be, who would rather die with him, 

Than live to gain the world beside !— 
Her arms are round her lover now, 

His livid cheek to hers she preMet, 
And dipa, to bind hia buming brow, 

In the cool lake her loosened treaaea. * 
Ah ! once, how little did he think 
An hour would come, when he ahould afahnk 
With horror from that dear embrace, 

Thoae gentle anna, that were to him 
Holy aa is the cradling place 
Of £den*a infant cherubim ! 
And now he yielda — now turns away, 
Shuddering aa if the venom lay 
All in thoae proffer 'd lips alone — 
Thoae lips that, then so fearless grown. 
Never until that instant came 
Near his unask'd, or without shame. 
** Oh ! let me only breathe the air. 

The bleaaed air that*s breath'd by thee. 
And, whether on its wings it bear 

Healing or death, 'tis sweet to rae ! 
There, drink my tears, while yet they &1I, — 
Would that my bosom's blood were balm, 
And, well thou know'st, Fd shed it all. 
To give diy brow one minute'a cahn. 
Nay, turn not from me that dear face-^ 

Am I not thine--thy own lov*d bride — 
The one, the chosen one, whose place 

!■ lifb or death is by thy side ! 
Tliink'BC thou that she, whoie only Kght, 

In this dim world, from thee hath shone, 
Could bear the long, the cheerlesb night, 

That most be hers when thou art gone 7 
That I can live, and let thee go. 
Who art my life itself 7 — No, no— > 
When the stem dies, the leaf that grew 
Out of its heart must perish too ! 
Then turn to me, my own love, turn, 
Before like thee 1 fkde and bom ; 
Cling to these yet cool lips, and share 
The last pure life that lingers there !** 
She fai]s--abe ainks— aa diea the lamp 
In chamel airs or cavern-damp, 
So quickly do his balefid aighs 
Quench all the aweet light of her eyes. 
One struggle— and his pain is past— 

Her lover is no longer living ! 
One kiss the maiden gives, one last, 
Long Idas, which ahe expires in giving ! 

** Sleep," said the Piri, as sof\Iy she stole 
Hie ftrevrell sigh of that vaniahing soul, 
Aa true aa e'er wann*d a wojnan's breast — 
** Sleep on ; in visions of odour rest. 
In balmier airs than ever yet stirr'd 
Th* enchanted pile of that lonely bird. 
Who aings at the kst his own death-lay,' 
And in music and perfUme diea away !" 

Thus aaying, flrom her lips she spread 
Unearthly breathings through the place, 

1 "In Um East, they soppoiie Um PbcBotz to have fifty 
oriflees in his bill, which are continaed to his tail ; and that, 
altar livinf ooe thousand yparo, ht> baildi hiin«eir a funeral 
pile, singa a melodious air of different harmonies throiifh 
nil fifty organ pipe*, flaps his win^ s with a velocity which 
ssts fire to the wood, ana ooosumes himself. — Richardson. I 



And shook her spariding wreath, and thtd 

Such lustre o'er each paly face, 
That like two lovely aaints they seem'd 

Upon the eve of dooms-day taken 
From their dim graves, in odour aleepiQg j-^ 

While that beaevolent Peri beam'd 
Like their good angel, calmly keeping 

Watch o'er them, till their souls would waken \ 

But mom is blushing in the sky ; 

Again the Peei soars above. 
Bearing to Heav'n that precious sigh 

Of pure, self-sacrificing love. 
High throbb'd her heait, with hope elate. 

The Elysian palm she soon shall win, 
For the bright Spirit at the gate 

Smil'd as she gave that offering in ; 
And she ahready heara the trees 

Of Eden, with their crystal bells 
Ringing in that ambroaial breeze 

That from the throne of Alla swells ; 
And she can see the starry bowls 

That lie around that lucid lake. 
Upon whose banks admitted souls 

Their first sweet draught of glory take !* 

But ah ! e'en Peri's hopes are vain— 
Again the Fates forbade ; again 
Th' immortal barrier clos'd— ** not yet,'' 
Thb Angel said as, with regret. 
He shut from her that glimpse of gloxy— 
** True was the maiden, and her story. 
Written in lig^ o'er Alla's head. 
By Seraph eyee ahal! long be read. 
But, Peei, aee— die crysUl bar 
Of Eden moves not — holier far 
Than e'en this sight the boon must' be 
That opes the gates of Heav'n for thee." 

Now, upon Steia's land of rosea* 
SofUy the light of eve reposes. 
And, like a glory, the broad aua 
Hangs over sainted Lebanon ; 
Whose head in wintry grandeor lowen^ 

And whitens with eternal aleet. 
While summer, in a vale of flowers, 

Is sleeping rosy at his feet. 

To one, who look'd from upper air 
O'er all th' enchanted regions there, 
How beauteous must have been the glow. 
The life, the sparkling from below ! 
Fair gardens, shining streams, with ranka 
Of golden melons on their banks. 
More golden where the suo-light falls r— 
Gay lizards, glittering on the wall9> 



1 " On the shores of a quadrangular lake ^*and a thou- 
sand ^obleta, made of stars, out of which souls tvedeeiined 
to eiijopr feliciiy, drink the crystal waTo."— Fito Cha- 
UaubnaruVt Description of the Mahometan ParalMi in 
his Beftuitet of Christianity. s" 

2Rlchardaon thinks that Syria had Ha name from Sr*» 
a beautiful and delicate species of roee for which il 
^^\n, ha* been always famous : -hence, Suristan. 
Land of Roses. ' 

3 "The number of llsards I saw one day in the are.? 
coun of the Temple of the Sun at Balbec, amounted A 
many thousands; the ground, the walls, and stones of ih7 
rumed buildings were covered with them."— i0»^ice. 
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Of minM ahrijiet, busy and bright 

Am Chej were all alive with U^t; — 

And, jet more splendid, numerous flocks # 

Of pifeons, settling on the rocks, 

With their rich restless wings, that gleam 

Vanoaaly in the crimson beam 

Of f^ warm west, — as if inlaid 

With brilliantB from the mine, or made 

Of tearless rainbows, such as span 

Til' nndoadad skies of Pkristan. 

And th«i, the mingling sounds that come, 

Of shepherd's ancient reed,' with hum 

Of the wiU bees of Pajlkstinc, 

BanqoetiBg throu^ the flowery Tales ; — 
And, Jordan, those sweet banks of thine, 

▲Dd woods, so full of nightingales ! 

Bm noBght can charm the luckless Piri ; 
Her tool is sad—her wings are weary— 
ImjUms she sees the son look down 
Or chat great Tsmple, oi^ his own,* 
Wboae lonely columns stand sabhme, 

Flinginf their shadows from on high, 
lika dials, which the wiaard. Time, 

Had raised to count his ages by ! 

Tet haply there may lie conceal*d 

Beneath those ChamberB of the Sun, 
Some amulet of perns anaeal'd ' 

la upper fires, some tabret seal'd 

With the great name of Solomon, 

Which, spelled by her illumin*d eyes. 
May teach her where, beneath t^ moon. 
In earth or ocean li^ the boon, 
Thm charm that can restore so soon. 

An erring Spirit to the skies ! 

Cboer'd by this hope she bends her thither j — 

Still ki^ the rsdiait eye of Heaven, 

llor have the golden boweta of Even 
b the rich West begun to wither ; — 
When, o*er the vale of Balbkc, winging 

Slowly, she sees a (hild at phy, # 

AflKNig the roiy wild-flowers singing, 

Ae rosy and aa wild as they ; 
rhasing, with eager hands and eyes. 
The beaotifbl bfaMTdamsel^ies,* 
Tkit SoBer'd roond the jasmine stems, 
Ukm wiaged flowers or flying gems ; — 
lad, sear the boy, who, tir'd with play, 
Xsvr ■ealKng *mid dM roses lay, 
Ae enw r wearied nun dismount 

Frooa his hot steed, and on the brink 
Of ft small imaret's rustic fount . y 

fling him down to drink, 
his haggard brow he turned 

To the fair child, who fearless sat, 
Tlioog^ never yet hath day-beam bom*d 

Vpoa a brow more fierce than that,—* 
Sullenly fierce— « mixture dire. 
Like tluuder-cloods, of gloom and fire ! 

1 *^TIw Byrioz, or P&n*i pipe, ki Mill a pastoral insCm- 
aal is 8jn^**—RM»»tL 

ITte Temple of tke Bon at Bdbee. 

l*Toa belwldtbereaeoanderableiMiiiiberofarMBarka- 
^ipseiss of beaetifal ioMets, the etefanee of wboM ap- 
pirues and their attire procorsd tot then the aams of 



In which the Piri*s eye could read 
Dark tales of many a ruthless deed ; 
The minM maid — the shrine profkn*d — 
Oaths broken — and th^threshold stain'd 
With blood of guests ! — there written, all, 
BUu^k as the damning drops that fall 
From the doROuncing Ange^ pen. 
Ere mercy weeps them out again ! 

Yet tranquil now that man of crime 
(As if the balmy evening time 
Soften*d his spirit,) look*d and lay. 
Watching the rosy infant's play : — 
Though still, whene'er his eye by chance 
fell on the boy*a, its lurid gUtnce 

Met that unclouded, joyous gaze. 
As torches, that have burnt all night 
Through some impure and godless rite, 

EIncounter morning's glorious rays. 

But hatk ! the vesper-call to prayer. 

As slow the orb of daylight sets. 
Is rising sweetly on the air. 

From Stria's thousand minarets ! 
The boy has staited firom the bed 
Of flowers, where he had laid hi^ head. 
And down upon the fragranteod 

Kneels, with liis forehead to the aouth, 
lisping th' etemid name of God 

Trom purity's own d^nib mouth. 
And looking, while hie hands ajid eyes 
Are lifted to the glowing skies, 
Like a stray babe of Paradise, 
Just lighted on that flowery plain. 
And seeking for its home again ! 
Oh 'twas a sight— that Heav'n— that ChikU- 
A scene, which might have well beguil'd 
E'en haughty Eblis of a sigh 
For glories lost and peace gone by ! 

And ho^ fek Ae, the wretched Man, 
Reclining there ft ^while memory ran 
O'er many a year of guilt and strife. 
Flew o'er the dark flood of his life. 
Nor found one suimy resting-place. 
Nor brought him back one branch of grace ! 
** There uias a time," he said, in mild 
Heart-humbled tones — ^"thou blessed child ! 
When young, and haply pore as thou, 
I look'd and pray'd like thee — but now — ^" 
He hung his hea d eac h nobler aim 

And hope and feeling, which had slept 
From boyhood's hour, that instant came 

Fresh o'er him, and he wept— he wept ! 

Blest tears of soul-felt penitence ! 

In whose benign, redeeming flow 
b felt the first, the only sense 

Of guiltlesajoy that guilt can know. 

''There's a drop," said the Piri, *'that down from 

the moon 
Falls through the withering airs of June 
Upon Egitt*s land,* of so healing a power. 
So balmy a Tirtue, that e'en in the hour 



1 The Nacta, or Miracnioas Drop, which fklli in Egvpt, 
predaeljoa Saint Joho'i dav, in Jane, and is «&^7Mm1 >a 
have iheeilect of slopplDt u* \\afa%. 
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Thmt drop descendt, conUgion diet, 
And health reanimaces earth and skiei ! — 
Ohf IB it not tnus, thou man of sin, 

The precioQB tears of repentance fall? 
Though foul thy fiery, plagues within, 

One heavenly drop hath dispell'd them all.* 

And now — behold him kneeling then 
By the child's side, in humble prayer, 
While. the same sunbeams shine upon 
l^he guilty and the guiltless one, 
And hymns of joy proclaim through heaven 
The trinmph of a Sou4 forgiven ! 

'Twas when the golden orb had set, 
While on their knees they linger'd yet. 
There fell a light more lovely far 
Than ever^came from sun or star. 
Upon the tear, that, warm and meek, 
Dew'd that repentant sinner's cheek : 
To mortal eye this light might seem 
A Boithem flash, or meteor beam — 
But well the enrapturM PeRi knew * 
'Twas a bright smile the Angel threw 
From Heaven's gate, to hail that tear 
Iler harbinger oC glM;y near ! 

** Joy? joy for ©v^r • •^y- ^^^ w done — 
The gates are pass'd, and Heaven is won ! 
Oh ! am 1 not happy ? I am, I am-^ 

To thee, sweet Eden ! how dark and sad 
Are the diamond turrets of ^haBQKIam,' 
< And the fragrant bow'ers of Ambkrabad ! 
Farewell, ye odouife of Caith, that die. 
Passing away like a lover's sigh ; — 
My feast is now the Tooba tree.* 
Whose scent is the breath of Eternity ! 

** Farewell, ye vanishing flowers, that shone 
In my fairy wreath, so bright and brief, — 
Oh ! what are the brightest that e'er have blown. 
To the Lote-tree,. springing by Alla's HirOne,* 

Whose flowers have a soul in ewy leaf ! 
Joy, joy fpr ever ! — ^my task is done — 
The gates are pass'd, and Heav'n is won !" 



** And this," said the Great Chamberlain, ** is poetry! 
this flimsy manufacture of the brain, which, in com- 
parison with the lofly and durable monuments of 
genius, is as the gold filigree-work of Zamara beside 
the eternal architecture of Egypt !" After this gor- 
geous sentence, which, with a few more of the same 
kmd, Fadl ADEEM kept by him for rare and important 
occasions, he proceeded to the anatomy of the short 
poem just recited. The lax and easy kihd of metre 
in which it was written ought to be denounced, he 
■aid, as one of the leading causes of the alarming 

1 The CotiDtrr of Delight — the nnme of s Province in 
the kiofdrxn of Jioniilan. or Fairy Land, the capital of 
which ti called the City of Jewels. Amberabad ii another 
of the cities of Jinnistan. 

S " The tree Tooba, that lUuidi in Paradiae, in the palace 
of MahomeU'*— Sa/«'» Prelim. Dine. "Touba," tayt D' 
Herbelot^ *' tignifieit beatitude, or eternal happineas." 

3 Mahomet is described, in the 53d chapter of the Koran, 
as haviiif seen the An^el Gabriel, '^ by the lote-tree, beyond 
which there is no passing; near it is the Garden of Eternal 
Abode.** This tree, say the eommentators, stands in the 
•nreotb Hearen oo the right hand of the throos of God. . 



groyrth of poetry in our times. If some check were 
not given to this lawless facility, we should soon be 
overrun by a race of bards as numerous and as shal- 
low as t^e hundred and twenty thousand streaiBs of 
.Basra.' They who succeeded in this style deserved 
chastisement for their very success; — as warrion 
have been punished, even afler gaining a victoxy, 
because they had taken the liberty of gaining it^ an 
irregular or unestablished manner. What, then, was 
to be said to those who failed f to those who pre- 
stmied, as in the present lamentabU instance, to imi- 
tate the liG#nae and ease of the bolder sons f>f song, 
without any of ^t grace or vigour which gave a 
dignity evep to negligence— who, like them, flung the 
Jereed' carelessly, but not, like them, to the mark ;— 
" and who," said he, raising his voice to excite a pro- 
per degree of wakefulness in his hearers, ***contrive 
to appear heavy and constrained in the midst of all 
the latitude they have allowed themselves, like one 
of those young pagans that dance before the Prince«, 
who has the ingenuity to move as if her lisibs were 
fettered 'm a pair of l^e ligntest and lo6sest drawen 
of Masulipatam ." 

It was but little suitable, he continued, to the gnrt 
niairch of ^riticistn, to follow this fimtastical Peri, of 
whom tJiey had just heardpthrough all her flights and 
adventures between earth and heaven ; bat he couJd 
not Ji^lp adverting to the puerile conceitedness of the 
Three Qlfts which she is supposlSd to cany to the 
skies, — a drop of blood, fqrsoolfa, a ^igh, and a tear ! 
How tha first of these articles was deUvered into the 
Angel's^ radiant hand,", he professed lumself at a 
loss to discover ; arii as to the safe carriage <»f the 
sigh and the tear, such Peris ahd such poets were 
beings by far too incomprehensible fbr him erm to 
guess how they managed such matters. **But, in 
short," said he, "it is a waste of time and patience 
to dwell longer upon a diing so incurably fhvolous, 
— ^puny even among iti own pany race, and sach as 
only the Banyan Hospital for Sick Inaecta' abould 
undertake." 

In fain did Lalla Rookh [fj to sofien this uiezo> 
rable critic ; in vain did she resort to her moat elo- 
quent common-places, — reminding him that poeta, 
were a timid and sensitive race, whoae sweetnesi 
was not to* be drawn forth, like that of the fragrant 
grass near the Ganges, by crushing and trampling 
upon them; — that severity oflen destroyed every 
chance of the perfection which it demanded ; and 
that, afler all, perfection was like the Moimtain of 
the Talisman, — no one had ever yet reached its Buny- 
mit.* Neither these gentle axioms nor the still gentler 
looks with which they were inculcated, could lower 
for one instant the elevation of Fadladebn'b eye- 
brows, or charm him into any thing like encourage- 
ment, or even toleration, of her poet. Toleration, 

1 " It is said, that the rivers or streams of Basra were 
reckoned in dM time of Belal ben Abi Bordeh, and amounted 
to the number of uue hundred and twenty thousand streama.** 
—Kbn Haukal. 

3 The name of the javelin with which the Easterna ezer* 
cise. — See Castellan, M^rus des Otkonunu, torn. tiL p. 161. 

3 For a description of this Hospital of the Baoyaos, see 
Parson's Travels, p. 262. 

4 '^Near this is a corioiis hill, called Koh Taliare, th« 
Mountain of the Talisman, because, according to the tra* 
ditiont of the conntrjTi no psrMNi svsr snccasded in gaiaii^ 
its BommiL''— J~" 
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was noC^ among the weaknemea of Fadla- 
DSKic: — he carried the same spirit into matters of 
poetry and of religion, and, thpagh little Tersed in the 
beauties or suUimities of either, was a perfect master 
of the art of persecution m both. His zeal, too, was 
the «me in either pursuit ; whether the game before 
}am was pagans or poetasters, — worshippers of cows, 
Qt writers of epics. 

They ha4 now arrived at the splendid city of La- 
bore, whose mausoleums and shrines, magnificent 
aad numberless, where Death seemed to share equal 
bononiB with Heaven, would harp powerfully affiscted 
the heaft aiid imaginatiyn of Lalla Rookh, if feel- 
BifB more of this eaith had not taken entire posses- 
■on of her already. She was here met by messeii- 
gen despettihed from Caahmere, who informed her 
that the King had arrived in the Valley, and was him- 
self saperintending the sumptuous preparations that 
were makiarin the Saloons of the Shalimar for her 



rhich to a biide whose heart was free and 
lifht would have brought only images of afi<fttion 
and phmwirf, — convinced her that her peace was gone 
lor ever, aad that she was in love, irretrievably in love, 
with young Fkramorz. The veil, which this passion 
wean at fint, had fallen ofi; and to knoW that she 
loved was now as painful, aa to love wUkout knowing 
It, bad been delicious. FkramojUz too, — what misery 
would be his, if the sweet houra of interooiA'ae «o 
impradantly allowed them should have stolen into 
his heart the same fattd fkscination as into hen ; — if, 
BOtwitlMtandiiig her rank, and the modest homage he 
always paid to it^even he should have yielded to the 
iafluence of those long and happy interviews, where 
BDiHic, poetry, the delightful scenes of nature, — all 
tended to bring their hearts close together, and to 
waken by every means that too ready passion, which 
often, like the young of the desert-bird, is warmed 
into life by the eyes alone !' She saw but one way 
to preaenre henelf from being culpable as well as 
unhappy ; and this, however painful, she was resolved 
to adopt. Fkramorz must no more be adhiitted to 
her preaence. To have strayed so far into the dan- 
gerous labyrinth was wrong, but to linger in it while 
the clew was yet in her hand, would be criminal. 
Though the heart she had to offer to the King of 
Bucharia might be cold and broken, it should at least 
be pore ; and she must only try to forget the short 
vision of happiness she had enjoyed, — like that Ara- 
shepherd, who, in wandering into the wilder- 
caught a glimpse of the Gardens of Irim, and 
then lost them again for ever !^ 

The arrival of the young Bride at Lahore was cele- 
brated in the most enthusiastic manner. The Rigas 
and Omras in her train, who had kept at a certain 
distance during the journey, and never encamped 
Bearer to the Princess than was strictly necessary for 
her safeguard, here rode in splendid cavalcade through 
the city, and distributed the most costly presents to 
the crowd. Engines were erected in all the squares, 
which cast forth showers of confecticmary among 
dw people ; while the artisans, in chariots adorned 

1 ** The ArabisM believe that the ostriches hatch their 
fwat by only lookinf at them.*'— P. F«u<«fr«, ROoL € 



with tinsel and flymg streameia, eihibited the badgea 
of their respective trades through the streets. Such 
brilliant displays of life and pageantry among the 
palaces, and domes, and gilded minarets of Lahore, 
made the city altogether like a place of enchantment; 
— ^particularly on the day when Lalla Rookh set 
out ag^n tipon her journey, when she was accomk- 
panied to the gate by all the fairest and richest of the 
nobility, and rode along between ranks of beautifhl 
boys and girls, who waved plates of gold and silver 
flowers over their heads** as they went, and then 
threw them to be gathered by the populace. 

For many days after their departure from Lahore 
a considerdble degree of gloom hung over the whole 
par^. Lalla Rookh, who had hitended to make 
illness her excuse for not admitting the yocmg min- 
strel, as usual, to the pavilion, soon found that to 
feign indisposition was unnecessary; — Fadladkkn 
felt the loss of the good road they had hitherto travel* 



reception. Hie chill ahe felt on receiving this intel- [fedrand was very near cursing Jehan-Goire (of blessed 

memoiy!) for not having continued his delectable 
alley of trees,* at least as far as the mountains <^ 
Cashmere ; — ^while the ladies, who had nothing now 
to do all day but to be fanned by peacocks' fbathers 
and listen to FadladeCn, seemed heartily weary ef 
the life they led, and, in spite of all the Great Cham- 
berlain's criticism, w^re tasteless enough to wish for 
the poet again. One evening, as they were proceed- 
ing to their place of rest for the nif^t, the Princess, 
who, for the fteer enjoyment of the air, had mount- 
ed her fiivourite Arabian palfrey, in pasaing by a small 
grove, heard the notes of a lute flrom within its leaves, 
and a voice,, which ahe but too well knew, ainging the 
following words : — 

Tell me not of joys above. 
If that world can give no bhss, * 

Truer, happier than the Love 
Which enslaves our souls in this ! 

Tell me not of Houris' eyes ; — 
Far from me theif dangerous glow 

If those looks that hght the skies 
Wound like some that bum below. 

Who thst feels what Love is here. 
All its falsehood — all its pain- 
Would, for e'en Elysium's sphere, 
Risk the fatal dream again 7 

Who, that midst a desert's heat 
Sera the waters fade away. 

Would not rather die than meet 
Streams again as false aa they 7 

The tone of melancholy defiance in which these 
words .were uttered, went to Lalla Rookh'b heart, 
— and, as she reluctantly rode on, she could not help 
feeling it as a sad but sweet certainty, that Fxramors 
was to the full as enamoured and miseraUe as her- 
self. 

The place where they encamped that evening was 
the first delightful spot they had come to since they 
left Lahore. On one aide of them was a grove fhU 
of small Hindoo temples, and planted with the most 
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1 Ferishta. 

S The fioe road made by the Emperor Jeban-Guire frois 
Agfa to Lahore, planted with trees oq saohsi4s» 
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graceAil traet of the East; where the ta m t ri ii d , the 
5»-»— in, and the silken plantaini of Ceylon were min- 
gled in rich contrast with the high fan-like foUafe of 
the palmyra,— that favourite tree of the luxurious bird 
that lights up the chambers of its nest with fire-flies.' 
In the middle of the lawn, where the pavilion stood, 
there was a tank surrounded by small mangoe trees, 
on the clear cold waters of which floated multitudes 
6f the beautiful red lotus ; wliile at a distance stood 
the ruins of a strange and awful-looking tower, which 
seemed old enough to have been the temple of some 
religion no longer known, and which spoke the voice 
of desolation in the midst of all that bloom and love- 
liness. This singular ruin excited the wonder and 
conjectures of all. Lalla Rookh guessed in vain, 
and the all-pretending Fadladekn, who had never 
till this journey been beyond the precincts of Delhi, 
was proceeding most learnedly to show that he knew 
nothing whatever about the matter, when one of the 
ladies suggested, that perhaps Feramorz cauld 
satisfy their curiosity. They were now approaching 
his native mountains, and this tower might be a relic 
of sonae of those dark superatitions, which had pre- 
vailed in that country before the light of Islam dawned 
u(M>n it. The Chamberlain,* who usually preferred 
his own ignorance to the best knowledge that any one 
else could give him, was by no means pleased JMrith 
this ofllcious reference ; and the Princess, too, was 
about to inte{po8c a faint word of oljgection ; but, be- 
fore either of them could speak, a slave was despatch- 
ed for Feramorz, who, in a very few minutes, 
appeared before them, — looking so pale and unhappy 
in Lalla Uookh's eyes, that she already repented 
of her cruelty in having so long excluded him. 

That venerable tower, he told them, was the re- 
mains of an ancient Fire-Temple, built by those 
Ghebers or Persians of the old religion, who, many 
hundred years since, had fled hither from their Arab 
conquerors, preferring liberty and their altars in a 
foreign land to the alternative of apostacy or persecu- 
tion in their own. It was impossible, he added, not 
to feel interested in the many glorious but unsuccess- 
ful struggles, which had been made by these original 
natives of Persia to cast ofi* the yoke of their bigoted 
conquerors. Like their own Fire in the Burning 
Field at Bakou,' when suppressed in one place, they 
had but broken out with fresh flame in another ; and, 
as a native of Cashmere, of that fair and Holy Val- 
ley, which had in the same manner become the prey 
of strangers, and seen her ancient shrines and native 
princes swept away before the march of her intolerant 
invaders, he felt a sympathy, he owned, with the suf> 
ferings of the persecuted Ghebej^ which every monu- 
ment like this before them but tended more povverfully 
to awaken. 

It was the flrst time that Feramorz had evec ven- 
tured upon so much pro9e before Fadladekn, and it 
may easily be conceived what eflect such prose as this 
must have produced upon that most orthodox and 
most pogah-hating personage. He sat for some mi- 
nutes aghast, Maculating only at intervals, ** Bigoted 
conquerors !— sympathy with Fire-worshippers !" — 
while Feramorz, happy to take advantage of this 

I The Bays, or Indian Growbsak.— Sir W. Jtntt. 

S The ^ Agar aidaas** described by Ktmfftr, AmmuUL 



almost speechless horror of the Obamberlain, pro> 
ceeded to say that he knew a melancholy story, con- 
nected with the evenu of one of those brave struggles 
of the Fire-worshippers of Persia against their Arab 
masters, which, if the evening was not too far ad- 
vanced, he should have much pleasure in being 
allowed to relate to the Princess. It was impossible 
for Lalla Rookii to refuse ; — ^he had never before 
looked half so animated, and when he spoke of the 
Holy Valley his eyes had sparkled, she thought, like 
the talismanic characters on the scimitar of Solomon. 
Her consent was therefore readily granted, and while 
Fadladeen sat in' unspeakable dismay, expecting 
treason and^ abomination in etery line, the poet thus 
began his story oP— 

THE FIRE-V^ORSHIPPERS. 



'Tib moonlight over Oman's Sea ;' 

Her banks of pearl and palmy isjes 
Bask in the night-beam beaut^ously, 

Awd her Uue waters sleep in smiles. 
*Tis moonhght in Harmozia's* walls, 
And through her Emir's porphyry halls, 
Where, some hows since, was heard the swell 
Of trumpet and the clash of zel,' 
Bidding the bright-eyed sun farewell ; — 
The peaceful sun, whom better suits 

The^music of the bulbul's nest. 
Or the light touch of lovers* lutes. 

To sing him to his golden rest ! 
All hush'd-^here*s not a breeze in motion , 
The shore is silent as the ocean. * 
If zephyrs come, so Ught they come. 

Nor leaf is stirr'd nor wave is driven ;— 
The wind-tower on the Emir's dome^ 

Can hardly win a breath from heaven. 
E'en he, that tyrant Arab, sleeps 
Cahn, while a nation round him weeps ; 
While curses load the air he breathes. 
And falchions from unnumber'd sheaths 
Are startkig to avenge the shame , 
His race had brought on Iran's* name. 
Hard, heartless Chief, unmov'd alike 
Mid eyes that weep and swords that strike ;— 
One of that saintly, murderous brood. 

To carnage and the Koran given. 
Who think through unbeUevers* blood 

Lies their directest path to heaven: 
One, who will pause and kneel unshod 

In the warm blood his hand hath pour'd. 
To mutter o'er some text of God 

Engraven on his reeking sword ;*— 
Nay, who can coolly note the line, 
The letter of thoee words divine. 
To which his blade, with searching art. 
Had sunk into its victim's heart ! 



1 The Persian Gulf, ■ometimee so called, which seperales 
the ihores of Persia and Arabia. 

2 The preeeot Gomharoon, a town on the Peraisn side of 
the Gulf. 

3 A Mooriih iostnunent of maiie. 

4 " At Gombaroon and other places in Fecaia, they have 
towera for the parpoee of catching the wind, and eooliag 
the bouiee.** — L$ Bmy». 

5 " Iran is the true general name of the empire of Penua.** 
— 4»iat. Re*. Disc. 5. 

6 '* On the blades of their scimitara soma vsiss fross the 
Koran is usually inscribed.**— Jliu«c{. 
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Jolt Ajlla ! what muat be thy kMk, 

When mich a wretch before thee atanda 
UaUiiahiDg, with thy Sacred Book, 

Tuniiiig the leavea with blood-atainM baada, 
And wreating Aroin ita page aublime 
Hia creed of kiat and hate and crime 7 
E'en as thoae beea of Trkbizoitd, — 

Which, from the sunnieat honra that glad 
With their pure amile the gardena roond. 

Draw venom foith that drivea men mad !* 
Never did fierce Arabia aend 

A aalrap forth more direlj great ; 
Never waa Iran doom*d to bend 

B eaeat h a yoke of deadlier weight. 
Her throne had fall'n— her pride waa cruah*dr— 
Her aona were willing alavea, nor bluah'd 
In their own knd-Hio more their own,-* 
To crooch b en eath a atranger'a throne. 
Her toweia, where Mithra once had bam'd. 
To Moalem ahrin^i— oh ahame ! were tara*d. 
Where alavea, converted bj the aword. 
Their mean, apoaUte worahip pour'd. 
And cnri*d the faith their airea ador'd. 
Yet haa ahe hearta, mid all this ill. 
O'er all thia wrack high buoyant aCiH 
With hope and vengeance : — hearta that yet, 

like gems, in darkness issuing rays 
Tliey*ve treeaur'd from the sun that's set. 

Beam aU the light of long-loat days ! — 
And swords she hath, nor weak nor tlow 

To aecond all such hearta can dare ; 
Aa he ahall know, well, dearly know. 

Who sleeps in moonlight luxury there, 
IVanquil as if hb spirit lay 
Becaim*d in Heaven's approving ray ! 
Slecy on — for purer eyes than thine 
Thoae wavea are huah'd, thoae planeta ahine. 
Sleep on, and be thy rest uiunov'd 

By the white moonbeam's dazzling power : 
None but the loving and the lov'd 

Should be awake at thia aweet hour. 



And see — where, high above those rocka 

Tliat o*er the deep their shadows fling. 
Yon turret stands ; where ebon locks, 

As ^ossy as a heron's wing 

tJpon the turban of a King,* 
Hang from the lattice, long and wild. — 
'Tia ahe, that Emir's blooming child, 
AU truth, and tenderness, and grace. 
Though bom of such ungentle race ; 
An image of Youth's radiant Fountain 
^yringing in a desolate mountain !' 
Oh what a pore and sacred thing 

la beauty, curtain'd from the sight 
Of the gross world, illumining 

One only mansion with her light ! 
Unseen by man's disturbing eye, — 

Hie flower, that blooma beneath the aea 
Too deep for sunbeama, doth not lie 



1 ** There ii s kind of RhododendtM about TiebtsoDd, 
whow floweri the bee feeds upon, sod the hooey thence 
drives people mad." — Townufort. 

9 ** Their kin^ wear plumee of black heron*t featheis 
•pea the rifht side, ai a badfe of ■overeignty.'*— Hanwsf . 

3 '* The Founuin of Youth, hj a Mahometan tradition, 

w •:iaaied in socne dark region of^the Eaat**— ittfcAarrfsea. 
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Hfd in more chaste obacurity ! 
So, HiiTDA, have thy fkce and mind. 
Like holy myateriea, lain enahrin'd. 
And oh what transport for a lover 

To lift the veil that ahadea them o*er 1^ 
Like those, who, all at (mce, diacover 

In the lone deep aome fhiry ahore. 

Where mortal never trod before, 
And sleep and wake in acented aira 
No lip haid ever breath'd but thein ! 

Beautiful are the maids that glide 

On summer-eves, through Yemen's' dales ; 
And bright the glancing looks they hide 

Behind their litters* roseate veila; — 
And brides, as delicate and fair 
As the white jasmin'd flowers they wear. 
Hath Yemen in her blissfhl clime. 

Who, lull'd in cool kiosk or bower, 
Before their mirrors count the time. 

And grow still lovelier every hour. 
But never yet hath bride or maid 

In ARABY'a gay Harams smil'd. 
Whose boasted bri^tness would not fade 

Before Al HASSAN'a blooming child. 

Light as the angel ahapea that bless 
An infant's dream, yet not the leaa 
Rich in all woman's loveliness ; — 
With eyes so pure, that from their ray 
Dark Vice would turn abash'd away, 
Blinded, like serpents when they gaze 
Upon the emerald'a virgin blaze !* — 
Yet, fill'd with all youth's sweet desires, 
Mingling the meek and vestal firea 
Of other worlds vrith all the bliss. 
The fond, weak tenderness of this ! 
A soul, too, more than half divine, 

Where, through aome shadea of earthly fbeling^ 
Religion'a soflen'd glories shine, 

like light through summer foliage stealing, 
Shedding a glow of -auch mild hue. 
So warm, and yet ao shadowy too, 
Aa makes the very darkneaa there 
More beautiful than light elsewhere ! 
Such is the maid, who, at this hour. 

Hath riaen from her restless sleep. 
And sits alone in that high bower. 

Watching the still and shuiing deep. 
Ah ! 'twas not thua^ — with tearful eyea 

And beating hearty— ahe ua'd to gaze 
On the magnificent earth and skies. 

In her own land, in happier daya. 
Why looks she now ao anxious down 
Among those rocks, whose rugged frown 
' Blackens the mirror of the deep 7 
Whom waits she all thia lonely night 7 

Too rough the rocka, too bold the ateep, 
For man to acale that turret's height ! — 

So deem*d at leaat her thoughtful aire. 

When high, to catch the cool nig^t air 
After the day-beam'a withering fire,' 



1 Arabia Felix. 

8 " ThcT Mjrthat if a inako or terpent fix hb eyes on the 
Itntre of tboM itonet (emeraldt,) he immediately becomes 
blind.**— ^Aw<I *•» Jlbdalaiix^ Treaties on Jewels. 

3 *« At Ooabarsott and the Isle of Omas U is I 
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He bailt her bower of fVeshnefls there, 
nd had it deck*d with costliest skill, 
And fondly thought it safe as fair : — 
hink, reverend dreamer ! think so still, 
Nor wake to learn what Love can dare — 
ove, all-defying Love, who sees 

charm in trophies won with ease ; — 
liose rarest, dearest fruits of bliss 

re pluck*d on Danger's precipice ! 

older than they, who dare not dive 

For pearls, but when the sea 's at rest, 

Dve, in the tempest most alive. 

Hath ever held that pearl the best 

e finds beneath the stormiest water ! 

e»— >Araby's unrivall'd daughter, 

hough high that tower, that rock-way rude, 

There's one who, but to kiss thy cheek, 

^oold climb th' untrodden solitude 

Of Ararat's tremendous peak,' 

nd think its steeps, though dark and dread, 

eav'n's path-ways, if to thee they led ! 

'en now thou seest the flashing spray, 

bat lights his oar's impatient way : 

'en now thou hear'st the sudden shock 

r his swift bark against the rock, 

nd stretchest down thy arms of snow, 

1 if to lift him from below ! 

ke her to whom, at dead of night, 

tie bridegroom, with his locks of light,* 

ime, in the flush of love and pride, 

nd Bcal'd the terrace of his bride ; — 

lien, as she saw him rashly spring, 

[id mid-way up in danger cling, 

le flung him down her long black hair, 

[claiming, breathless, ** There, love, there !** 

nd scarce did manlier nerve uphold 

The hero Zal in that fond hour, 

lian wings the youth, who, fleet and bold 

Now climbs the rocks to Hinua's bower. 

!e— light as up their granite steeps 

The rock-goats of Arabia clamber.' 

iarless from crag to crag he leaps. 

And now Is in the maiden's chamber. 

le loves — ^but knows not whom she loves. 

Nor what his race, nor whence he came ; — 

ke one who meets, in Indian groves. 

Some beauteous bird, without a name, 

■ought by the last ambrosial breeze, 

t>m isles in the undiscover'd seas, 

9 show his plumage for a day 

9 wondering eyes, and wing away ! 

'ill he thus fly — ^her nameless lover 7 

Alia forbid ! 'twas by a moon 

I fair as this, while singing over 

Some ditty to her soft Kanoon,* 



hot, that the people are obliged to lie all day in the wa- 
."— JIfttre* Polo. 

1 Thie mountain is generally suppoaed to be InacceMible. 

2 In one of the books of the Bbkh N&nieb, when Zal (a 
Icbrated hero of Persia, remarkable for hie white hair) 
inee to the terrace of his mistre»t Rodahver at night, ahe 
a down her long treeiee to aniat him in hia aaconi ; — he, 
iwever, managea it in a leaa romantic way, by fixing hii> 
aok in a prctiectioc beam.— See Ckampionrs Ftrdosu 

3 » On the lofty hilla of Arabia Petra are rock-goats.**— 

4 K^amin, «p«cs de paaltMion, avM d« eordM ds boyanx; 



Alone, at this same watching hour. 

She first beheld his radiant eyes 
Gleam through the lattice of the bower. 

Where nightly now they mix their ligfas ; 
And thought some spirit of the air 
(For what could waft a mortal there 7) 
Was pausing on his moonUght way 
To listen to her lonely lay ! 
This fancy ne'er hath left her mind : 

And though, when terror's swoon had past. 
She saw a youth, of mortal kind. 

Before her in obeisance cast, — 
Yet often since, when he hath spoken 
Strange, awful words,^ — and gleams have bfokm 
From his dark eyes, too bright to bear, 

Oh ! she hath fear'd her soul was given 
To some unhallow'd child of air. 

Some erring Spirit, cast from Heaven, 
Like those angelic youths of old. 
Who bum'd for nuiids of mortal mould, 
Bewilder'd left the glorious skies. 
And lost their Heaven for woman's eyes ! 

Fond girl ! nor fiend, nor angel he, 
Who woos thy young simpUcity ; 
But one of earth's impassion'd sons, 

As warm in love, as fierce in ire. 
As the best heart whose current runs 

Full of the Day-God's living fire ! 

But quench'd to-night that ardour seems, 

And pale his cheek, and sunk his brow : 
Never before, but in her dreams. 

Had she beheld him pale as now : 
And those were dreams of troubled sleep. 
From which 'twas joy to wake and weep 
Visions that will not be forgot. 

But sadden every waking scene. 
Like warning ghosts, that leave the spot 

All wither'd where they once have been ! 

*' How sweetly," said the trembling maid. 
Of her own gentle voice afraid. 
So long had they in silence stood. 
Looking upon that tranquil flood — 
** How sweetly does the moonbeam smile 
To-night upon yon leafy isle ! 
Oft, in my fancy's wanderings, 
I've wish'd that little isle had wings. 
And we, within its fairy bowers. 

Were wafted ofi* to seas unknown. 
Where not a pulse should beat but ouiv. 

And we might live, love, die alone — 
Far from the cruel and the cold — 

Where the bright eyes of angels only 
Should come around us to behold 

A paradise so pure and lonely ! 
Would this be world enough for thee ?"— > 
Playful she tum'd, that he might see 

The passing smile her cheek put on ; 
But when she mark'd how mournfully 

His eyes met hers, that smile was gone ; 
And bunting imo heart-felt tears, 
•* Yes, yes," she cried, " my hourly feara. 
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lea damea en toucbsnt dana le serrail, aver dee d6cailles 
arm^ea de pointea de coco.**— TVitrmt, trmulated by IM 
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My dreams hftTe boded all too right — 
We pait — for ever part — to-night '. 
I knew, I knew it could not last — 
Twaa bright, 'twas heavenly, but 'tis past ! 
Oh ! ever thus, from childhood's houi^ 

Fve seen my fondest hopes decay ; 
I never lov'd a tree or flower, 

But 'twas the first to fade away. 
I never nurs'd a dear gazelle, 

To glad me with its soil black eye, 
Bat when it came to know me well. 

And love me, it was sure to die ! 
Now too — the joy most like divine. 

Of mil I ever dreamt or knew. 
To see thee, hear thee, call thee mine — 

Oh misery ! must I lose that too 7 
Yet go— on periTs brink we meet ; — 

lliose IHgfatful rocks— that treacherous 
No, never come again — though sweet, 

Tliougfa heaven — it may be death to thee. 
Farewell — and blessings on thy way, 

Where'er thou goest, beloved stranger ! 
Better to sit and watch that ray, 
And think thee safe, though far away. 

Than have thee near me, and in danger !" 
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* Danger !— oh, tempt me not to boast,' 
The youth ezclaim'd — ^^thou little know'st 
What he can brave, who, bom and nurst 
In Danger's paths, has dar'd her worst ! 
Upon whose ear Uie signal-word 

Of strife and death is hourly breaking ; 
Who sleeps with head upon the sword 

His fever'd had must grasp in waking ! 
Danger!—" 

" Say on — thou fear'st not then, 
And we may meet — oft meet again ?" 

" Oh ! look not so — beneath the skies 
I now fear nothing but those ejea. 
If aught on earth could charm or force 
My spirit from its destin'd course, — 
If aught could make this soul forget 
The bond to which its seal is set, 
TVould be those eyes ; — they, only they. 
Could melt that sacred seal away ! 
But no — 'tis fiz'd — ivty awful doom 
Is fiz'd— on this side of the tomb 
We meet no more — ^why, why did Heaven 
Mingle two souli that earth has riven. 
Has rent asunder wide as ours ? 
Oh, Arab maid ! as soon the Powers 
Of Light and Darkness may combine. 
As I be liak'd with thee or thine ! 
Thy father- 
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•* Holy Alla save 

Hjs gray-liead from that lightning glance ! 
Thou know'st him not — he loves the brave 

Nor lives there under heaven's ezpanae 
One who would prize, would worship thee^ 
And thy bold spirit, more than he. 
Oft when, in childhood, I have play'd 

With the bright falchion by his side, 
Pve heard him swear his lisping maid 

In time should be a warrior's bride. 



And still, whene'er, at Haram hours, 
I take him cool sherbets and flowersi 
He tells me, when in playful mood, 

A hero shall my bridegroom be. 
Since maids are best in battle woo'd. 

And won with sliouts of victory ! 
Nay, turn not from me — thou alone 
Alt form'd to make both hearts thy own. 
Go—join his sacred ranks — thou know'st 

Th' unholy strife these Persians wage : — 
Good Heav'n that frown !— «'en now thou glow's! 
With more than mortal warrior's rage. 
Haste to the camp by morning's light. 
And, when that sword is rais'd in fight, 
Oh, still remember Love and I 
Beneath its shadow trembling lie ! 
One victoiy o'er those Slaves of Fire, 
Those impious Ghebers, whom my sire 

Abhors '* 

** Hold, hold — thy words are death—** 

The stranger cried, as wild he flung 
His msQtle back, and show'd beneath 

The Gheber belt that round him clung.' 
** Here, maiden look — weep — blush to see 
All that thy sire abhors in me ! 
Yes—/ am of that impious race, 

Those Slaves of Fire, who, mom and even, 
Hail their Creator's dwelling-place 

Among the living lights of heaven !* 
Yes — / am of that outcast few, 
To Iran and to vengeance true, 
Who curse the hour your Arabs came 
To desolate our shrines of flame. 
And swear, before God's burning eye. 
To break our country's chains, or die 
Thy bigot sire — nay, tremble not — 

He who gave birth to those dear eyes, 
With me is sacred as the spot 

From which our fires of worship rise ! 
But know — 'twas he I sought that night, 

When, from my watch-boat on the 
I caught this turret's glimmering lig^t, 

And up the rude rocks desperately 
Rush'd to my prey — thou know'st the 
I climb'd the gory vulture's nest. 
And found a trembling dove within ;— 
Thine, thine the victoiy — thine the sin — 
If Love hath made one thought his own, 
That Vengeance claims first — ^last—alone ! 
Oh ! had we never, never met. 
Or could this heart e'en now forget 
How link'd, how bless'd we might have been. 
Had Fate not frown'd so dark between, 
Hadst thou been bom a Persian maid. 

In neighbouring valleys had we dweh. 
Through the same fields in childhood play'd. 

At the same kindling altar knelt, — 
Then, then, while all those nameless ties. 



1 "Tbey [the Gheben] Uy m much itreM on the cusIms 
or firdle, m not to dare to be an instant without it.** — 
Gros€*$ VoyB^e. " Le jeuoe bomme nia d*abord la oboes ; 
mail, ayant ^tt dtpouill^ do ta robe, et la large eointure 

Su'il portaitcommeGbebr,'* etc. etc. — D*Utrbdot^ art. Af- 
uani. 

8 " They auppoae Ibe Throne of thw Almi|htj is seated io 
the sun, and hence their worship of that lumioary.** — H4m 
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In which the chann of Conntiy lies, 
Had round our hearts been hourly spun. 
Till Iran's cause and thine were one ; — 
While in thj lute's awakening sigh 
I heard the voice of days gone by, 
And saw in every smile of thine 
Returning hours of glory shine ! — 
While the wrong>d Spirit of our Land 

Liv'd, look'd, and spoke her wrongs through thee — 
God ! who could then this sword withstand ? 

Its very flash were victory ! 
But now— estranged, divorced for ever, 
Far as the grasp of Fate can sever ; 
Our only ties what Love has wove, — 

Faith, friends, and country, snnder'd wide ; — 
And then, then only, true to love. 

When false to all that's dear beside ! 
Thy father Iran*b deadliest foe— 
Thyselfj perha^, e'en now — but no— 
Hafe never look'd so lovely yet ! 

No— sacred to thy soul will be 
The land of him who could forget 

All but that bleeding land for thee ! 
When other eyes shall see, unmov'd. 

Her widows mourn, her warriors fall, 
Thou'lt think how well one Gheber lov'd. 

And for Ms sake thou'lt weep for all ! 

Bat look ^ 

With sudden start he tum'd 

And pointed to the distant wave. 
Where lights, like ehamel meteors, bum'd 

Bluely, as o'er some seaman's grave ; 
And fiery darts, at intervals,' 

Flew up all sparkling from the main, 
As if each star that nightly fklls. 

Were shooting back to heaven again. 

^ My signal-lights ! — I must away — 

Both, both are ruin'd, if I stay. 

Farewell — sweet life ! diou cling'st in vain— 

Now — Vengeance !— I am thine again." 

Fiercely he broke away, nor stopp'd 

Nor look*d — but from the lattice dropp'd 

Down nid the pointed crags beneath. 

As if he fled from love to death. 

While pale and mute young Hinda stood. 

Nor mov'd, till in the silent flood 

A momentary plunge below 

Startled her from her trance of woe ; 

Shrieking she to the lattice flew,— 

** I come — I come — if in that tide 
Thou sleep'st to-night— Pll sleep there too. 
In death's cold wedlock by thy side. 
Oh ! I would ask no happier bed 

Than the chill wave my love lies under ; — 
Sweeter to rest together dead. 

Far sweeter, than to live asunder !" 
But no— their hour is not yet come — 

Again she sees his pinnace fly. 
Wafting him fleetly to his home. 

Where'er that ill-starr'd home may lie; 



1 *'Tbe MsmelukM that were in the other boat, when it 

was dark, lued to ahoot op a •on of fiery arrow* into the 

'^"f^o"* "*"*• meMure resembled lightning or fklling 



And calm and smooth it seem'd to win 
Its moonlight way before the wind, 

As if it bore all peace within. 
Nor left one breaking heart behind. 



The Princess, whose heart was sad enou^ already, 
could have wished that Feramorz had chosen a leas 
melancholy story ; as it is only to the happy that tears 
are a luxury. Her ladies, however, were by no 
means sorry that love was once more the Poet's 
theme ; for, when he spoke of love, they said, his 
voice was as sweet as if he had chewed the leaves of 
that enchanted tree, which grows over the tomb of 
the musician, Tan-Sein. 

Their road all the morning had lain through a very 
dreary country ; — through valleys, covered with a low 
bushy jungle, where, in more than one place, the 
awful signal of the bamboo staff", with the white flag 
at its top, reminded the traveller that in that very 
spot the tiger had made some human creature hk vic- 
tim. It was therefore with much pleasure that they 
arrived at sunset in a safe and lovely glen, and en- 
camped under one of those holy trees, whose smooth 
columns and spreading roofs seem to destine them 
for natural temples of religion. Beneath the shade, 
some pious hands had erected pillars omamenlad 
with the most beautiful porcelain, which now sap- 
plied the use of mirrors to the young maidens, as they 
adjusted their hair in descending from the palankeens. 
Here while, as usual, the Princess sat listening 
anxiously, with Fadladeen in one of his loftiest 
moods of criticism by her side, the young Poet, lean- 
ing against a branch of the tree, thus continued hia 
story: — 

The mom hath risen clear and calm. 

And o'er the Green Sea* palely ahines. 
Revealing Bahrein's gmrea of palm. 

And lighting Kibhma's* amber vines. 
Fresh smell the shores of Araby, 
While breezes from the Indian sea 
Blow round Selam a's' sainted cape. 

And curl the shining flood beneath,— 
Whose waves are rich with many a gr^Ms, 

And cocoa-nut and flowery wreath, 
Which pious seamen, as they pass'd, 
Had tow'rd that holy headland cast- 
Oblations to the Genii there 
For gentle skies and Ineezes fkir ! 
The nightingale now bends her flight 
From the high trees, where all the night 

She sung so sweet, with none to listen , 
And hides her from the morning star 

Where thickets of pomegranate glisten 
In the clear dawn, — bespangled o'er 

With dew, whose night-drops would not stain 



1 The Pewian Gulf.—" To dive for poarb in the Ofeen 
Sea, or Persian Golf.**— Str IF. Jenc*. 

S Itlandt in the Golf 

3 Or Selemeh, the genuine name of the headland at tho 
entrance of the Gulf, commonly called Cape Moaseldoin 
"The Indiana, when they paaa the promontory, throw 
cocoa-nota, fruita, or flowera into the asa to aecure a pro- 
pitioua voyage.**— AfoTMr. 
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Hw best and brightest scimetar* 
TbMi ^jer joulhAil SuHtn wore 
On tbe fiist morning of hk reign ! 

And see — the San himself! — on wings 
Of giory up the East he spcings. 
Angel of Light ! who, from the dme 
Those heavens began their march snblime. 
Hath first of all the starry choir 
Trod in his Maker's steps of fire ! 

Where are the days, thou wondrous sphere, 
When iKAJt, like a sun-flower, tumM 
To meet that eye wbere*er it burnM ? — 

When, from the banks of Bendkjieeii 
To the nut-groves of Samarcand 
Thy temples flam'd o*er all the land 7 
Where are they 7 ask the shades of them 

Who, on Cajhbssia's' bloody plains. 
Sew fierce invaders plnck the gem 
From Iran's broken diadem. 

And bind her ancient faith in chains : — 
Aak the poor exile, cast alone 
Ob foreign shores, unlov*d, unknown, 
Beyond the Caspian's Iron Gates,' 

Or on the snowy Mossian mountains. 
Far from his beanteons land of dates. 

Her jasmine bowers and sunny fountains ! 
Yet happier so than if he trod 
His own belov'd bat blighted sod. 
Beneath a despot stranger's nod !-* 
Oh ! he would rather houseless roam 

Where Freedom and his God may lead. 
Than be the sleekest slave at home 

That crooches to the conqueror's creed ! 
Is Iran's pride then gone for ever, 

Qnench'd with tbe flame in Mithra's caves 7^ 
No— she has sons that never-~never— 

Will stoop to be the Moslem's slaves. 

While heaven has light <Nr earth has graves. 
Spirits of fire, that brood not long, 
Bat flash resentment back for wrong ; 
And iMaxts, where, slow but deep, the seeds 
Of vengeance ripen into deeds ; 
TUl, in some treacherous hoar of calm. 
They borst, like Zbilan's giant palm,* 
Whose bods fly open with a sound 
That shakes the pigmy forests round ! 

Yes, Emir ! he, who scal'd that tower, 
And, had he reach'd thy slumbering breast. 

Had taug^ thee, in a Gheber's power 
How safe e'en tyrants heads may rest^- 

Is one of many, brave as he. 

Who loathe tl^ hanghtr raoe and thee ; 



1 In speakiiiff of tbs elimala of Bhiras, Franeklin MjSf 
* tho dew is of mich a pure nstore, that, if the brightest 
scimitar ihoaki be exposed to it all oigbt, it would not re- 
erire the least met" 

S The plaee where the Peniaas were fioallj defeated by 
tbs Arabs, and their ancieot monarchj deetroved. 

3 Derbend. — ** Lee Turei appelleDt cette rille Demir Cap! 
Poets de Fer : ee sont lee Csapia Porta dee aaciaoa.**— £>' 
HtrMoL 

4 Tbe Talpot or Talipot tree.— "This beautiful palm- 
trse, which grows in the heart of tbe foreets, may be clamed 
asMMg the loftiest trees, and becomes still higher when on 
the pomt of banting forth (torn its leafy summit. The sbeaih 
which then envelopes the flower is rery large, and, when it 
bursts, makee an explosioa Uks the rsport of a cannon.** — 



Who, though they know the strife is vain:— 

Who, though they know the riven rhain 

Snaps but to enter in the heart 

Of him who rends its links apart. 

Yet dare the issue— blest to be 

E'en for one bleeding moment free. 

And die in pangs of hbeity ! 

Thou know'st them well — 'tis some moons since 

Thy turban'd troops and blood-red flags, 
Thou satrap of <« bigot Prince ! 

Have swann'd among these Green Sea engs ; 
Yet here, e'en here, a sacred band. 
Ay, in the portal of that land 
Thou, Arab, dar'st to call thy own. 
Their spears across thy path have thrown ; 
Here— ere the winds half wing'd thee o\ 
Rebellion brav'd thee fh>m the shore. 

RebeUion ! foul, dishonouring word. 

Whose wrongful blight so of^has stain'd 
The holiest cause that tongue or sword 

Of mortal ever lest or gain'd. 
How many a spirit, bom to bless. 

Hath sunk beneath that withering name, 
Whom but a day' a, an hour's, success 

Had wafled to eternal fame ! 
As exhalations when they burst 
From the warm earth, if chill'd at first. 
If check'd in soaring fh>m the plain. 
Darken to fogs and sink again ; — 
But if they once triumphant spread 
Their wings above the moiutain-head. 
Become enthron'd in upper air, 
And turn to sim-lnright glories there ! 

And who is he, that wields the might 

Of Freedom on the Green Sea brink. 
Before whose sabre's daxaling light 

The eyes of Ykm en's warriors wink 7 
Who comes embower'd in the spears 
Of Kerman's hardy mountaineers 7— ^ 
Those mountaineeis, that, truest, last. 

Cling to their country's ancient rites. 
As if that God whose eyelids cast 

Their closing gleam on Iran's heij^its, 
Among her snowy mountains threw 
The last light of his worship too ! 

'Tis Hafed — ^name of fear, whose soimd 
Chills like the muttering of a chann ; — 

Shout but that awful name around, 
And palsy shakes the manliest arm. 

'Tis Haveo, most accurst and dire 

(So nmk'd by Moslem hatetend ire) 

Of aU the rebel Sons of Fire ! 

Of whose malign, tremendous power 

The Arabs, at their mid-watch hour 

Such tales of fearful wonder tell. 

That each aflTrighted sentinel 

PuUs down his cowl upon his eyes. 

Lest Hafed in the midst should rise ! 

A man, they say, of monstrous birth, 

A mingled race of flame and earth. 

Sprung from those old, enchanted kings,' 
Who in their fairy hehns, of yore. 



1 Tahmuias, and other ancient kings of Persia, wboss 
adventures in Fairy Land among the ^is and Dives SMy 
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A fetther fh>iii the m jatie wing* 

Of the Simoori^ reaintleM wore ; 
And gifted by the Fienda of Fire, 
Who groan to lee their Bhrinea ezpirf, 
With channs that, all in rain withstood, 
Would droMrn the Koran's light in blood ! 

Such were the tales that won belief. 

And sach the colouring Fancy gave 
To a young, warm, and dauntless Chieff — 

One who, no more than mortal brave, 
Fou^t for the land his soul ador'd, 

For happy homes, and altars free, — 
His only talisman, the sword. 

His only spell-word. Liberty ! 
One of that ancient hero line, 
Al<ftag whose glorious current shine 
Names that have sanctified their blood ; 
As LkbanonV small mountain flood 
b renitered holy by the ranks 
Of sainted cedars on its banks !* 
*Twas not for him to crouch the knee 
Tamely to Moslem tyranny ; — 
"Twaa not for him, whose soul was cast 
In the bright mould of ages past. 
Whose melancholy spirit, fed 
With all the glories of the dead. 
Though fram'd for Iran's happiest yean, 
Was bom among her chains and tears ! 
"Twas not for him to swell the crowd 
Of slavish heads, that, shrinking, bow'd 
Before the Moslem, as he pass'd, 
like shrubs ben^th the poison blast — 
No— ^ he fled, indignant fled 

The pageant of his country's shame ; 
While every tear her children shed 

Fell on his soul like drops of flame ; 
And as a lover hails the dawn 

Of a first smile, so welcom'd he 
The sparkle of the first sword drawn 
For vengeance and for libeity ! 

But vain was valour — ^vain the flower 
Of KsEMAN, in that deathful hour, 
Against Al Hassan's whelming power. 
In vain they met him, helm to helm, 
Upon the^thraabold of that realm 
He came in bigot pomp to sway, 
And with their corpses block'd his way — 
In vain— for every lance they rais'd, 
Thooaands around the conqueror blaz'd ; 
For every arm that lin'd their shore, 
Myriads of slaves wen^afted o'er — 
A bloody, bold, and countless crowd. 
Before whose swarms as fkst they bow'd 
As dates beneath the locust cloud ! 

Tlwre stood— but one short league away 
F^om old Hakmozia's suhry bay — 
A rocky mountain, o'er the Sea 
Of Oflaan beetling awfitlly : 



be fcond in Riohardaon** earioiu DisMrtatioo. The griiBn 
Kmoo^h, tbmy tay, took tome feathers from her breast for 
Tahnaras, with which he adorned hia helmet, and trans- 
mitted them afterwarda to hia deaceodanta. 

I Thia rivulet, aaya Oaodioi, ia called the Holy River, 
Wssi ths " eedar<eaiiita,** ameof which it riaea. 



A last and solitary link 

Of those stupendous chains that reach 
From the broad Caspian's reedy brink 

Down winding to the Green Sea beach. 
Around its base the bare rocks stood. 
Like naked giants, in the flood, 

As if to guard the Gulf across ; 
While, on its peak, that brav'd the sky, 
A ruin'd temple tower'd, so high 

That oft the sleeping albatross^ 
Struck the wild ruins with her wing, 
And ftt>m her cloud-rock'd slumbering 
Started — to find man's dwelling there 
In her own silent fields of air ! 
Beneath, terrific caverns gave 
Dark welcome to each stormy wave 
That das)i'd, like midnight revellers, in ; — 
And such the strange, mysterious din 
At times throughout those caverns roll'd ;— 
And such the fearful wonders told 
Of restless sprites imprison'd there. 
That bold were Moslem, who would dare, 
At twilight hour, to steer bin skiff 
Beneath the Gheber's lonely cliff. 

On the land side, those towers sublime, 
That seem'd above the grasp of Time/ 
Were sever'd fh>m the haunts of men 
By a wide, deep, and wizard glen. 
So fathomless, so ftill of gloom, 

No eye could pierce the void b^ween ; 
It seem'd a place where Gholes might come 
With their foul banquets from the tomb^ 

And in its caverns fiaed unseen. 
Like distant thunder, fh>m below. 

The sound of many torrents came ; 
Too deep for eye or. ear to know 
If 'twere the sea's imprison'd flow. 

Or floods of ever-restless flame. 
For each ravine, each rocky spire 
Of that vast mountain stood on fire ;* 
And, though for ever past the days 
When God was worshipp'd in the blaze 
Tliat from its lofty altar shone, — 
Hiough fled the Priests, the votaries gone. 
Still did the mighty flame bum on 
Through chance and change, through good and itt^ 
Like its own God's eternal will. 
Deep, constant, bright, unquenchable ! 

Tliither the vanquish'd Hapkd led 

His little army's last remains ;— 
** Welcome, terrific ^n !" he said, 
*'Thy gloom, that Eblis' self might dread. 

Is heaven to him who flies from chains !" 
O'er a dark, narrow bridge-way, known 
To him and to his Chiefs alone. 
They cross'd the chasm and gain'd the towers ;-« 
** This home," he cried, ** at least is ours— 
Here we may bleed, unmock'd by hymns 

Of Moslem triimiph o'er our head ; 
Here we may fkU, nor leave our limbs 

To quiver to the Moslem's tread ; 



1 Theae btrda aleep in the air. They are moat c«/mmi/« 
about the Cape of Good-IIone. 

% The Ghebera feneralljr built their templea over aaJkaa 
raneooa fires. 
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8lreich*d on thii rock, iihile yulture*! beaki 
Are whetted on oar yet warm cheeks, 
Here^ — happy that no tyrant's eye 
Gloats on oar torments— we may die !' 

Twas night when to those towers they came ; 

And gloomily the fitful flame, 

Tliat from the ruin'd altar broke, 

Glar*d on his features, as he spoke : — 

** *Tis o*er — what men could do, we've done : 

If iKAJt wiU look tamely on. 

And see her priests, her warriors driven 

Before a sensoal bigot's nod, 
A wretch, who takes his lusts to heaven, 

And nukes a pander of his God ! 
If her proud sons, her high-bom souls. 

Men, in whose veins— oh last disgrace ! 
TYift blood of Zal, and Rustam,' rolls, — 

If they wiU court this upstart race, 
And turn from Mithra's ancient ray, 
To kneel at shrines of yesterday ! 
If they tetS crouch to Iran's foes, 

Why, let them— till the land's despair 
Cries out to Heav'n, and bondage grows 

Too vile for e*en the vile to bear ! 
Tm abame at last, long hidden, boms 
Their inmost core, and conscience turns 
Each coward tear the slave lets fall 
Back on his heart in drops of gall ! 
Bat here, at least, are arms unchain'd. 
And soois that thraldom never stain'd ;— 

Tliis spot, at least, no foot of slave 
Or satrap ever yet profan'd ; 

And, though but few — though fast the wave 
Of life is ebbing from our veins, 
Enough for vengeance still remains. 
As panthers, after set of sun. 
Rash from the roots of Lebanon 
Across the darii seaprobber*s way,* 
We'll boond upon our startled prey ; — 
And when some hearts that proudest swell 
Have Ml oar fklchion's last farewell ; 
When Hope's expiring throb is o'er. 
And e'en Despair can prompt no more, 
lliis spot shall be the sacred grave 
Of the last fHv who, vainly brave. 
Die for the land they cannot save !'* 
His Chiefs stood round— each shining blade 
Upon the broken ahar laid — 
Aiid tboQ^ so wild and desolate 
Tho&b courts, where once the Mighty sate ; 
Nor longer on those mouldering towers 
Was seen the feast of fruits and flowers. 
With which of old the Magi fed 
ThfB waadering spirits of their dead ;* 
TVmgfa neither priests nor rites were there. 

Not cAarmed leaf of pure pomegranate,* 

1 ABdent heroM of Penia. " Among the Ghebera there 
wn MOM who boast their descent from Rustsm."— 5(rpik«ii'« 

9 Bss Roswri aceount of the panthen attackiiia trsveOen 
% the night on the sea-thore about the root* of Lebanon. 

S AflMoc other eeremontea, the M afi lued to place apoo 
Ike tops of high towera varioot kinda of rich vianda, apoo 
vhieh it was sappoea d the Peris and the tpirits of their de- 
piitsd hsroas regidea themselves/'— i2idb«n<«e«. 

4 fa the esrsmonies of the Ghebers rousd thsir Firs, as 



Nor hymn, nor censer's fragrant air, 

Nor symbol of their worshipp'd planet ;' 
Yet the same God that heard their sires 
Heard them ; while on that altar's fires 
They swore the latest, holiest deed 
Of the few hearts, still left to bleed, 
Should be, in Iran's injur'd name. 
To die upon that Mount of Flame— 
The last of all her patriot line. 
Before her last lutrampled Shrine ! 

Brave, suffering souls ! they little knew 
How many a tear their injuries drew 
From one meek maid, one gentle foe. 
Whom Love first touch'd with others' 
Whose life, as free from thought as sin, 
Slept like a lake, till Love threw in 
His talisman, and woke the tide, 
And spread its trembling circles wide. 
Once, Emir ! thy unheeding child. 
Mid all this havoc, bloom'd and smil'd,— ' 
Tranquil as on some battle-plain 

The Persian lily shines and towen, 
Before the combat's reddening stain 

Hath fall'n upon her golden flowers. 
Light-hearted maid, imaw'd, unmov'd. 
While heav'n but spar'd the sire she lov'd, 
Once at thy evening tales of blood 
UnUstening and aloof she stood — 
And oft, when thou hast pac'd along 

Thy Haram halls with furious heat. 
Hast thou not curs'd her cheerful song. 

That came across thee, calm and sweet. 
Like lutes of angels, touch'd so neai' 
Hell's confines, that the damn'd lean hear 
Far other feelings Love hath brought— 

Her soul all flame, her brow all sadness 
She now has but the one dear thought, 

And thinks that o'er, almost to madness * 
Oft doth her sinking heart recall 
His words—** for my sake weep for all ;" 
And iNtterly, as day on day 

Of rebel carnage fast succeeds. 
She weeps a lover snatch'd away 

In every Gheber wretch that bleeds. 
There's not a sabre meets her eye. 

But with his life-blood seems to swim ; 
There 's not an arrow wings the sky, 

But fancy turns its point to him. 
No more she brings with footstep U^t 
Al Hassan's falchion for the fight ; 
And— had he look'd with clearer sight — 
Had not the mists, that ever rise 
From a foul spirit, dinun'd his eyes- 
He wotild have mark'd her shuddering firame, 
When from the field of blood he came; 



deeeribed hj^ Lord, " the Daroo," he sava, " siveth them 
water to drink, and a pomefranate lear to chew in tbs 
mouth, to cleanee them from inward uneleannew.** 

1 ^^ Early in the morning, they (the Paraees or Ghebers at 
Oulam) go in crowd* to pay their devotions to the Son, to 
whom upon all the altara there are tpherea eoosscratsd, 
made by magic, rceembling the circles of the ran; and when 
the ton riaee, these orb* leem to be inflamed, and to tore 
roond with a groat noise. They have eveo one a censer m 
their hands, and ofEsr iocsnse to the son."— iisAH B§mi¥ 
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The fkltering ■pMcb— Che look ertrang'd— 
Voice, rtep, uid life, and beauty chang'd— 
He woaM have markM all thia, and known 
Such change ia wrotii^ by Love alone ! 



Ah! not the lore, that ■hoald have Ueaa'd 
80 yoang, ao innocent a fareaat ; 
Not the pure, open, procperoui love, 
That, pledgM on eaith and lealM above, 
Growa in the worki*a approving eyes. 

In fHendahip'a amile and home's caress. 
Collecting all the heart's sweet ties 

Into one knot of happiness ! 
No, HiNDA, no— thy &tal flame 
la nari*d in silence, sorrow, shame.— 

A passion, without hope or pleasure, 
In thy soul's darkness bnried deep. 

It lies, like some ill-gotten treasurer- 
Some idol, without dnrine or name. 
O'er which its pale-ey'd Totaries k«ep 
Unholy watch, while others sleep ! 

Seven nig^ have darken'd Oman's Sea, 

Since last, beneath the moonlig^ ray. 
She saw his light oar rapidly 

Hnny her Gheber's bark away^ — 
And still she goes, at midni^ hour. 
To weep alone in that hi^ bower. 
And watch, and look along the deep 
For him whose smiles first made her weep. 
But watching^ weeping, all was vain. 
She never saw his bark again. 
The owlet's solitaiy cry. 
The night-hawk, flitting darkly by. 

And oft the hatefhl eanion bird. 
Heavily flapping his dogged wiog, 
Which reek'd widi that day's banijueiing, 

Was all ahe saw, was all she beard. 

Tis the eighth mom— Al HASSAin'a brow 

Is brighten'd with unusual joy— 
What mighty mischief ^ads him now, 

¥7ho never smiles but to destroy 7 
The sparkle upon HinKEiiD'a Sea, 
When tost at midnight furiously,' 
Tells not a wreck and rain nigh. 
More surely than that smiling eye ! 
** Up, daughter up— the Kerna'a* breath 
Haa blown a blast would waken death. 
And yet thou aleep'st — up, child, and aee 
Thia blessed day for Heaven and me, 
A day mora rich in Pagan Uood 
Than ever flaah'd o'er Oman's flood. 
Before another dawn ahall shine. 
His head, heart, limbs— will all be mine , 
Thia very night his blood shall steep 
These hands all over ere I sleep !" 
" His blood !" she fiiintly scream'd— her mind 
Still aingling one from all mankind — 



1 ** It !■ obMpred with rMpect to the 8m of Herkmnl, 
^at whso it b toMed by tampeatoooa winds it sparkles like 
fira.'*— 7V«oci« tff tw0 JKOaiMMrfms. 

8 A kind of tntmpet;— ** it was that used by TaoMrlsiM, 
tbe KHuid of which m doMribed sa aneoaMnooiy draadfU, 
and M loud as to bo hoard atthediatairao ofMreral-^*- '^ 
'-Jtukardsgn 



** Yes spite of his ravines and towen, 
Hatbd, my child, this night is oun. 
Thanks to all-conquering treachery. 

Without whose aid the links accurst, 
That bind theme impious slaves, would be 

To strong for Alla'b self to burrt ! 
That rebel fiend, whose Uade has spread 
My path with piles of Moslem dead, 
Whose baffling spells had ahnost driven 
Back firom their course the Swords of Heaven, 
This night, with all his band, shall know 
How deep an Arab's steel can go. 
When God and Vengeance speed the blow. 
And— Prophet !— by that holy wreath 
Thou wor'st on Ohod'b fiekl of death,' 
I swear, for every sob that parts 
In angniiib fVom these heathen hearts, 
A gem firom Persia's plunder'd nsines 
Shall glitter on thy Shrine of Shrines. 
But ha ! — she sinka— that look so wild— 
Hiose livid lips— my child, my child. 
This life of blood befits not thee. 
And thou most back to Aeabt. 
' Ne'er had I riak'd thy timid sex 
In scenes that man himself might dread. 
Had I not hop'd our every tread 

Would be on prostrate Persian necks-— 
Curst race, they ofler swords instead ! 
But cheer thee, maid — the wind that no 
b blowing o'er thy fisverish brow, 
To-day shall waft d>ee fVom the shore; 
And, ere a drop of this night's gore 
Have time to chill in yonder tower*, 
Thonlt see thy own sweet Arab bowoi JV 

His bloody boast was all too trae — 

Tliere lurii'd one wretch among the few 

Whom Hafkd'b eagle eye could count 

Around him on that Fiery Mount 

One miscreant, who for gold betray'd 

The path-way throu|^ the valley's ahade 

To those high towen where Freedom stood 

In her last hold of flame and Uood. 

Left on the field last dreadfiil night. 

When, aallying from their Sacred Height, 

The Ghebers fought hope's fiurewell fight. 

He lay— but died not with the bnve ; 

That sun, which should have gilt his grave. 

Saw him a traitor and a slave j— 

And, while the few, who thence retuin'd 

To their hi^ rocky fo rtre s s , moum'd 

For him among the matchless dead 

They left behind on glory's bed. 

He liv'd, and, in the fkoe of morn, 

Laugh'd them and Faith and Heaven to aeora! 

Oh for a tongue to curse the slave. 
Whose treason, like a deadly blight. 

Comes o'er the councils of the brave, 
And blasts them in their hour of might! 

May life's unblessed cup, for him. 

Be dragg'd with treacheries to the brim — 



1 " MohamnMd had two holmoCa. aa iotsrior and rxterio 

id Al 



. tho latter of wMeh, eaNad A I Mawaahah, the ffllH, or 
wreathod garland, he wore at the battio of Ohod."~C^m 
90rHd HuUrff, 



LALLA ROOKH. 



dft 



Wkh bopes, that but allure to fly, 

Widi joys that Tuiiah while he sipe, 
Lilbe Dead*Sea fniita, that tempt the eye, 

But tarn to aahes on the lipa ! 
Hb coanti7*a cune, his children's shame, 
Oolcaat of viitue, peace, and fame, 
May he, at last, with lips of flame 
Qb the parch*d desert thirsting die, — 
Wlule lakes that shone in mockery nigh 
Are ftding off, ontouch'd, untasted 
like the cmce ^orious hopes he blasted ! 
Aad, when from earth his spirit flies, 

JmC Prophet, let the damn'd-one dwdl 
FnU in the sight of Paradise, 

Brtwlding Hearen and feeling Hell ! 



LaLLA RooKB had bad a dream the night before, 
wledi, in spite of the impending fate of poor Hafbo, 
■■de her heart more than usually cheerful during 
dw morning, and gave her cheeks all the freshened 
anmution of a flower that the Bidmusk has just 
pawH over. She fancied that she was sailing on 
dHt Eastern Oeean, where the sea-gipsies who live 
for ev«r on the water, enjoy a perpetual summer in 
wandering from isle to isle, when she saw a small 
gilded bark approaching her. It was like one of 
boats which the Maldivian islanders annually 
adrift, at the mercy of winds and waves, loaded 
widi perfumes, flowers, and odoriferous wood, as an 
to the Spirit whom they call King of the 
At first, this little bark appeared to be empty, 
but on coming neare r 

She had proceeded thus far in relating the dream 
Id her Ladies, when Feramorz appeared at the door 
of the parihon. In his presence, of course, every 
dung ebe was forgotten, and the continuance of the 
alory was instantly requested by all. Fresh wood of 
aloes was set to bum in the cassolets ; — the violet 
shwbe ta were hastily handed round, and, after a short 
pte h ide on hk lute, in the pathetic measure of Nava, 
which is always used to express the lamentations of 
loven, the Poet thus continued : — 



Tbx day is lowering — stilly black 
Sleeps the grim wave, while heaven*s rack, 
INspers*d and wild, *twixt earth and sky 
Hangs hke a shMered canopy ! 
llieie*s not a doad in that blue plain. 

But tells of stoim to come or past;— > 
Here, flying loosely as the mane 

Of a young war-horse in the blast ; — 
Tliere, rolled in masses dark and swelling. 
As prood to be the thunder's dwelling ! 
While some, already bunt and riven, 
Seem melting down the verge of heaven ; 
As though the infant storm had rent 

The mi^ty womb that gave him bixth, 
And, having swept the firmament. 

Was now in fierce career for eartlu 
On earth, 'twas yet all calm around, 
A pobeless sUence, dread, profound. 
More awfUl than the tempest's sound. 
Tile diver steer'd for Ormub* bowers. 
And moor'd Us skiff till calmer hours ; 



I The sea-birds, with portentous screech, 
Flew fast to land :— upon the beach 
The pilot oft had paus'd, with glance 
Tum'd upward to that wild expanse ; 
And all was boding, drear and dark 
As her own soul, when Hinda's bark 
Went slowly from the Persian shore^-^ 
No music tim'd her parting oar,* 
Nor friends, upon the lessening strand 
Linger'd, to wave the unseen hand. 
Or speak the farewell, heard no more. 
But lone, unheeded, from the bay 
The vessel takes its mournful way. 
Like some ill-destin'd bark that steen 
In silence through the Gate of Tears.* 

And where was stem Al Hassan then 7 
Could not that saintly scourge of men 
From bloodshed and devotion spare 
One minute for a farewell there ? 
No— close within, in changeful fits 
Of cursing and of prayer, he sits 
In savage loneliness to brood 
Upon' the coming night of blood. 

With that keen, second-scent of death, 
By which the vulture snuffs his food 

In the still warm and Uving breath !' 
While o'er the wave hk weeping daag^tor 
Is wafted from the scenes of slaughter. 
As a young bird of Babylon,* 
Let loose to tell of victory won. 
Flies home, with wing, ah ! not unstain*d 
By the red hands that held her chain'd. 

And does the long-left home she seeks 

Dght up no gladness on her cheeks ? 

The flowers she nura'd — ^the well-knovni groves, 

Where oft in dreams her spirit roves— 

Once more to see her dear gazelles 

Come bounding with their silver bells ; 

Her birds' new plumage to behold. 

And the gay, gleaming fishes count. 
She left, all filletted with gold. 

Shooting around their jasper fount*-* 
Her httle garden mosque to see, 

And once again, at evening hour. 
To tell her roby rosary 

In her own sweet acacia bower. 
Can these delights, that wait her now. 
Call up no sunshine on her brow 7 
No— silent, fh>m her train apart,— 
As if e'en now she feh at heart 



1 " The ElMternt aied to wt out on their longer voyages 
with muMc.*'— HtfrsMT. 

2 " The Gate of Tears, the straits or paasafe into the Red 
Sea, commonly called Babelmandel. It received this name 
from the old Arabians, on account of the danger of the navi- 
gation, and the number of ihipwieeks by whieh it was dis- 
tinguished ; which induced them to consider sa dead, and 
to weur mourning for, all who had the boldnesa to hazard 
the psMage through it hito the Btkiopie oeean.**— AicAsnf- 

3 "I have been told that whenioever an animal ikils 
down dead, one or more vultures, unseen before, instantly 
appear.**— PennmnL 

4 " They fasten sosm writing to the wings of a Bagdat, 
or Babylonian pigeon.*'— 7V«vei« of ctrtatn EmgUtkmem, 

5 " The EmpreM of Jehan-Guire used to divert herself 
with feeding tame fish in her canals, sonne of which were 
many years afterwards known by fillets of gsM, 
caused to be put round them.**— i^srrw. 
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Tht chin of her approaching doom, — 
8be aiti, all lovely in her glooni. 
Am a pale Angel of the Grave ; 
And o*er the wide, tempeataoas wave, 
Looka, with a Bfaoddar, to those towera, 
Where, in a few short awfUl hours, 
Blood, blood, in steaming tides shaU ran. 
Fool incense for to-morrow's sun ! 
** Where art thou, glorious stranger I thou. 
So lov'd, so lost, where art thou now 7 
Foe— Gheber— infidel— whate*er 
Hi' onhallow'd name thoa*rt doomM to bear, 
Still ^orioua— «till to this fond heart 
Dear as its blood, whate'er thou art ! 
Yea—ALLA« dreadful Alla ! yea— 
If there be wrong, be crime in this, 
liBt the black waves that round us roll. 
Whelm me this instant, ere my soul. 
Forgetting faith, home, father, ail- 
Before ita earthly idol fall. 
Nor wordiip e*en Thyself above himr— 
For oh! so wildly do I love him. 
Thy Fkradise itself were dim 
Andjoylesa, if not shar'd with him !" 

Bar hands were clasp'd — ^her eyes uptam*d, 
' Dropping their tears like moonlight rain ; 
^imI, thon^ her lip^ fdnd raver ! bam*d 

With wtrda of passion, bold, profane, 
T«t waa there light around her brow, 

A holiness in those dark eyes. 
Which showed— though wandering earthward now, • 

Her spirit's home was in the akies. 
Yea— for a spirit, pure as hers, 
la always pore, e*en while it errs ; 
^ t^iiAiti*., broken in the rill, 
Thooi^ tom'd astray, is sunshine still ! 

So wholly had her mind forgot 

AU thoughts bat one, she heeded not 

ThB rising storm— the wave that cast 

A moment's midnight, as it pass'd ; 

Nor heard the firequent shout, the tread 

Of gathering tunmk o'er her head — 

Chah'd Bwords, and tongues that seem'd to vie 

With the rude riot of the sky. 

Bat hark ! — that vrar^whoop on the deck — 

Hiat crash, as if each engine there. 
Mast, sails, and all, were gone to wreck, 

*Mid yells aad stampings of despair ! 
MereifVd heav'n ! what con it be? 
Tie not the storm, though fearfbUy 
TIm ship haa shuddered as she rode 
O'er mountain wavea— "Forgive me, God ! 
Forgive me"— ahriek'd the maid and knelt, 
TVomUing all over — for she felt. 
As if her judgment hour was near; 
While crouching round, half dead with fbar. 
Her handmaida chmg, nor breath'd, nor stirr'd— 
When, hark !— a second crash—* thint— 
And now, as if a bolt of thunder 
Had riv'n the labouring planks asunder. 
The deck ftJls in— what horrors then ! 
Blood, waves, and tackle, swords and men 
Coma miz'd together through the chasm;- 
wretehaa in their dying spasm 



Still fighting on — and some that call 
^'ForGodandlKAN!" astheyfaU! 

Whose was the hand that tum'd away 

The perils of th' infuriate fray, 

And snatch'd her, breathless, from beneath 

This wilderment of wreck and death 7 

She knew not — for a faintness came 

Chill o'er her, and her sinking frame. 

Amid the ruins of that hour. 

Lay, like a pale and scorched flower. 

Beneath the red volcano's shower ! 

But oh ! the sights and sounds of dread 

That shock'd her, ere her senses fled ! 

The jnitwning deck — the crowd that rtrove 

Upon the tottering planks above— 

The sail, whose fragments, shivering o'er 

The strugglers' heads, all dash'd with gore, 

Flutter'd like bloody flags— the clash 

Of sabres* and the lightning's flash 

Upon their blades, high toss'd about 

Like meteor brands'— aa if throughout 

The elements one fbry ran, 
One general rage, that left a doubt 

Which was the fiercer, Heav'n or Man ! 

Once too— but no— it could not be — 

'Twas fancy all — yet once she thouj^t. 
While yet her fading eyes could see. 

High on the ruin'd deck she caught 
A glimpse of that unearthly form. 

That glory of her soul — e'en then. 
Amid the whirl of wreck and storm. 

Shining above his fellow men. 
As, on some black and troublous night. 
The Star of Egypt,* whose proud light 
Never hath beam'd on those who rest 
In the White Islands of the West,* 
Bums through the storm with looks of flame 
That put heaven's cloudier eyes to shame ! 
I But no — ^'twas but the minute's dream— 
A fantasy— and ere the scream 
Had half-way pass'd her pallid lipa, 
A death-like swoon, a chill eclipse 
Of soul and sense its darkness spread 
Around her, and she sunk, as desd ! 

How calm, how beantifol comes on 
The stilly hour, when storms are gone; 
When warring winds have died away. 
And clouds, beneath the glancing ray. 
Melt off; and leave the land and aea 
Sleeping in bright tranquillity,— 
Fresh as if Day again were bom. 
Again upon the lap of Mora ! 
When the light blossoms, radely torn 
And scatter'd at the whirlwind's will. 
Hang floating in the pure air still. 
Filling it all with precioua balm. 
In gratitude for this sweet calm ; 
And every drop the thunder<«howerB 
Have left upon the grass and flowers 



1 The meteon that PUd j calk '* faces.** 

S " The briUiantCanopus, onMeo ia Europsaa 

"a See WUfoni*s learosd EMajt on the Saered 

the Wait. 
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^MiUea, as 'twere |hat lightning-gem' 
WboM liquid flame ia born of them ! 

V^ben, *atead of one unchanging breexe, 
Tliere Mow a thousand gentle aira. 
And each a different perfume bears,— 

Aa if the loTeliest plants and trees 
Had Taaaal breexea of their own 
To watch and wait on them alone. 
And waft no other breath than theirs ! 
When the Uue waters rise and fall, 
Ib sleepy sunshine mantling all ; 
And e*en that swell the tempest leaves 
b like the fhll and silent heaves 
Of lorers* hearts, when newly blest, 
Too newly to be quite at rest ! 



the golden hour that broke 
Upon the world when Hinda woke 
Fimn her iMig trance, and heard around 
No motion but the water*8 sound 
Bipplittg against the vessel's side, 
As alow it mounted o*er the tide. — 
Bat where is she 7 — her eyes are dark. 
Are wilder'd still — is this the bark. 
The same, that from Harmozia's bay 
Bore her at mom — whose bloody way 
Tlw sea-dog trackM 7 — no— strange and new 
Is all that meets her wondering view. 
Upon a galliot's deck she lies. 

Beneath no rich pavilion's shade. 
No plomes to Ian her sleeping eyes. 

Nor jaamine on her pillow laid. 
Bat dw rode litter, roughly spread 
With war-cloaks, is her homely bed, 
And shawl and sash, on javelins hung. 
For awning o'er her head are flung. 
Sfaoddering she look'd around — there lay 

A group of warriors in the sun 
their limbs, as for that day 
ministry of death were done. 
Some gasing on the drowsy sea, 
Lost in anconscious reverie ; 
And some, who seem*d but ill to brook 
Tliat sluggish calm, with many a look 
To the alack sail impatient cast. 
As loose it flagged around the mast. 

Blest Alla ! who shall save her now 7 

Tlwre's not in all that warrior-band 
One Arab sword, one turban'd brow 

From her own Faithful Moslem land. 
TVir garb— the leathern belt* that wraps 

Each yellow vest* — that rebel hue — 
Tlie Tartar fleece upon their cape^— 

Yeo— yes— her fears are all too true. 
And Heav'n hath, in this dreadful hour, 
Abandon'd her to Havbd'b power ;— 



1 A prseiooa stooe of the Indies, called by the anoieoti Ce- 
isiiiiiain, beoAoae it was sappoeed to be found in places 
wfaeie thunder bad fallen. Tertullian la^i it has a elitter- 
iflf appesranee, as if there had been fire in it; and the au- 
thor of the Dissertation io Uaim's Voyages supposes it to 
bs the opal. 

S D^HerMH^ Art. Agduani. 

3 **The Guebrei are known by s dark yellow colour, 
which the men affect in their clothes."— TAeveiMf. 

4 " The Kolah, or cap^orn by the Persians, is made of 
Iks skin of the sheep of Tartary.*'— Waring, 



Hatkd, the Gheber ! — at the thought 

Her very heart's blood chills within ; 
He, whom her soul was hourly taught 

To loathe, as some foul fiend of sin, 
Some minister, whom Hell had sent 
To spread its blast, where'er he went, 
And fling, as o'er our earth he trod, 
His shadow betwixt man and God ! 
And she is now his captive — thrown 
In his fierce hands, alive, alone ; 
His the infuriate band she sees. 
All infidels — all enemies ! 
What was the daring hope that then 
Cross'd her like lightning, as again, 
With boldness that despair had lent. 

She darted through that armed crowd 
A look so searching, so intent. 

That e'en the sternest warrior bow'd, 
Abosh'd, when he her glances caught, 
As if he guess'd whose form they sought, 
But no— she sees him not — *tis gone« — 
The vision, that before her shone 
.Through all the maze of blood and storm. 
Is fled — 'twas but a phantom form — 
One of those passing, rainbow dreams. 
Half light, half shade, which Fancy's beams 
Paint on the fleeting mists that roll 
In trance or slumber round the s«ul ! 

But now the bark, with livelier botmd, 
Scales the blue wave — the crew's in motion-* 

The oars are out, and with light soimd 
Break the bright mirror of the ocean. 

Scattering its brilliant fragments round. 

And now she sees — with horror sees 
Their course is tow'rd that mountain holdy— 

Those towers, that make her life-blood freese, 

Where Mecca's godless enemies 
Lie, likebeleaguer'dsco'rpions, roll'd 
In their last deadly, venomous fold ! 

Amid th' illumin'd land and flood. 

Sunless that mighty mountain stood ; 

Save where, above its awful head. 

There shone a flaming cloud, Uood-red, 

As 'twere the flag of destiny 

Hung out to mark where death would be ! 

Had her bewildered mind the power 

Of thought in this terrific hour, 

She well might marvel where or how 

Man's foot could scale that mountain's brow , 

Since ne'er had Arab heard or known ^ 

Of path but through the glen alone. 

But eveiy thought was lost in fear. 

When, as their bounding bark drew near 

The craggy base, she felt the waves 

Hurry them tow'rd those dismal caves 

That from the Deep in windings pass 

Beneath that Mount's volcanic mass : 

And loud a voice on deck commands 

To lower the mast and light the brands !— 

Instantly o'er the dashing tide 

Within a cavern's mouth they glide, 

Gloomy as that eternal Porch, 

Through which departed spirits go ;— 
Not e'en the flare of brand and torch 
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In flickering light could farther throw 

Than the thick flood that boil'd below. 
Silent they floated— u if each 
Sat breathleai, and too aw*d for apeech 
In that dark chaam, where CTen aound 
See m *d daik, — to auUenly around 
The goblin echoea of the cave 
Muttered it o*er the long black wave, 
▲a 'twere aome aecret of the grave ! 
Bat a<^ — they pause— the current tuina 

Beneath them from its onward track ; — 
Some mighty, unseen barrier spuma 

The rexed tide, all foaming, back. 
And scarce the oar'a redoubled force 
Can atem the eddy'a whirling course ; 
When, hark !— aome desperate foot has sprung 
Among the rocks— the chain is flung— - 
The oan are up— the grapple clinga, 
And the toaa'd bazk in moorings swings. 

last then a day-beam, through the shade, 
Broke tremulous— but, ere the maid 
Can see from whence the brightness steals, 
Upon her brow she shuddering feels 
A Tiewless hand, that promptly ties 
Abandage round her boming eyes ; 
While the rude litter where she lies, 
Uplifted by the warrior throng. 
O'er the steep rocks is borne along. 
Bleat power of aunahine ! genial day, 
What balm, what life ia in thy ray ! 
To ibel thee ia soch real bliss. 
That had the world no joy but thia. 
To ait in aunahine calm and sweets- 
It were a world too exquisite 
For man to leave it for the gloom, 
Hm deep, oeld ahadow of the tomb ! 
E'en HiNDA, though ahe seiw not where 

Or whither wound the perilous roadt 
Tet knew by that awakening air. 

Which suddenly around her glow'd. 
That they had ris'n from darkness then. 
And breatfa'd the eunny world again ! 

Bot toon thia bakny freahneaa fled : 

For now the ateepy labyrinth led 

Through damp and gloom — ^*mid craah of boog^ 

And &11 of loosen'd craga that rouae 

^nie leopard from his hungry sleep. 

Who, starting, thinks each crag a prey, 
And long is heard from ateep to ateep, 

Chasing them dowm their thundering way. 
Tlie jadnl's cry— the distant moan 
Of the hyena, fierce and lone ;~- 
And that eternal, saddening sound 

Of torrents in the glen beneath, 
Aa 'twere the ever-dark Profound 

That rolla beneath the Bridge of Death ! 
All, all is fearfU— e'en to see. 

To gaie on thoee tenifio things 
She now but blindly heara, would be 

Belief to her imaginings ! 
Since never yet waa shape so dread. 

But iancy, thus in darkness thrown. 
And by such sounds of horror fed, 

Cookl frame mora dreadful of her own. 



But does she dream 7 has Fear a^ain 
^ Perplez'd the workings of her brain, 
Or did a voice, all music, then 
Come from the gloom, low whispering near— 
** Tremble not, love, thy Gheber 's here !" 
She does not dream— all aense — all ear. 
She drinks the words, **Thy Gheber 's here." 
'Twas his own voice— «he could not err- 
Throughout the breathing world's extent 
There was but one such voice for her. 

So kind, so soft, so eloquent ! 
Oh ! sooner shall the rose of May 

Mistake her own sweet nightingale. 
And to some meaner minstrers lay 

Open her bosom's glowing veil,* 
Than Love shall ever doubt a tone, 
A breath of the beloved one ! 
Though blest, 'mid all her ills, to think 

She has that one beloved near, 
Whose smile, though met on ruin's brink. 

Hath power to make e'en ruin dear, — 
Yet soon this gleam of rapture, crost 
By fisars for him, is chill'd and lost. 
How shall the ruthless Hafed brook 
That one of Gheber blood should look. 
With aught but curses in his eye, 
On her — a maid of Arabt — 
A Moslem maid — the child of him. 

Whose bloody banner's dire success 
Hath left their altars cold and dim. 

And their fair land a wilderness ! 
And, worse than all, that night of blood 

Which comes so fast— oh ! who ahall stay 
The sword, that once hath tasted fi>od 

Of Persian hearts, or turn its way ? 
What arm shall then the victim cover. 
Or from her &ther shield her lover 7 



** Save him, my God !" she inly cri< 
** Save him this nifl^t — and if thine eyes 

Have ever welcom'd with delight 
The siimer's tears, the sacrifice 

Of sinners* hearts— guard him this night. 
And here, before thy throne, I swear 
From my heart's iiunost core to tear 

Love, hope, remembrance, though they be 
link'd with each quivering life-string there, 

And give it bleeding all to lliee ! 
Let him but live, the burning tear. 
The sighs, so sinful, yet so dear. 
Which have been all too much his owb* 
Shall from this hour be Heaven's alooe. 
Youth paas'd in penitenoe, and age 
In long and painful pilgrimage. 
Shall leave no traces of the flame 
That wastes me now— nor shall his Mme 
E'er bless my lips, but when I pray 
For his dear spirit, that away 
Casting frmn its angelic ray 
Th' eclipse of earth, he too may ahine 
Redeem'd, all glorious and all Thine ! 
lliink— ^faink what victory to win 
One radiant soul like his from sin ;— 

1 A frequent image among the oriental poets. "Tbs 
ni^tin^ales warbled their enchanting notee, sod rent the 
thin veils of the roee-bud and the roee/' — Jami 
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One wanderiiig aUr of ▼iitoe back 
To ita own native, heaven-ward track I 
Let hun but live, and both are Thine, 

Together Thine — ^for, Uest or crost, 
living or dead, hit doom is mine ; 

And if he perish, both are loat !** 



Ths next evening Lalla Rookh was entreated 
bj her ladies to continue the rdation of her won- 
derfial dream ; but the fearful interest that hung roond 
die &te of HiNOA and her lover had completelj re- 
moved every trace of it from her mind ; — much to 
die disappointment of a fair seer or two in her train, 
vriio prided themselves on their skill in interpreting 
visions, and who had alr^^y remariced, as an un- 
lucky omen, that the Princess, on the very morning 
after the dream, had worn a silk dyed with the blos- 
soms of the sorrowful tree, Nilica. 

Fadlaokkn, whose wrath had more than once 
broken out during the recital of some ports of this 
most heterodox poem, seemed at length to have made 
np his mind to die infliction ; and took his seat for 
die evening with all the patience of a martyr, while the 
Poet continued his proikne and seditious story thus >— 

To tearless eyes and hearts at ease 
'nie leafy shores and sun-bright seas. 
That lay beneath that mountain's height, 
Had been a lair, enchanting sight. 
"Twaa one of those ambrosial eves 
A day of storm so often leaves 
At its calm setting — when the West 
Opens her golden bowers of rest. 
And a moist radiance from the skies 
Shoots trembling down, as from the eyes 
Of some meek penitent, whose last. 
Bright hoars atone for dark ones past, 
And whose sweet team o'er wrong forgiven, 
Shine, as they fall, with light from heaven ! 

"Twas stillness all— die winds that late 

Had ni8h*d through Kerman*8 almond groves. 
And shaken from her bowers of date 

That cooling feast the traveller loves,* 
Now, luU*d to languor, scarcely curl 

The Green Sea wave, whose waters gleam 
Limpid, as if her mines of pearl 

Were melted all to fonn the stream. 
And her fair islets, small and bright, 

With their green shores reflected there, 
Look like those Peri isles of* light. 

That hang by spell-work in the air. 
But vainly did those glories burst 
On HiNDA*s dazzled eyes, when first 
The bandage frtMn her brow was taken, 
And pole and aw*d as those who waken 
In theii dark tombs — when, scowling near. 
The Searchers of the Grave' appear, — 
Sb/t shuddering tum*d to read her fate 

In die fierce eyes that flash'd around ; 



And saw those towers, all desolate, 

That o'er her head terrific frown'd. 
As if defying e*en the smile 
Of that sofl heaven to gild their pile. 
In vain, with mingled hope and fbar. 
She looks for him whose voice so dear 
Had come, like music, to her ear-~ 
Strange, mocking dream ! again 'tis fled. 
And oh ! the shoots, the pangs of dread 
That throng her iimiost bosom run. 

When voices from without proclaim 
** Hafeo, the Chief !"-— and, one by one, 
The warriors shout that fearful name ! 
He comes — the rock resounds his tr e ad ' 
How shall she dare to lift her head. 
Or meet those eyes, whose scorching ^ara 
Not Yemen's boldest sons can bear 7 
In whose red beam, the Moslem tells, 
Such rank and deadly lustre dwells. 
As in those hellish fires that light 
The mandrake's chamel leaves at nig^t !' 
How shall she bear that voice's tone, 
At whose loud battle-cry alone 
Whole squadrons oft in panic ran. 
Scattered, like some vast caravan. 
When, strctch'd at evening, round the wel^ 
They hear the thirsting tiger's yeU 7 

Breathless she stands, with eyes cast down. 
Shrinking beneath the fiery frown. 
Which, fancy tells her, from that brow 
Is flashing o'er her fiercely now ; 
And shuddering, as she hears the tread 

Of his retiring warrior band. — 
Never was pause so full of dread ; 

Till Hafed with a trembling hand 
Took hers, and, leaning o'er her, said, 
** HiNDA !" — that word was all he spoke. 
And 'twas enough — the shriek that broke 

From her full bosom told the rest — 
Planting with terror, joy, surprise. 
The maid but lifts her wondering eyes 

To hide them on her Gheber's breast ! 
*Tis he, 'tis he — the man of blood. 
The fellest of the fire-fiends brood, 
Haped, the demon of the fight. 
Whose voice unnerves, whose glances bUgbt^— 
Is her own loved Gheber, mild 
And glorious as when first he smil'd 
In her lone tower, and lefl such beams 
Of bis pure eye to light her dreams. 
That she believ'd her bower had given 
Rest to some wanderer from heaven ! 



1 " In iiarU of Kermsn, whatever dates are ihakeo from 
IIm trcca by thn wind they do not toaeb, but leave them for 
those who have not any, or for traveUeiv." — llbn HaukeL 

9 The two terrible angels, Monkir sod Nakir; who are 
called **tHe Searehers of the Grave** in the "Creed of the 
otthodoz liahosMtaoa" givso byOckiey, vol. U. 



Moments there are, and this was one, 
Snotch'd like a minute's gleam of sun 
Amid the black Simoom's eclipse — 

Or like those verdant spots that bloom 
Around die crater's burning lips. 

Sweetening the very edge of doom ! 
The past— the future— all that Fate 
Can bring of darit or desperate 
Around such hours, but rnakes them cast 
Intenser radiance while they last ! 

1 " The Arabians call the mandrake * the Devfl*seaDdls, 
on account of its shining appeararce in the night**— jlitj^ 
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E'en be, this yoath— thongh dimm'd and gone 

Each itar of Hope that cheer'tThim on — 

Hii glories lost — ^his cause betray*d — 

Ikan, his dear-lored country, made 

A land of carcases and slaves, 

One dreary waste of chains and graves ! 

Kmielf but Ungering, dead at heart, 

To see the last, long-struggling breath 
Of Liberty's great soul depart. 

Then lay him down, and share her death — 
£*en he, so sunk in wretchedness. 

With doom still darker gathering o*er him. 
Yet, in this moment's pure caress. 

In the mild eyes that shone before him, 
Beaming that blest assurance, worth 
All other transports known on earth. 
That he was lov'd — well, warmly lov'd — 
Oh ! in this precious hour he prov'd ^ 
How deep, how thorough-felt the glow ^ 
Of rapture, kindling out of woe ; — 
How exquisite one single drop 
Of Uiss, thus sparkling to the top 
> Of misery's cup — how keenly quaff*d. 
Though death must follow on the draught ! 

She too, while gazing on those eyes 

That sink into her soul so deep, 
Forgets all fears, all miseries. 

Or feels them like the wretch in sleep, 
Whom Fancy cheats into a smile. 
Who dreams of joy, and sobs the while \ 

The mighty ruins where they stood. 

Upon the mount's high, rocky verge. 
Lay open tow'rds the ocean flood. 

Where lightly o'er th* illumin'd surge 
Blany a fair bark, that, all the day. 
Had lurk'd in sheltering creek or bay, 
Now bounded on and gave their sails, 
Yet dripping, to the evening gales ; 
Like eagles, when the storm is done, 
Spreading their wet wings in the sun. 
Tlie beauteous clouds, though dayUght's Star 
Had sunk behind the hills of Lar, 
Were still with lingering gIor>38 bright, — 
As if to grace the gorgeous West, 

The Spirit of departing Light 
Tliat eve had left its sunny vest 

Behind him, ere he wing'd his flight 
Never was scene so form'd for love ! 
Beneath them waves of crystal move 
In silent swell — Heav'n glows above, 
And their pure hearts, to transport given. 
Swell like the wave, and glow like heay'n. 

But ah ! too soon that dream is past^ 

Again, again her fear returns ; — 
Night, dreadful night, is gathering fast, 

More faintly the horizon bums, 
And every rosy tint that lay 
On the smooth sea hath died away. 
Hastily to the darkening akies 
A glance ahe casts — then wildly cries 
* At night, he said— and, look, 'tis near— 

Fly, fly— 4f yet thou lov'st me, fly- 
Awn wiU his murderous band be here, 

Aod I ffaall see thee bleed and die.-*- 



Hush ! — ^heard'st thoa not the tnmp of 
Sounding from yonder fearful glen 7— 
Perhaps e'en now they climb the wood- 
Fly, fly— though still the West is bright. 
He'll come— -oh ! yes — ^he wants thy blood— 
I know him — She'll not wait for night !" 

In terrors e'en to agony 

She clings around the wondering Chief;— 
** Alas, poor wilder'd maid ! to me 

Thou ow'st this raving trance of grief. 
Lost as I am, nought ever grew 
Beneath my shade but perish'd too— 
My doom is like the Dead Sea air. 
And nothing lives that enters there ! 
Why were our barks together driven 
Beneath this morning's furious heaven 7 
Why, when I saw the prize that chance 

Had thrown into my desperate arms^— 
When, casting but a single glance 

Upon thy pale and prostrate channs, 
I Yow'd (though watching viewless o'er 

Thy safety through that hour's alarms) 
To meet th' unmanning sight no more- 
Why have I broke that heart-wrung yow 7 
Why weakly, madly met thee now 7 — 
Start not — that noise is but the shock 

Of torrents through yon valley hurl'd — 
Dread nothing here — upon this rock 

We stand above the jarring world. 
Alike beyond its hope— its dreads- 
In gloomy safety, like the Dead ! 
Or, could e'en earth and hell unite 
In league to storm this sacred height, 
Fear nothing thou — myself, to-night. 
And each o'erlooking star that dwells 
Near God, will be thy sentinels ; 
And, ere to-morrow's dawn shall glow. 

Back to thy sire " 

** To-morrow ! — no— 
The maiden scream'd — ^**thou'lt never see 
To-morrow's sun — death, death will be 
The night-cry through each reeking tower. 
Unless we fly, ay, fly this hour ! 
Thou art betray'd — some wretch who knew 
That dreadful glen's mysterious clew — 
Nay, doubt not — by yon stars 'tis true— 
Hath sold thee to my vengeful sire ; 
This morning, with that smile so dire 
He wears in joy, he told me all. 
And stamp'd in triumph through our ball 
As though thy heart already beat 
Its Ust hfe-throb beneath his feet ! 
Good heav'n, how little dream'd I then 

His victim was my own lov'd youth !— 
Fly— «end — let some one watch the glen— 

By all my hopes of heaven 'tis truth V* 

Oh ! colder than the wind that freezes 
Founts, that but now in sunshine play*^ 

Is that congealing pang which seizes 
The trusting bosom, when betray'd. 

He felt it— deeply felt — and stood. 

As if the tale bad froz'n his blood. 
So amaz'd and motionless was he ;— 

Like one whom sudden spells enchant 

Ok- some mute, marble habitant 
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or tbeatiU bdk of Iibmonib !* 
fiat looii the painful chill wu o'er, 
And his greet eoul, herMlf once more^ 
Look*d fiom hit brow in all the raya 
or her beet, happieit, grandest days ! 
Iferer, in moment most elate, 

Did that high spirit loftier rise ; — 
While bright, serene, determinate. 

His looks are lifted to the skies, 
As ir the signal lights or Fate 

Were shining in those awrul ejes ! 
*Th como— his hour of martyrdom 
1b Ikan'i sacred cause is come ; 
And though his life hath passed away • 
like li^tning on a stormy day. 
Yet shall his death-hour leave a track 

or glory, permanent and bright. 
To which the brave or aftertimes. 
The suffering brave shall long look back 

With proud regret, — and by iu light 

Watch through the hours or slavery's night 
For vengeance on th* oppressor's crimes ! 
This rockt lus monument aloft, 

Shall speak the tale to many an age ; 
And hither bards and heroes oft 

Shall come in secret pilgrimage. 
And bring their warrior sons, and tell 
The wondering boys where Hafed fbll. 
And swear them on those lone remains 
or their lost country's ancient fanes. 
Never— while breath or life shaU live 
Within them — ^never to rorgive 
Th* accursed race, whose ruthless chain 
Hath left on In an* a neck a stain, 
ttood, blood alone can cleanse again ! 

Such are the swelling thoughu that now 
Enthrone themselves on Hafbd's brow : 
And ne'er did Saint of Issa* gaze 

On the red wreath, for martyis twin'd. 
More proudly than the youth surveys 

That pile, which through the gloom behind. 
Half lii^ited by the altar's fire, 
Glimme»« — ^his destin'd fUneral pyre ! 
Heap'd bj his own, his comrade's hands, 

or every wood or odorous breath, 
lliere, by the Fire-god's shrine it stands. 

Ready to fold in radiant death 
Tlie rew still left or those who swore 
To perish there, when hope was o'er— 
TIm rew, to whom that couch or flame. 
Which rescues them rrom bonds and shame. 
Is sweet and welcome ss the bed 
For their own inrant Prophet spread. 
When pitying Heav'n to roses tum'd 
Tht death-flames that beneath him bum'd !* 

With watchfVilneBs the maid attends 
Ifie rapid glance, where'er it bend»— 



1 For an aeeoant of Iihmooie, the petrified city is Upper 
Slgypl, where it is said there are many etatues of meo, 
woaiea, sle. to be seen to this day, see P§rrf*t View efVu 



Why shoots his eyes such awflil beams? 
What plans be now 7 what thinks or dreams T 
Alas ! why stands he musing here. 
When every moment teams with fearT 
" Hafbo, my own beloved lord," 
She kneeling cries — ** first, last ador*d ! 
If in that soul thou^st ever felt 

Hair what thy lips impission'd swore, 
Here, wi my knees, that never knelt 
* To any but their God before, 
I pray thee, as thou lov'st me, fly — 
Now, now— ere yet their blades are nigh. 
Oh haste— the bark that bore me hither 

Can waft us o'er yon darkening sea 
East — ^west— alas, I care not whither. 
So thou art saf^ and I with thee ! 
Go where we will, this hand in thine. 

Those eyes before me smiling thus. 
Through good and ill, through stoim and sJUat, 

The world *s a world of love for us ! 
On some calm, blessed shore we*]l dwell. 
Where 'tis no crime to love too well ^— 
Where thus to wonhip tenderiy 
An ening child or light like thee 
WUl not be sin— or, iTit be. 
Where we may weep our fanlts away. 
Together kneeling, night and day. 
Thou, for my sake, at Alla's shrine. 
And I— at any God's ror thine !' 



i»» 



8 Jeaos. 

3 " The Ohebers eay, that when Abrshsn, their mat 
Prophet, was Uuown into the fire by order of Nimroo, the 
flssM uqrae^ ^^mImUv into a bed of raees, where the chiU 
swistfy rspossd.**— Tis— raiT. 



Wildly those passionate words she spoke- 
Then hung her head, and wept for shams 
Sobbing, as ira heart-string broke 
With evezy deep-heav'd sob that camA. 
While he, young, wann— oh ! wonder not 
If^ for pi moment, pride and fame. 
His oath — his cause — that shrine of flame, 

And Iran's seirare all roigot 
For her whom at his reet he sees, 
Kneeling in speechless agonies. 
No, bhune him not, iTHope awhile 
Dawn'd in his soul, and threw her smile 
O'er hours to come— o'er days and nigfate 
Wing'd with those precious, pure delighn 
Which she, who bends all beauteous therei 
Was bom to kindle and to share ! 
A tear or two, which, as he bow'd 

To raise the suppliant, trembling stolen 
Flnt wam'd him or this dangerous cloud 

or softness passing o'er his souL 
Starting, he brush'd the drops away. 
Unworthy o'er that cheek to stray ; — 
Like one who, on the mom or fight. 
Shakes fiom his sword the dews or night, 
That had but dimm'd, not stain'd its Ught 

Yet, though subdued th* unnerving thriU, 
Its waraith, its weakness linger'd still 
So touching in each look and tone, 
That the fond, fearing, hoping maid 
Hair counted on the fli^ she pray*<^ 
Hair thought the hero's soul was grows 
As soft, as yielding as her own ; 
And smil'd and bless'd him, while he 
" Yea— iT there be some happier sphere, 
Where ^e||M8 tn^h like pun is 
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If there be any land of reit 

For thoee who love and ne*er foi^get, 
Oh ! comfort thee — for safe and Meat 

We'll meet m that calm region yet !'* 

Scarce bad ahe time to ask her heart 
If good or ill these words impart, 
When the rous'd youth impatient flew 
To the tower-wall, where, high in view, 
A ponderous sea-horn' hung, and blew 
A signal, deep and dread as those 
The storm-fiend at his rising blows. — 
Full well his Chieftains, sworn and true 
Throughi life and death, that signal knew ; 
For 'twas th* appointed warning-blast, 
Tb' alarm to tell when hope was past. 
And the tremendous death-die cast ! 
And them, upon the mouldering tower. 
Hath bang this sea-born many an hour. 
Beady to sound o'er land and sea 
That dirge-note of the brave and free 

They came— his Chieftains at the call 
Came slowly round, and with them aU— 
Alas, how few ! — the worn remains 
Of those who late o'er Kerman's plains 
Went gaily prancing to the clash 

Of Moorish xel and tymbalon. 
Catching new hope from every flash 

Of their long lances in the sun—. 
And, as their coursers charg'd the wind. 
And the wide ox-tails stream'd behind,* 
Ix>oking, as if the steeds they rode 
Were wing'd, and every Chief a God ! 

How iall'n, how alter'd now ! how wan 
Each scarred and faded visage shone. 
As round the burning shrine they came ; — 

How deadly was the glare it cast. 
As mute they paus'd before the flame 

To light their torches as they pass'd ! 
*Twas silence all — the youth had plann*d 
The duties of his sokUer^iand ; 
And each determin'd brow declares 
His fiuthful Chieftains well know theirs. 

But minutes speed — ^night gems the skies-^ 
And oh how soon, ye blessed eyes. 
That look from heaven, ye may behold 
Sights that will turn your star-fires cold ! 
Breathless with awe, impatience, hope, 
The maiden sees the veteran group 
Her litter silently prepare. 

And lay it at her trembling feet ;— 
Ajid now the youth, with gentle care. 

Hath plac'd her in the shelter'd seat. 
And press'd her hand — that lingering press 

Of hands, that for the last time sever ; 
Of hearts, whose pulse of happiness, 

-When that hold breaks, is dead for ever. 
And yet to iker this sad caress 

Gives hope — so fondly hope can err ! 



1** The shell called Siiaoko*. common to lixlis, Africa, 
and the Mediterranean, and •till used in many parts sa a 
trumpet Tor blowing alarms or giving lignala : it leods forth a 
deep end hollow wound.**— Pennant. 

8 " The floeit ovnament for the horses k made of six large 
fljiag tasnis of kMg white hair, taken cot oftheuilsof wild 
that are to be foond in soms plaees of the Indies.**— 



*Twas joy, she thought, joy's mote 
Their happy flight's dear haihinger; 

'Twas warmth — assurance — tendemest— 
'Twas any thing but leaving her. 

** Haste, haste !" she cried ** the clouds grow daik, 
But still, ere night, we'll reach the bark ; 
And, by to-morrow's dawn — oh bliss ! 

With thee upon the sun-bright deep, 
Far off, I'll but remember this. 

As some dark vanish'd dream of sleep ! 
And thou '* but ah ! — ^he answeis not— > 

Good Heav'n ! — and does she go alone ? 
She now has reach'd that dismal spot. 

Where, some hours since, his voice's tone 
Had come to soothe her fears and ills, 
Sweet as the Angel Ibrafil's,* 
When every leaf on Eden's tree 
Is trembling to his minstrelsy — 
Yet now — oh now, he is not nigh^ 

** Hafxd ! my Hafxd ! — if it be 
Thy will, thy doom this night to die. 

Let me but stay to die with thee. 
And I wiU bless thy loved name, 
*Till the last life-breath leave this frame. 
Oh ! let our lips, our cheeks be laid 
But near each other while they fade ; 
Let us but mix our parting breaths, 
And I can die ten thousand deaths ! 
You too, who hurry me away 
So cruelly, one moment stay— 

Oh ! stay — one moment is not much ; 
He yet may come — for him I pray — 
Hafxd ! dear Hafed !" — ^All the way 

In wild lamentmgs, that would touch 
A heart of stone, she shriek'd his name 
To the dark woods — no Hafxd came r— ' 
No — ^hapless pair — ^you've look'd your last ; 

Your hearts should both have broken then : 
The dream is o'er — your doom is cast — 

You'll never meet on earth again ! 

Alas for him, who hears her cries !— 

Still half-way down the steep he stands. 
Watching with fix'd and feverish eyes 

The glimmer of those burning brands* 
That down the rocks, with mournful ray, 
Light all he loves on earth away ! 
Hopeless as they who, far at sea. 

By the cold moon have just consign'd 
The corse of one, lov'd tenderly. 

To the bleak flood they leave behind ; 
And on the deck still lingering stay. 
And long look back, with sad delay. 
To watch the moonlight on the wave. 
That ripples o'er that cheerless grave. 
But see— he starts— what heard he th«n 7 
That dreadful shout ! — across the glen 
From the land side it comes, and loud 
Rings through the chasm ; as if the crowd 
Of fearful things, that haunt that dell, 
Ub Gholes and Dives and shapes of hdl 
Had all in one dread howl broke out, 
So loud, so tefrible that shotit ! 



1 " The Angel Iirafil, who has the nosi msHdiew 
of sH God*i ereatores.**— 9«ie. 
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innej c om e t he Moelems come !*' — ^be criee, 
Hie proud eool mooBtiiig to hie eye e , 
*Now, Spirite of the Brave, who roam 
Enfianchie'd through yon etarry dome, 
B^oioe— for eoule of kindred fire 
An OB the wing to join your choir !" 
He aaid — and, light at bridegrooms bound 

To their young loyee, rech^bd the eteep 
And gainM the shrine — ^his Chieft stood round— 

Their swords, as with instinctive leap. 
Together, at that cry accurst. 
Had from their sheaths, like sunbeams, bunt. 
And hark !-*agaitt— again it rings ; 
Near and more near its echoings 
P^ through the ehacm~oh ! who that then 
Had seen those listening warrior-men, 
With their swords grup'd, their eyes of flame 
Torn'd on their Chief— could doubt the shanie, 
Til' indignant shame with which they thrill 
To hear those shouts and yet stand still 7 
He read their thoughts— they were his own— 

"What ! while our arms can wield these Uadea, 
Shall we die tamely? die alone? 

Without one victim to our shades. 
One Moslem heart where, buried deep. 
The sabre fW>ra its toil may sleep ? 
No— God of Ikan*! burning skies ! 
Than acorn* st th' inglorious sacrifice. 
No— though of all earth's hope bereft, 
life, swords, and vengeance still are left. 
We'll make yon valley's reeking caves 
Live in the awe-strack minds of men, 
Till tyrants shudder, when their slaves 

TeU of the Gheber's bloody glen. 
Follow, brave hearts ! — this pile remaina 
Oar refbge still from life and cbams , 
But his the best, the holiest bed. 
Who sinks entomb'd in Moslem dead !" 

Down the precipitous rocks they sprung. 
While vigour, more than human, strung 
Each arm and heart.— Th' exulting foe 
Still through the dark defiles below, 
Track'd by his torehes' lurid fire, 

Wound slow, as through Golconda's vale* 
Hio mighty serpent, in his ire. 

Glides on with glittering, deadly trail. 
No torch the Ghebers need — so well 
Tliey know each mystery of the dell. 

So oft have, in their wanderings, 
Croas'd the wild race that round them dwell. 
The very tigers from their delves 

Look out, and let diem pass, as things 
Uatam'd and fearless as themselves ! 

Tliere was a deep ravine, that lay 
Yet darkling in the Moslem's way ;— 
Fit spot to make invadera rue 
The many fell'n before the few. 
TlMt torrents from that morning's sky 
Had fill'd the narrow chasm breast-high, 
And, on each side, aloft and wild. 
Huge ehfh and toppling crags were pil'd. 
The guards, with which young Freedom lines 
Hm pathways to her mountain shrines. 



I Here, at this pass, the scanty band 
Of Iran's last avengeis stand — 
Here wait, in silence like the dead. 
And listen for the Moslem's tread 
So anxiously, the carrion-bird 
Above them flaps his wings unlieard ! 

They come — that plunge into the water 
Gives signal for the work of slaughter. 
Now, Ghebers, now — if ere your blades 

Had point or prowess, prove them now-^ 
Woe to the file that foremost wades! 

They come— a falchion greets each brow, 
And, as they tumble, trunk on trunk, 
Beneath the gory waters sunk. 
Still o'er their drowning bodies press 
New victims quick and numberless ; 
Till scarce an arm in Hafxd's band. 

So fierce their toil, hath power to stir, 
But listless from each crimson hand 

The sword hangs, dogg'd with 



1 8m Hoole apoo Um Story of Binbad. 

K 



Never was horde of tyrants met 
With bloodier welcome — never yet 
To patriot vengeance hath the sword 
More terrible Ubations pour'd ! 
All up the dreary, long ravine, 
By the red, murky glimmer seen 
Of half-quench'd brands, that o'er the flood 
Lie scatter'd rotmd and burn in blood. 
What ruin glares ! what carnage swims ! 
Heads, Uazing turbans, quivering limbs, 
Lost swords that, dropp'd from many a hand. 
In that thick pool of slaug^r stand ^-x 
Wretches who wading, half on fire 

From the toss'd brands that round them fly, 
'Twixt flood and flame in shrieks expire : 

And someVho, grasp'd by those that die, 
Sink woundless with them, smother'd o'er 
In their dead brethren's gushing gore ! 

But vainly hundreds, thousands Ueed, 
StiU hundreds, thousand more succeed ;— 
Countless as tow'rds some flame at night 
The North's dark insects wing their flight, 
And quench or perish in its light. 
To this terrific spot they pour — 
Till, bridg'd with Moslem bodies o'er. 
It bears aloft their slippery tread, 
And o'er the dying and the dead. 
Tremendous causeway ! on they pass. — 
Then, hapless Ghebers, then, alas. 

What hope was left for you ? for you. 
Whose yet warm pile of sacrifice 
Is smoking in their vengeful eyes — 

Whose swords how keen, how fierce they knew, 

And burn with shame to find how few. 
Cnish'd down by that vast multitude, 
Some found their graves where first they stood ; 
While some with hardier struggle died. 
And still fought on by Hafxd's side. 
Who, fronting to the foe, trod back 
Tow'rds the high towers his gory track ; 
And, as a lion, swept away 

By sudden swell of Jordan's pride' 

1 " In this thicket, opon the baokt of the Jordan, 
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From the wild coTeit where he lay, 

Long battles with the o'erwheimiiig tide, 
So fought he back with fierce delay, 
And kept both foea and &te at bay. 

But whither now 7 their track la lost, 

Their prey eacap'd — guide, torches gone — 
By torrent-beds and labyrinths crost. 

The scatter'd crowd rush blindly on — 
** Curse on those tardy lights that wind,*' 
They panting cry, ** so far behind — 
Oh for a bioodhound*8 precious scent. 
To track the way the Gheber went !" 
Vain wish— confusedly along 
They rush, more desperate as more wrong : 
TiU, wilder'd by the far-off lights, 
Yet glittering up those gloomy heights. 
Their footing, maz*d and lost, they miss, 
And down the dariding precipice 
Are dash'd into the deep abyss : 
Or midway hang, impal'd on rocks, 
A banquet, yet alive, for flocks 
Of ravening vultures — ^while the dell 
Re-echoes with each horrid yell. 

Thoee sounds — the last, to vengeance dear. 
That e'er shall ring in Hafxd's ear, — 
Now reach him, as aloft, alone. 
Upon the steep way breathless thrown. 
He lay beside his reeking blade, 

Resign'd, as if life's task were o'er, 
Its last blood-offering amply paid. 

And Iran's self could claim no more. 
One only thought, one lingering beam 
Now broke across hb diuy dream 
Of pain and weariness — 'twas she 

His heart's pure planet, shining yet 
Above the waste of memory. 

When aU life's other lights were set. 
And never to his mind before 
Her image such enchantment wore. 
It seem'd as if each thought that stain'd. 

Each fear that chiU'd their loves was past, 
And not one cloud of earth remain'd 

Between him and her glory cast ; — 
As if to charms, before so bright. 

New grace from other worlds was given, 
Ajid his soul saw her by the light 

Now breaking o'er itself from heaven ! 

A voice spoke near him — 'twas the tone 

Of a lov'd friend, the only one 

Of all his warriors left with life 

Frtmi that ^ort night's tremendous strife. — 

"And must we then, my Chiei^ die here 7— 

Foes round us, and the Shrine so near 7" 

These words have rous'd the last remains 

Of life within him — ^ what ! not yet 
Beyond the reach of Moslem chains 7" — 

The thought could make e'en Death forget 
His icy bondage— with a bound 
He springs, aU Ueeding, from the ground, 



sort* of wild b«a«ts are wont to harbour tbeiuMlrea, whose 
being washed out of the covert by the OTerflowingi of the 
river, gave ooeamon to that alluiion of Jeremiah, k* »haU 
CMM upUkfUffu from tke twelling of j9rd^».''^Mmun' 



And grasps his comrade's arm, now grown 
E'en feebler, l|eavier than his own. 
And faintly up the pathway leads. 
Death gaining on each step he treads. 
Speed them, thou God, who heard'st their vow * 
They mount — they bleed— oh save them now- 
The crags are red they've clamber'd o'er, 
The rock-weeds dripping with their goie— 
Thy blade too, Hafed, false at length. 
Now breaks beneath thy tottering strength- 
Haste, haste — the voices of the foe 
Come near and nearer from below — 
One effort more — thank Heav'n ! 'tis pait. 
They've gain'd the topmost steep at last. 
And now they touch the temple's walls, 

Now Hafed scm the Fire divine- 
When, lo ! — his weak, worn comrade fidb 

Dead on the threshold of the Shrine. 
** Alas, brave soul, too quickly fled ! 

And must I leave thee withering here, 
The sport of every ruflian's tread. 

The mark for every coward's spear? 
No, by yon altar's sacred beams !" 
He cries, and with a strength that seems 
Not of this world, uplifts the frame 
Of the M'n Chief, and tow'rds the flame 
Bears him along ; — with death-damp hand 

The corpse upon the pyre he lays, 
Then lights the consecrated brand. 

And fires the pile, whose sudden blaie, 
Like lightning bursts o*er Oman's Sea. — 

**Now, Freedom's God ! I come to Thee," 
The youth exclaims, and with a smile 
Of triumph vaulting on the pile, 
In that last effort, ere the fires 
Have harm'd one glorious limb, expires ! 

What shriek was that on Oman's tide? 

It came from yonder drifting bark. 
That just has caught upon her side 

The death-light — and again is dark. 
It is the boat — ah, why delay'd 7^ 
That bears the wretched Moslem maid 
Confided to the watchftil care 

Of a small veteran band, with whom 
Their generous Chieftain would not share 

The secret of his final doom ; 
But hop'd when Hinda, safe and free, 

Was render'd lo her father's eyes. 
Their pardon, full and prompt, would be 

The ransom of so dear a prize. 
Unconscious, thus, of Hafed's fiite. 
And proud to guard their beauteous fireigfatt 
Scarce had they clear'd the surfy waves 
That foam around those frightful caves, 
When the curst war-whoops, known so weD* 
Come echoing from the distant dell^ 
Sudden each oar, upheld and still. 

Hung dripping o'er the vessel's side 
And, driving at the current's will. 

They rock'd along the whispering tide. 
While every eye, in mute dismay. 

Was tow'rd that fatal mountain tum'd, 
Where the dim altar's quivering ray 

As yet all lone and tranquil bam'd 
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Oh ! 'tis BOt, HiifDA, in the power 

Of Fancy's mo«t terrific touch, 
To paint thy pangs in that dread hour — 

Thy silent agony — *twas such 
As those who feel could paint too well, 
Bat none e*er felt and liv*d to tell ! 
Twas not alone the dreary state 
Of a lorn spirit, crush*d by fate, 
When, though no more remains to dread. 

The panic chill will not depart ; — 
When, though the inmate Hope be dead. 

Her ghost still haunts the mouldering heart. 
No— pleasures, hopes, affections gone. 
The wretch may bear, and yet live on, 
like things within the cold rock found 
Alire, when all *s congeal'd around. 
But there 's a Uank repose in this, 
A calm stagnation, that were bliss 
To the keen, burning, harrowing pain. 
Now felt through all thy breast and brain^ 
That spasm of terror, mute, intense. 
That breathless, agoniz*d suspense, 
PVom whose hot throb, whose deadly aching 
The heart hath no relief but breaking ! 

Calm M the ware— heav'n's brilliant lights 

Reflected dance beneath the prow ; — 
RDM was when, on such lovely nights. 

She who is there, so desolate now, 
Could sit all cheerful, though alone. 

And ask no happier joy than seeing 
niat star-light o*er the waters thrown-^ 
No joy hut that to make her blest. 

And the fresh, buoyant sense of Being 
Hut bounds in youth's yet careless breast — 
%Belf a star, not borrowing light. 
But in its own glad essence bright. 
How different now ! — bat, hark, again 
Hie yeD of havoc rings — brave men ! 
In vain, with beating hearts, ye stand 
On the bark's edge — in vain each hand 
Half draws the falchion from iu sheath ; 

All's o'er— in rust your blades may lie : 
He, at whose word they've scatter'd death. 

E'en now, this night, himself must die ! 
Well may ye look to yon dim tower. 

And ask, and wondering guess what means 
The \MXde-crj at this dead hour — 

Ah ! she eould tell you— she, who leans 
Unheeded there, pale, sunk, aghast. 
With brow against the dew-cold mast — 

T«o well she knows — her more than life, 
Her seal's first idol and its last, 

lies bleeding in that murderous strife. 
lot s ee w hat moves upon the height 7 
8ome signal ! — 'tis a torch's light. 

What bodes its soliury glare 7 
Ai gasping silence tow'rd the shrine 
411 eyes are tum'd — thine, Hinda, thine 

Fix their last failing life-beam there. 
'Twas but a moment — fierce and high 
TIm death-pile blaz'd into the sky. 
And fer avray o'er rock and flood 

Its melancholy radiance sent ; 
While Hatbd, like a vision, stood 
BsTVtTd before the burning pyre. 



Tall, shadowy, like a Spirit of Fire 
Shrin'd in its own grand element ! 

** 'Tis he !" — the shuddering maid exclaims,— 
But, while she speaks, he 's seen no more ; 

High burst in air the funeral flames. 
And Iran's hopes and hers are o'er ! 

One wild, heart-broken shriek she gave— 
Then sprung, as if to reach the Uaxe, 
Where still she fix'd her dying gaze. 
And, gazing, sunk into the wave, — 
Deep, deep, — where never care or pain 
Shall reach her innocent heart again ! 



Farewell — farewell to thee, Akabt's daughter ! 

(Thus warbled a Peri beneath the dark sea :) 
No pearl ever lay, under Oman's green water, 

More pure in its shell than thy spirit in thee. 

Oh ! fair as the searflower close to thee growing, 
How light was thy heart 'till Love's witchery came, 

Like the wind of the south' o'er a sunmier lute blowings 
And hush'd all its music and wilher'd its frame ! 

But long, upon Arabt's green sunny highlands. 
Shall maids and their lovers remember the doom 

Of her, who lies sleeping among the Pearl Ulfnds, 
With nought but the sea-star^ to light up her tomb. 

And still, when the merry date-season is burning, 
And calls to the palm-groves the young and the old,* 

The happiest there, from their pastime returning. 
At sunset, will weep when thy story is told. 

The young village maid, when with flowers she 
dresses 

Her dark flowing hair for some festival day. 
Will think of thy fate till, neglecting her tresses, 

She mournfully turns from the mirror away. 

Nor shall Iran, belov'd of her Hero ! forget thee,— 
Though tyrants watch over her tears as they start, 

Close, close by the side of that Hero she'll set thee, 
Fimhalm'd in the innermost shrine of her heart. 

Farewell — be it ours to embellish thy pillow 
With every thing beauteous that grows in the deep; 

Each flower of the rock and each gem of the billow 
Shall sweeten thy bed and illumine thy sleep. 

Around thee shall glisten the loveliest amber 
That ever the sorrowing sea-bird has wept \* 

With many a shell, in v^ose hollo w-wreath'd chamber 
We, Peris of Ocean, by moonlight have slept. 

We'll dive where the gardens of coral lie darkling, 
And plant all the rosiest stems at thy head ; 

1 " This wind (the Bamoor) to soflent the itriofs of lutes, 
that they can never be tuned wbita it lasts."— 5(<pA«i'« 
Persia. 

2 " Ono of the (p-eatest cariosities found in the Persian 
Gulf is a fish which the English call Star-flsh. It is circa- 
lar, and at night very luminous, resembling the fiill moon 
surroanded by rays." — Mirta Abu TaUb. 

3 For a description of the merriment of the date-time, of 
their work, their dances, and their return borne from tJie 
palm-groves at the end of autamo with the fruits, see 
Ktmpfer^ Ammnital, Rtot. 

4 Some naturalists have imagined that amber b a ooaers- 
tioo of the tears of birds.— 8ss TVsvsus, Clsai^srt 
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We'll aeek where the nndi of the Caspian* are 
■parkling. 
And gather their gold to strew over thy bed. 

Farewell — ^&rewell— until Pity's sweet fountain 
Is lost in the hearts of the fair and the brave. 

They'll weep for the Chieftain who died on that 
mountain, 
They'll weep for the Maiden who sleeps in this wave. 



Thb singular placidity with which Fadladezn 
had listened, during the latter part of this obnoxious 
story, surprised the Princess and Per amor z exceed- 
ingly ; and even inclined towards him the hearts of 
these unsuspicious young persons, who little knew 
Che source of a complacency so marvellous. The 
truth was, he had been organizing, for the last few 
days, a most notable plan of persecution against the 
poet, in consequence of some passages that had fal- 
len from him on the second evening of recital, which 
appeared to this worthy Chamberlain to contain lan- 
guage and principles, for which nothing short of the 
lamnary criticism of the Chabuk* would be advisa- 
ble. It was his intention, therefore, immediately on 
their arrival at Cashmere, to give information to the 
king of Bucharia of the very dangerous sentiments 
of his minstrel ; and if, unfortunately, that monarch 
did not act with suitable vigour on the occasion, (that 
is, if he did not give the Chabok to Fbramorz, and 
ft place to Faoladben,) there would be an end, he 
feared, of all legitimate government in Bucharia. He 
could not help, however, auguring better both for 
himself and the cause of potentates in general ; and 
It was the pleasure arising from these mingled antici- 
pations that diffused such unusual satisfaction through 
his features, and made his eyes shine out, like poppies 
of the desert, over the wide and lifeless wilderness 
of that countenance. 

Having decided upon the Poet's chotftisement in 
thii manner, he thought it but humanity to spare him 
the minor tortures of criticism. Accordingly, when 
thoy assembled next evening in the pavilion, and 
hkisLA RooKH expected to see all the beauties of her 
bard melt away, one by one, in the acidity of criti- 
cism, like pearls in the cup of the Egyptian Queen — 
he agreeably disappointed her by merely saying, with 
BR ironical smile, that the merits of such a poem de- 
ferved to be tried at a much higher tribunal ; and then 
suddenly passing off into a panegyric upon all Mus- 
sulman sovereigns, more particularly his august and 
imperial master, Aurungzebe— the wisest and best of 
the descendants of Timur— who, among other great 
things he had done for mankind, had given to him, 
Fadladben, the very profitable posts of Betel-car- 
rier and Taster of Sherbets to the Emperor, Chief 
Holder of the Girdle of Beautiful Forms,' and Grand 
Naxir, or Chamberlain of the Haram. 

They were now not far from that forbidden ri- 



1 "The hay of Kietclarke, which is oikcrwiie called the 
GoMaq B«y, the sand whereof ihinei ai fire." — Strup. 

8 " The application of whips or rods." — Dubois. 

9 Keoipfer nentioiis such an officer among the attendants 
of the Kiog of Persia, and calls him, "forms corporis esti- 
mator." His business was, at stated periods, to measure 
Iks ladies of the Haram by a sort of regulation girdle, whose 



ver,* beyond which no pure Hindoo can pass ; and 
were reposing for a time in the rich valley of Hussim 
Abdaul, which had always been a favourite resting- 
place of the emperors in their annual migrations to 
Cashmere. Here often had the Light of the Faith, 
Jehanguire, wandered with his beloved and beautiful 
Nourmahal, and here would Lallji Rookh have 
been happy to remain for ever, giving up the throne 
of Bucharia and the world, for Feramorz and love 
in this sweet lonely valley. The time was now fast 
approaching when she roust see him no longer^— or 
see him with eyes whose every look belonged to 
another ; and there was a melancholy preciousness in 
these last moments, which made her heart cling to 
them as it would to life. During the latter part of 
the journey, indeed, she had sunk into a deep sadness, 
from which nothing but the presence of the young 
minstrel could awake her. Like those lamps in 
tombs, which only light up when the air is admitted, 
it was only at his approach that her eyes became 
smiling and animated. But here, in this dear valley, 
every moment was an age of pleastire ; she saw him 
all day, and was, therefore, all day happy — resem- 
bling, she often thought, that people of Zinge, who 
attribute the tmfading cheerfulness they enjoy to one 
genial star that rises nightly over their heads.* 

The whole party, indeed, seemed in their liveliest 
mood during the few days they passed in this delight* 
ful solitude. The young attendants of the Princess, 
who were here allowed a freer range than they could 
safely be indulged with in a less sequestered place, 
ran wild among the gardens, and bounded through 
the meadows, lightly as young roes over the sromatie 
plains of Tibet. While Fadladben, beside the spi- 
ritual comfort he derived from a pilgrimage to the 
tomb of the Saint from whom the valley is named, 
bad opportunities of gratifying, in a small way, his 
taste for victims, by putting to death some htmdreds 
of those unfortunate little lizards, which all pious 
Mussulmans make it a point to kill; — taking for 
granted, that the manner in which the creature hangs 
its head is meant as a mimicry of the attitude in 
which the Faithful say their prayers ! 

About two miles from Ilussun Abdaul were those 
Royal Gardens, which had grown beautiful under the 
care of so many lovely eyes, and were beautiful still, 
though those eyes could see them no longer. Thb 
place, with its tiowers and its holy silence, interrupted 
only by the dipping of the wings of birds in its mar- 
ble basins filled with the pure water of those hills, 
was to Lalla Rook II all that her heart could fancy 
of fragrance, coolness, and almost heavenly tran- • 
quilhty. As the Prophet said of Damascus, " it wsa 
too delicious ;** — and here, in listening to the sweet 
voice of Feramorz, or reading in his eyes what yet 
he never dared to tell her, the most exquisite moments 
of her whole life were passed. One evening, whed 
they had been talking of the Sultana Nourmahal— 
the Light of the Haram,' who had so often wandered 



limits it was not iliougbt graceful to exceed. If aify of 
ihem outgrow this standard of shape, thoy were reducMl b) 
abstinence till they caine within its bouods. 

1 Tbe AUock. 

2 The star Solieil, or Canopus. 

3 Nourmahal si^nitiei Light of the Haram. She was 
aflorwnrdi called Nourjehan, or the Lifht of tbe W<irld. 
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among these flowers, and fed with her own hands, in 
those marble basms, the small shining fishes of which 
she was so fond,' — the youth, in order to delay the 
moment of separation, proposed to recite a short story, 
or rather rhapsody, of which this adored Sultana was 
the heroine. It related, he said, to the reconcilemeut 
of a sort of lovers' quarrel, which took place between 
her and the Emperor during a Feast of Roses at Cash- 
mere ; and would remind the Princess of that diHer- 
ence between Ilaroun-al-Raschid and his fair mistress 
Marida, which was so happily made up by the sof\ 
•trains of the musician, Moussali. As the story was 
chiefly to be told in song, and Feramorz had un- 
Uickily forgotten his own lute in the valley, he bor- 
rowed the vina of Lalla Rookh*8 Uttle Persian 
•laTe, and thus began : — 

THE LIGHT OF THE HARAM. 



Who has not heard of the Vale of Cashmere, 

With its roses, the brightest that earth ever gave,* 
Its temples and grottos, and fountains as clear 
As the love-lighted eyes that hang over their wave ? 



Oh ! to see it at sunset, — when warm o'er the Lake 

Its splendour at parting a summer eve throws, 
Like a bride full of blushes, when lingering to take 

A last look of her mirror at night ere she goes ! — 
When the shrines through the fohage are gleaming 

half shown. 
And each hallows the hour by some rites of its own. 
Here the music of pray'r from a minaret swells. 

Here the magian his urn full of perfume is swinging. 
And here, at the altar, a xone of sweet bells 

Round the waist of some &ir Indian dancer is 
ringing.' 
Or to see it by moonlight, — when mellowly shines 
The light o*er its palaces, gardens and shrines ; 
When the water-falls gleam like a quick fall of stars, 
And the nightingale's hymn from the Isle of Chenars 
Is Iwoken by laughs and light echoes of feet 
From the cool, shimng walks where the young peo- 
ple meet : — 
Or at mom, when the magic of daylight awakes 
A new wonder each minute, as slowly it breaks, 
HiUs, cupolas, fountains, call'd forth every one 
Out of darkness, as they were just bom of the Sun. 
When the Spirit of Fragrance is up with the day, 
From his Haram of night-flowers stealing away ; 
And the wind, full of wantonness, woos, like a lover. 
The yotmg aspen-trees^ till they tremble all over. 
* When the East is as warm as the light of first hopes. 

And Day, with his banner of radiance unfurl'd. 
Shines in through the mountainous^ portal that opes. 

Sublime, from that valley of bliss to the world ! 



1 See Dote, p. fS5. 

3 " Tbe rose of Kaahmire, for its brilliancy and delicacy 
of colour Yum long been proverbial in the East** — FortUr. 

3 ** Tied round her waiat the zone of bella, that sounded 
with ravisliihf melody.** — Song of Jayadeva. 

4 " The little isles in the Lake of Cachcinire are set with 
arbonrs and large-leaved aapen-treca, ilender and tall.** — 
BtrnuT. 

5 ** Tbe Tackt Suliman, the name bestowed by the M a- 
hometana oo this hill, forms one side of a grand portal to 

.'*— />rsf«r. 



But never yet, by night or day, 
In dew of spring or simimer's ray. 
Did the sweet Valley ahine so gay 
As now it shines — all love and light. 
Visions by day and feasts by night ! 
A happier smile illumes each brow. 

With quicker spread each heart imcloses. 
And all is ecstasy, — for now 

The Valley holds its Feast of Roses.* 
That joyous time, when pleasures pour 
Profusely round, and in their shower 
Hearts open, like the Season's Rose^^ 

Tiie flowret of a hundred leaves,* 
Expanding while the dew-fall flows. 
And every leaf its balm receives ! 
'Twas when ths hour of evening came 

Upon the Lake, serene and cool. 
When Day had hid his sultry flame 

Behind the palms of Baramoolb.' 
When maids began to Uft their heads, 
Refreshed, from their embroider'd beds, 
Where they had slept the sun away. 
And wak'd to moonlight and to pUy. 
All were abroad — the busiest hive 
On Bela's^ hills is less alive 
When saffron beds are full in flower, 
Than look'd the Valley at that hour 
A thousand restless torches play'd 
Through every grove and island shade ; 
A thousand sparkling lamps were set 
On every dome and minaret ; 
And fields and pathways, hi and netr, 
Were Ughted by a blaze so clear. 
That you could see, in wandering round, 
The smallest rose-leaf on the ground. 
Yet did the maids and matrons leave 
Their veils at home, that briUiant eve ; 
And there were gUncing eyes about. 
And cheeks, that would not dare shine out 
In open day, but thought they might 
Look lovely then, because 'twas night ! 
And all were free, and wandering. 

And all exclaim'd to all they met 
That never did the simimer bring 

So gay a Feast of Roses yet v— 
The moon had never ahed a light 

So clear as that which bless'd them there ; 
The roses ne'er shone half so bright. 

Nor they themselves look'd hilf so &ir 
And what a wilderness of floweis ! 
It seem'd as though from all the bowen 
And fairest fields of all the year, 
The mingled spoil were scatter'd here. 
The lAke, too, like a garden breathes, 
With the rich buds that o'er it lie,— 
As if a shower of fairy wreaths 
Had fall'n npon it from the sky ! 
And then the soimds of joy — the beat 
Of tabors and of dancing feet ;— 



1 " The Feaat of Rosea continues the whole time of thsk 
remaining in bloom.** — See Pietro dt la VMe. 

8 « GuT aad bork, the Rose of a hundred leaves. I hsHsfS 
a particular apecies.'* — (hueltjf. 

3 Bernier. 

4 A place mentioned in the Tooask Jehaofssry, or M«> 
moira of Jehanguire, where there is an aeoooot or tbs bsds 
of saflron flowers about Cashsasra 
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The iniiiaret-cr3rer*8 chaunt of glee 
Sung from his lighted gallery,' 
And ■nswer'd by a ziraleet 
From neighbouring Haram, wild and sweet ; — 
The merry laughter, echoing 
' From gardens, where the silken swing 
Wafts some delighted girl above 
The top leaves of the orange grove ; 
Or, from those infant groups at play 
Among the tents' that line the way. 
Flinging, unawM by slave or mother, 
Ilandfuis of roses at each other ! — 

And the sounds from the Lake, — the low whisp'ring 

boats. 
As they shoot through the moonlight ; — the dippipg 

of oars. 
And the wild, airy warbling that every where floats. 
Through the groves, round the islands, as if all the 

shores 
Like those of Kathat utterM music, and gave 
An answer in song to the kiss of 'each wave !' 
But the gentlest of all are those sounds, full of feeling. 
That soft from the lute of some lover are stealing, — 
Some lover, who knows all the heart-touching power 
Of a Inte and a sigh in this magical hour. 
CNi ! best of delights, as it every where is. 
To be near the lov*d One, — what a rapture is his 
Who in mooidi^ ai)d music thus sweetly may glide 
0*er the Lake of Casum xre, with that One by his side ! 
If Woman can make the worst wilderness dear. 
Think, think what a heav'n she must make of Cash- 

MBRC! 

So feh the magnificent Son of Acbar,* 

When fh>m power and pomp and the trophies of war 

He flew to tliat Valley, foi^tting them idl 

With the Light of the Haram, his young Nourm aral. 

When free and uncrown'd as the Conqueror rov'd 

By the banks of that Lake, with his only belov'd, 

He saw, in the wreaths she would playfully snatch 

From the hedges, a glory his crown could not match. 

And preferr*d in his heart the least ringlet that curFd 

Down her exquisite nedk to the throne of the world ! 

There *s a beauty, for ever unchangingly bright. 
Like the long, sunny lapse of a sunmier-day's light. 
Shining on, shining on, by no shadow made tender, 
Till Love falls asleep in its sameness of splendour. 
This toas not the beauty— oh ! nothing like this. 
That to young Nourm ahal gave such magic of bliss ; 
But that loveliness, ever in motion, which plays 
Like the light upon Autuom*s soft shadowy days. 



1 ** It b the cuitom amoDf the women to employ tho 
llaaseen to chaant from the goII«ry of the nearest minaret, 
which DO that occaaiou it illuminated, and the wumen aa- 
sembled at the houae respond at intervals with a ziraleet or 
jovous chorus." — Ruttell. 

8 " At the keeping of the Feast of Rosea we beheld an 
inilnite number of tents pitched, with such a crowd of men, 
women, boys and firls, with mune, dances," etc etc. — 
JHsf vcf (. 

3 ** An old commentator of the Chou-Kinf saya, the an- 
eisQts havinf remarked that a current of water made some 
of the atones near its bnnks send forth a sound, they detached 
some of them, and being charmed with the delightful sound 
they emitted, coostructed King or mosical instrumeota of 
Ihsro."— Oriatsr. 

4 Jshaofuire was the son of the Great Aebar. 



Now here, and now there, giving wanntlMe it fliee 
From the lips to the cheeks, from the cheek to thm 

eyes, 
Now melting in mist and now breaking in gleams, 
Like the glimpses a saint hath of Heav'n in his dreamsJ 
When pensive it seem'd as if that very grace, 
That charm of all others, was bom with her face ; 
And when angry, — ^for e'en in the tranquillest climee 
Dght breezes will rufile the Uossoms sometimeiH— 
The abort passing anger but seem'd to awaken 
New beauty, like flowers that are sweetest when 

shaken. 
If tenderness touch'd her, the dztk of her eye 
At once took a darker, a heavenUer dye. 
From the depth of whose shadow, like holy revealingi 
From innermost shrines, came the light of her feelinga. 
Then her mirth— oh ! 'twas sportive as ever took wing 
From the heart with a burst, like a wild-bird in Spring: 
IJlum'd by a wit that would fascinate sages. 
Yet playful as Peris just loos'd from their cages.' 
While her laugh,^ull of life, without any contronl 
But the sweet one of gracefulness, rung from her soul ; 
And where it most sparkled no glance could discover 
In Up, cheek, or eyes, for she brighten'd all over^— 
Like any fair lake that the breeze is upon. 
When it breaks into dimples and latighs in the ton. 
Such, such were the peerless enchantments that gave 
Nourm AHAL the proud Lord of the East, for her slave ; 
And though bright was his Haram« — a hving parterre 
Of the flowers' of this planet — though treasuree were 

there. 
For which Soliman*s self might have given all the 

store • 

That the navy from Ofhir e*er wing'd to his riiore. 
Yet dim before her were the smiles of them all, 
And the Light of his Haram was young Nourmahal ! 

But where is she now, this night of joy. 

When bliss is every heart's employ 7 — 

When all around her is so bright. 

So like the visions of a trance. 

That one might think, who came by chance 

Into the vale this happy night, 

He saw the City of Delight' 

In fairy-land, whose streets and towers 

Are made of gems and Ught and flowen ! 

Where is the lov'd Sultana ? where, 

When mirth brings «out the young and fair, 

Does she, the fairest, hide her brow, 

In melancholy stillness now 7 



Alas— how light a cause may move 

Dissensions between hearts that love ! 

Hearts that the world in vain had tried ; 

And sorrow but more closely tied ; 

That stood the storm, when waves were rough. 

Yet in a simny hour fall off. 

Like ships that have gone down at sea. 

When heav'n was all tranquillity ! 



1 " In the wars of the Dives with the Pcria, whenever the 
former took the latter prisoners, they shut them op in iron 
cages, and hung theni on the highest trees. Here they were 
visited by their companions, who brought them the caoicsst 
odours." — Hichardson. 

2 In the Malay language the same word aig oifies 
and flowera. 

3 The capital of Shadukiam. See note, p. 54 
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A •omechiiig, light as air — a look, 

A word unkind, or wrongly taken-^ 
Oh ! love, that tempests never shook, 

A breath, a touch like this hath shaken. 
And ruder words will soon rush in 
To spread the breach that words begin : 
« And eyes forget the gentle ray 

Tliey wore in courtship's smiling day ; 
And voices lose the tone that shed 
A tenderness round all they said ; 
Till fast declining, one by one, 
The sweetnesses of love are gone, 
And hearts, so lately mingled, seem 
Like broken clouds, — or like the stream. 
That smiling left the mountain's brow, 

Aj though its waters ne'er could sever, 
Yet, ere it reach the plain below. 

Breaks into floods, that part for ever. 

Ofa yon, that have the charge of Love, 

Keep him in rosy bondage bound. 
As in the Fields of Bliss above 

He sits, with flowrets fetter'd round ;' — 
Loom not a tie that round him clings. 
Nor ever let him use his wings ; 
For eY*n an hour, a minute's flight 
Will rob the plumes of half their light. 
Like that celestial bird, — whose nest 

Is found beneath far Eaatem skies, — 
WhoM wings ; though radiant when at rest, 

Lose all their glory when he flies !' 
Some difierence, of this dangerous kind, — 
By which, though light, the links that bind 
TIm fondest hearts may soon be riven ; 
Some ahadow in love's summer heaven. 
Which, though a fleecy speck at first. 
May yet in awfhl thunder burst ; — 
Soch cloud it is, that now hangs over 
The heart of the Imperial Lover, 
And far hath banishM from his sight 
His NotmM AHAL, his liaram's Light ! 
Hence is it, on this happy night. 
When Pleasure through the fields and grovea 
Hat let looee all her world of loves, 
And every heart has found its own, — 
He wanders, joyless and alone. 
And weary as that bird of Thrace, 
Whose pinion knows no resting-place.' 
In vain the loveliest cheeks and eyes 
Tliis Eden of the earth suppUes 

Come crowding round — the cheeks are pale. 
The eyes are dim — though rich the spot 
With every flower this earth has got. 

What is It to the nightingale. 
If there his darUng rose is not 7^ 



1 86« lbs rspreseotation of the Eaiit«rn Cupid pinioned 
closely roand with wreaths of flowen, in PicarVt C6r6monies 
Eehcieoses. 

9 ^ Among the birds of Tonquin ii a species of foldflnch, 
whieh sings so mekxlioasl v that it is called the Celestial Bird. 
Its winn, when it is perched, appear variegated with beau- 
tifal eeloarB, bat when it flies they kiee all their splsodour." — 



3 " As these Urds on the Bosphorut are never known to 
rest, they ars called by the French ' les aines danin^ss.**— 

4 " Ton mav (dace a hundred bandfali of frsgrant herbs 
and flowers bsrors ths nighting ale, yet he wishes not, ia his 



In vain the Valley's smiling throng 
Worship him, as he moves along ; 
He heeds them not — one smile of heis 
Is worth a world of worshippers ; 
They but the Star's adorers are. 
She is the Heav'n that lights the SUr! 

Hence is it too, that Nourmahal, 

Amid the luxuries of this hour. 
Far from the joyous festival. 

Sits in her own sequestered bower. 
With DO one near, to soothe or aid. 
But that inspir'd and wond*rous maid, 
Namouna, the Enchantress ;— one. 
O'er whom his race the golden siu 
Fo^ imremember'd years has rtm. 
Yet never saw her blooming brow 
Younger or fairer than 'tis now. 
Nay, rather, as th^ west wind's sigi^ 
Freshens the flower it passes by. 
Time's wing but seem'd, in stealing o'er. 
To leave her lovelier than before. 
Yet on her smiles a sadness hung. 
And when, as of^ she spoke or sung 
Of other worlds, there came a light 
From her dark eyes so strangely bright, 
That all believ'd nor man nor earth 
Were conscious of Nam oi7Na'i birth ! 
AU spells and talismans she knew. 

From the great Mantra,' which aroond 
The Air*s sublimer Spirits drew, 

To the gold gems* of Afric, bound 
Upon the wandering Arab's arm. 
To keep him from the Siltim's' harm. 
And she had pledg'd her powerful ait, 
Pledg'd it with all the seal and heart 
Of one who knew, though high her s|diere, 
What 'twas to lose a love so dear. 
To find some spell that should recall 
Her Sklim's* smile to Nourmahal ! 

'Twas midnight— through the lattice, wreathed 
With woodbine, many a perfume breath'd 
From plants that wake frhen others ileepi 
From timid jasmine buds, that keep 
Their odour to themselves all day. 
But, when the sun-light dies away. 
Let the delicious secret out 
To every breexe that roams about ;^ 
When thus Namouna :— ** 'Tis the hour 
That scatters spells on herb and flower. 
And garlands might be gather'd now, 
That, twin'd around the sleeper's brow. 
Would make him dream of such deligbta, 
Such miracles and dazzling sights. 



constant heart, for more than the swMt breath of his be- 
loved roio." — Jami. 

1 " Ho ii said to have found the great JVoaero, spell or 
taliiman, through which he ruled over the elements and 
spirits of all denominations.** — Wilford, 

3 '* The cold jeweb of Jinnie, which are called by ths 
Arabs £1 Uerres, from the supposed charm they contain.**— 

3 " A dsmoo, supposed to hannt woods, Ax. in a komaa 
shape.**— Atdkardsem. 

4 " Ths name of Jshanguirs befors his asesssion to the 
throne. 
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Afl Genii of the Sim behold. 
At erening, from their tenU of gold 
Upon the horizon — ^where they play 
Till twilight comes, and, ray by ray, 
Their aunny manaiona melt away ! 
Now, too, a chaplet might be wreaih*d 
Of buds o'er which the moon has brcath'd. 
Which worn by her, whose love has stray'd. 

Might bring some Peri from the skies. 
Some sprite, whose very soul is made 

Of flowrets' breaths, and loTCn' sighs, 
And who might tell *1 

♦* For me, for me," 
Cried NouRM AHAL impatiently,— 
** Oh ! twine that wreatli for me to-nighL" 
Then rapidly, with foot as light 
As the young musk-roe's, out she flew 
To cull each shining leaf that grew 
Beneath the moonlight's hallowing beams 
For this enchanted Wreath of Dreams. 
Anemones and Seas of Gold,* 

And new-blown lilies of the ri?er. 
And those sweet flowrets, that unfold 

Their buds on Camxdbva's quiver ;■— 
The tube-rose, with her silvery light. 

That in the Gardens of Malay 
Is call'd the Mistress of the Night,* 
So like a bride, scented and bright. 

She comes out when the sun's away. — 
Amaranths, such as crown the maids 
That wander through Zamara's shades \* — 
And the white moon-flower, as it shows 
On Serbndib's high crags to those 
Who near the isle at evening sail. 
Scenting her clove-trees in the gale ; — 
In short, all flowrets and all plants, 

From the divine Amrita tree,^ 
lliat blesses heaven's inhabitants 

With fruits of immortality, 
Down to the basil* tuft, that waves 
Its ftagrant blossom over graves, 
And to the humble rosemary, 
Whose sweets so thanklessly^ are shed 
To scent the desert* — and the dead,— 
All in that garden bloom, and all 
Are gatber'd by young Nourmahal, 



1 " Hemasagare, or the Sea of Gold, with flowers of the 
brifbtest guld colour." — Sir W. Jonu. 

S " Thn tree (the Nagacosara) b one of the moit de- 
liffatful DO earth, aod ttM delicious odour of it* bloaaomi 
jualJv fives them a place in the quiver of Camadeva,ortbe 
God of Love.**— /i. 

3 " The Malayani style the tube-roM (PoHanthea tube- 
ross) Sandal Malam, or the MisUeaa of the NighL**— Pen- 



Who heaps her baskets with the flowen 
And leaves, till they can hold no moie, 

Then to Namouna flies, and shower* 
Upon her Up the shining store. 

With what delight th' Enchantress views 

So many buds, bath'd with the dews 

And beama of that bless'd hour !— her glance 

Spoke something, past all mortal pleasures, 
As, in a kind of holy trance, 

She hung above those fragrant treasures, 
Bending to drink their balmy airs. 
As if she miz'd her soul with thein. 
And 'twas, indeed, the perfume shed 
From flow'ra and scented flame that fed 
Her charmed life — for none had e'er 
Beheld her taste of mortal fare. 
Nor ever in aught earthly dip, 
But the mom's dew, her roseate lip. 
Ftll'd with the cool, inspiring smell, 
Th' Enchantress now begins her spell. 
Thus singing, as she winds and weaves 
In mystic form the ghttering leaves . — 



4 The people of the Batta country in Sumatra (of which 
Zamara m one of the ancient names) "when not engaged in 
war, lead an idle, inactive life, paaaing the day in playing on 
a kind of flute, crowned with garlands of flower*, among 
which the gtobe-amaranthus, a native of the country, most- 
ly prevails?*— •.¥«r*rf«u 

5 '* The largeet and rieheat sort (of the Jamba or roe»- 
onple) is called Amrita or immortal, and the mytbolofists 
of Tibet apiily the aame word to a celestial tree, bearing 
ambrosial nuiL**— 5tr W. Jvmta, 

% Sweet-basil, called Rayhao in Persia, and generally 
(bond in church-yards. 

7 ** In the Great Deeert are found many stalks of lavender 
and rossmary.**-— ytf««aC Ku. 



I know where the winged visions dwell 

That around the night-bed play ; 
I know each herb and flowret's bell. 
Where they hide their wings by day. 
Then hasten we, maid. 
To twine our braid. 
To-morrow the dreams and flowers wiD faO«. 

The image of love, that nightly fliee 

To visit the bashful moid. 
Steals from the jasmine flower, thatsiglM 

lu soul, like her, in the shade. 
The hope, in dreams, of a happier hour 

That alights on misery's brow. 
Springs out of the silvery olmond^ower, 

That blooms on a leafless bought' 
Then hasten we, maid. 
To twine our braid. 
To-morrow the dreams and flowen will frde. 

The visions that oft to worldly eyw 

The glitter of mines unfold. 
Inhabit the mountain-herb,* that dyes 

The tooth of the fawn like gold. 
The phantom shapes — oh touch noC thenH- 

That appal the murderer's sight. 
Lurk in the fleshy mandrake's stem. 

That shrieks, when torn at night ! 
Then hasten we, maid. 
To twine our braid. 
To-morrow the dreams and flowers will fiids. 

The dream of the injur'd, patient mind, 

Tlat smiles at the wrongs of men. 
Is fbund in the bruis*d and woimded rind 
Of the cinnamon, sweetest then ! 
Then hasten we, maid. 
To twine our braid. 
To-morrow the dreams and flowen will fodft. 



1 ^ The almond-tree, with whits flowers, blossoms on the 
bare branehe*.** — Hmseelquist. 

9 An herb on Mount Libanus. which n said to eommo- 
nieate a yellow golden hoe to the tsetfa of the goata and 
other animals that grass opon it. 
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No tooner wai the floweiy crown 
PlacM on her head, than sleep came down, 
Gentlj as nigfati of summer fall. 
Upon the lids of Nourm ahal ; — 
\^ suddenly, a tuneful breeze, 
Aa fuU of small, rich harmonies 
As ever wind, that o*er the tents 
Of Azab' blew, was full of scents. 
Steals on her ear and floats and swells. 

Like the first air of morning creeping 
Into those wreathy, Red*Sea shells. 

Where Love himself, of old, lay sleeping ;' — 
And now a spirit formM, 'twould seem. 

Of music and of light, so (kir. 
So brilliantly his features beam. 

And such a sound is in the air 
Of sweetness, when he waves his wings, 
Hovers around her, and thus sings : — 



From Chinoara's' warbling fount I come, 
CallM by that moonlight garfaind's spell ; 
From Cbiitdara's fount, my fhiry home. 

Where in music, mom and night, I dweU ; 
Where hites in the air are heard about. 

And Toices are singing the whole day long, 
Am|_fiffirxjigh the heart hrpathw nut 
Ittura'd, aa it leaveathfi lipn, tn anng ! 
Hither I come 
From my fairy home. 
And if there's a magic in Music's strain, 
I swear by the breath 
Of that moonlight wreath, 
Hiy Lover shall sigh at thy feet again. 

For mine is the lay that lightly floats. 
And mine are murmuring, dying notes, 
That fall as soft as snow on the sea, 
And melt in the heart as instantly ! 
And the passionate strain that, deeply going, 

Refines the bosom it trembles through. 
As the musk-wind, over the water blowing, 

RnfBes the wave, but sweetens it too ! 

IGne Is the charm, whose mystic sway 
Tlie Spirite of past Delight obey : 
Let but the tunefbl talisman sound. 
And they come, like Genii, hovering round. 
And rntne as the gentle song, that bears 

From soul to |^ul, the wishes of love. 
As a bird* that wafts through genial airs 

The cinnamon seed from grove to grove.* 
Tie I that mingle in one sweet measure 
The past, the present, and future of pleasure ; 
When Memory links the tone that is gone 

With the blisaful tone that*s still in the ear; 



1 The Bsyrrh country. 

9 »* Thb idea (of deities liTiog inshellei wai not anknown 
to the Greek*, who repreeent tbe young Neritee. one of the 
Cmdda, as living in ihoUi on tbe shores of tbe Ked Sea."— 
WUftrd. 

3 ** A fabokMis fbontain, whgre tostraments are said to be 
eoBSlaBtly playtng."— MmWam. 

4 ** The Pompedoar pigeon ie tbe ipeciee, which, by 
aarvying the frait of the cinoamon to difierent placet, ii a 
gieat dietaminator of this vahiable tree.'*— See Brown'* 
illHstr. Tab. 19. 

L 



And Hope from a heavenly note flies on, 
To a note more heavenly still that is near ! 

The warrior's heart, when touch'd by me, 

Can as downy aoil and as yielding be, 

As his own white plume, that high amid death 

Through the field has shone — yet moves with a 

breath. 
And, oh, how the eyes of beauty glisten, 

When Music haa reach'd her inward sool, 
Like th' silent stars, that wink and listen 
While Heav'n's eternal melodies roll ! 
So, hither I come. 
From my fairy home. 
And if there's a magic in Muaic's strttn, 
I swear by the breath 
Of that moonli^ wreath. 
Thy lover shall sigh at thy feet again. 



*Tis dawn— at least that earlier dawn, 
Whoee g^pses are again withdrawn,* 
Aa if the mom had wak'd, and then 
Shot cloee her lids of light again. 
And NotTRMAHAL is np, and trying 

The wonders of her lute, whose strings— 
Oh bliss ! — now murmur like the sighing 

From that ambrosial Spirit's wings ! 
And then, her voice— 'tis more than human — 
Never, till now, had it been given 
To lips of any mortal woman 

To utter notes so fVesh from heaven ; 
Sweet as the Ixeath of angel sighs. 

When angel sighs are most divine.-^ 
** Oh ! let it last till night,** she cries, 

** And he is more than ever mine." 
And hourly she renews the lay, 

So fearful lest its heavenly sweetness 
Should, ere the evening, fade away^ — 

For things so heavenly have such fleetnea ! 
But, &r firom fading, it but grows 
Richer, diviner as it flows ; 
Till rapt she dwells on every string. 
And poun again each sound along. 
Like Echo, lost and languishing 

In love with her own wondrous song. 
That evening, (tmating that his aoul 

Might be from haunting love releaa'd 
By mirth, by muaio, and ^ bowD 

Th' Imperial Selim held a Feaat 
In his magnificent Shalimar ; 
In whoee Saloona, when the first star 
Of evening o*er the waters trembled. 
The Valley's loveliest all assembled ; 
AU the bright creatures that, like dreams, 
Glide through its foliage, and drink beams 
Of beauty from its founts and streama,* 
And all those wandering minatrel-maids, 
Who leave— how eon they leave?— the shidas 
Of that dear Valley, and are found 



1 " They have two mominga, the Soobhi Kssim, and the 
Soobhi Sadig, the fabe and the real day- break.**— ITari^^. 

9 ** The watera of Cacbemir are the more renowned firom 
ita being rappoaod that the Cacheniirians are indebted fcr 
their benuiy to ihem.**— .^/i Yttdi. 
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Singmg in gardens of the South' 
ThoM songs, that ne*er so sweetly sound 

As from a young Cashmerian's mouth ; 
There too the Haram*s inmates smile ; — 

Maids from the West, with Bttn4}right hair, 
And from the Garden of the Nils; 

Delicate as the roses there ;* 
Daughters of Love from Cyprus* rocks, 
With Paphian diamonds in their locks ;' 
li^ Peri forms, such as there are 
On the gold meaids of Candahar \* 
And they, before whose sleepy eyes. 

In their own bright Kathaian bowera. 
Sparkle sodi rainbow butterflies,* 

That they might fancy the rich flowers, 
Tliat round them in the sun lay sighing. 
Had been by magic all set flying I 

Every thing young, every thing fair 
FVom East and West is blushing there. 
Eioept— except— oh Nourmahal ! 
Thoa loveUest, dearest of them all. 
The one, whoee smile shone out alone, 
Amidst a worid the only one ! 
Whose light, among so many lights. 
Was like that star, on starry nights. 
The seaman singles from the sky. 
To steer his bark for ever by ! 
Thou wert not there— so Sxlim thought. 

And every thing seem'd drear without thee t 
But ah ! thou wert, thou wert— and brought 

Thy charm of song ail freah about thee. 
Mingling unnotiG*d with a band 
Of luta^sts firom many a land* 
And veil'd by such a mask as ahades 
The ieatores of young Arab maids^ — * 
A mask that leaves but one eye free. 
To do its best in witchery^ — 
She rov'd, with beating heart, around. 

And waited, tremUing, for the minute, 
When she mi^ try if still the sound 

Of her lov*d lute had magic in it. •- 

Tlie board was spread with fruits and wine ; 
With grapes of gold, like those that shine 
Ob Casbin's hiUs ;*— pomegranates flill 



1 ** From him I reosiTed the following little Gassd, or 
Love Song, the notes of which hecommitted to paper from 
the voice of one of Ihote iin|nDg girb of Cachmere, who 
wander ftom that delightfal valley oTor the varioui puti of 
India.** — Ptrtitm MiteellaMtet. 

S " The roeee of the Jinan Nik, or Garden of the Nile, 
(attached to the Emperor of Morocco** palace) are une- 
qualled, and m at treeee i are made of their leaToa for men of 
rank to recline upon.** — Jaekton. 

3 " On the siae of a mountain near Paphoe there is a 
cavern which prodncee the rooet beaatifbl rock crystal. On 
aceoont of its brilliancy it haa been called the Paphian dia- 
mooAr-^MaTiU. 

4 " There ia a part of Candahar, called Peria or Fairr 
Land.** — Tlievenot. In some of those coontries to the North 
of India Tegelable gold m sappoaed to be produced. 

5 ** These are the butterflies, which are called in the Chi- 
neee language Flying LeaTes. Some of Ifaem have such 
shining colours, and are so variegated, that they may be 
sailed flying flowers ; and indeed they are always produced 
ni the finest flower-gardens.*'— Z>Hiin. 

6 **The Arabian women wear black maska with little 
clasps, prettily ordered.**— Csrrfrt. Niebohr mentions 
their snowing bat one eye in conversation. 

7 '* The goUen grapea of Casbin.**— X>sscn^(ie» of Per- 
fts. 



Of melting sweetness, and the pears 
And sunniest apples that Caubul* 

In all its thousand gardens* bear*. 
Plantains, the golden and the green, 
Malaya*8 nectar'd mangusteen ;* lii 

Prunes of Bokara, and sweet nots 

From the far groves of Samarkahd^ 
And Basra dates, and apricots. 
Seed of the Sun,^ from Iran'i land ;— 
With rich conserve of Visna cherries,* 
Of Orange flowers, and of those berries 
That, wild and f^h, the young gaselles 
Feed on in Erac*s rocky dells.* 
All these in richest vases smile, 

In baskets of pure sandal-wood. 
And urns of porcelain firom that isle* 

Sunk underneath the Indian flood. 
Whence oft the lucky diver brings 
Vases to grace the halls of kings. 
Wines too, of every clime and hoe. 
Around their liquid lustre threw ; 
Amber Rosolli,' — the bright dew 
From vineyards of the Green-Sea gushing ;' 
And Smiraz wine, that richly ran 

As if that jewel, large and rare. 
The ruby, for which CnBLAi-CuAif 
OflTer'd a city*s wealth,'^ was blushing 

Melted within the goblets there! 

And amply Szlim quaflTs of each. 

And seems resolv'd the floods shaU reach 

His inward heart — shedding around 

A genial deluge, as they run, 
That soon shaU leave no spot undrown*d^ 

For Love to rest his wings upon. 

He little knew how well the boy 

Can float upon a goUet*s streams. 
Lighting them with his smile of joy ; — 

As bards have seen him, in their dreams, 
Down the blue Ganoxs laughing glide 

Upon a rosy lotus wreath,* * 
Catching new lustre from the tide 

That with his image shone beneath. 

I "The fruits exported from Caubul ars appiss, psaMb 
pomegranates, etc.** — Mllpknulon*. 

9 "We sat down under a tree, listened te the birds, and 
talked with the son of our Mehmaunder about oer country 
and Caobol, of which he gave an e n chanting aeeooat: that 
city and its 100,000 gardens, etc.**— M. 

3 " The Mangusteen, the meet deGcale fMtin the worU; 
the pride of theMalay Islaada.**— J#«rfds». 

4 "A delicious kind of apricot, calM by the Pessians 
tokm-ed-shems, signifying sun*s seed.**— DstcnjpfiiMi ^f 
Pertia. 

5 " Sweetmeats in a crystal cup, oooaistmg of ross h sfs s 
in conserve, with lemon or Visna cherry, orange flowsn, 
etc**— Aasfsl. 

6 " Antebpes croppiw the freak bsnies of Erae.**— Tfte 
MocUakmty a poem of Ttr^f^. 

7 Mauri-ga-8iroa. an ialand near Formosa, lupposed to 
have been Mtnk in the sea for the crimes of its Inbabitaals. 
The vessels which the fishermen and divers briof op fimn 
it are sold at an immense price in China and Japan. B se 
Kempfer. 

8 Persian Talea. The whits wine of Kisbma. 

10 " The King of Zeilan ia said to have the very flneet 
mby that was ever seen, Kj^hlal-Kahn sent and oflwsd the 
value of a city for it, hut the Kins answered he wonhl net 
give it for the treasure of the world.** — Marco PoU. 

II The Indians feign that Cnpid waa first seen floating 
down the Oangea on the Nymphaa Nelnmho . 8ss Pomr 
nont. 
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Bat what are cupa, without the aid 

Of aong to ipeed them as they flow? 
And Me — a iotely Georgian maid, 

jp th all the bloom, the freshen'd glow 
G^Ber own countiy maidens* looks, 
ffraea warm they ri^j^rom Teflis* brooks ;* 
And with an eye, whose restl^s ray. 

Full, floating, dark — oh he, who knows 
Hia heart is weak, of heav'n should pray. 

To guard him from such eyes as those ! — 
With a Toluptuous wildness flings 
Her snowy hand across the strings 
Of a qrzinda,* and thua sings : — 



Come hither, come hither — by n^ht and by day, 
We hBger in pleasures that nei:er are gone ; 

likiB the waves of the summer, as one dies away 
Another as sweet and as shining comes on. 

And the lore that is o*er, in expiring giTes birth 
To a new one as warm, as unequall'd in bliss ; 

And oh ! if there be an Elysium on earth. 
It is this, it is this. 

Here maidens are sighing, and fragrant their sigh 
As the flower of the Amra just op'd by a bee ;* 

And precious their tears as that rain from the sky,* 
Which turns into pearls as it falls in the sea. 

Oh ! think what the kiss and the smile must be worth. 
When the sigh and the tear are so perfect in bliss ; 

And own, if there be an lUysium on earth, 
It is this, it is this. 

Here epazkles the nectar, that hallowM by love, 
Could draw down those angels of old from their 
qtheie. 
Who for wine of this earth^ left the fountains above. 
And forgot heaven's stars for the eyes we have 
here. 
And, bleas*d with the odour our goblets give forth. 
What Spirit the sweets of his Eden would miss 7 
For oh ! if there be an EHysium on earth. 
It if this, it is this. 



Hm GeoigiaB*s song was scarcely mute. 

When the same measure, sound for sound. 
Was caught up by another lute. 

And so divinely breath*d around. 
That an stood hush*d and wondering. 

And tum'd and k>ok*d into the air. 
As if they thought to see the wing 

Of IniAFiL,* the Angel, there ; — 
80 poweifhUy on every soul 
That new, enchanted measure stole. 
Whfle BOW a voice, sweet as the note 
Of the chann*d lute, was heard to float 
Along its chorda, and so entwine 

Its sooiid vrith theirs, that none knew whether 



1 Tsflis li oekbrated for its natural warm baths.— flss 
Ehu Hmukttl. 
S "Ths iDdisn Byrinda or guitar.** — Swmes. 

3 ** DeligbtfU aro the floweni of the Amra-trsss on the 
SBOontain tops, while the marmartof bees pursos their vo- 
hiptuoo* toil.** — 5011^ of Jayadevm. 

4 "The NIean, or drop* ofupnug rain, which they believe 
Is nndoee pearls if Ibev fall into ■belle.^*— iltcAsnbM. 

9 Tor an aceount of toe share which wine had in the fall 
sf the ar.fe b eee Mariti. 
ft The Angel of If usie, lee note, p. 79. 



Tlie voice or lute was most divine, 
80 wond*rously they went together : 



There *s a bliss beyond all that the minstrel has told, 
When two, that are link'd in one heavenly tie. 

With heart never changing and brow never cold. 
Love on through all ills, and love on till they die i 

One hour of a passion so sacred is worth 
Whole ages of heartless and wandering bliss ; 

And oh ! if there be an Elysium on earth. 
It is this, it is this. 



>Twas not the air, *tw8s not the words, 
But that deep magic in the chords 
And in the lips, that gave such power 
As music knew not till that hour. 
At once a hundred voices said, 
** It is the mask'd Arabian maid !'* 
While SxLiM, who had felt the strain 
Deepest of any, and had lain 
Some minutes wrapt, as in a trance, 

After the fairy sounds were o*er, 
Too inly touch'd for utterance. 

Now motion'd with his hand for more : 



Fly to the desert, fly with me. 
Our Arab tents are rude for thee ; 
But oh ! the choice what heart can doubt 
Of tents with love, or thronea without? 

Our rocks are rough, but smiling there 
Th' acacia waves her yellow hair, 
Lonely and sweet, nor lov'd the less 
For flowering in a wilderness. 

Our sands are bare, but down their slope 
The silvery-footed antelope 
Aa gracefully and gaily springs 
As Ver the noarble courta of kings. 

Then come— thy Arab maid wiU be 
The lov*d and lone acacia-tree. 
The antelope, whose feet shall Uesi 
With their li^t sound thy lonelin 



Oh ! there are looks and tones that dart 
An instant sunshine through the heart,— 
Aa if the soul that minute caught 
Some treasure it through life had sought ; 

As if the very lips and eyes 
Predestin'd to have all our sighs. 
And never be forgot again. 
Sparkled and spoke before us then ! 

So came thy every glance and tone. 
When first on me they breath'd and shone ; 
New, as if brou^t from other spheres, 
Yet welcome as if lov*d for years ! 

Then fly with me^f thou hast known 
No other flame, nor fklsely thrown 
A gem away, that thou hadst sworn 
Should ever in thy heart be worn. 

Come, if the love thou hast for me 
Is pure and fresh ss mine for thee — 
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Fresh u the fountain under ground 
Whe%fint *tb by the lapwing found.* 

But if for me thou dost forsake 
Some other maid, and rudely break 
Her worshipp'd image from its base. 
To gire to me the ruin*d place ; — 

Then fare thee well — I'd rather make 
My bower upon some icy lake 
When thawing suns begin to shine. 
Than trust to love so false as thine ! 



Tliere was a pathos in this lay, 

Tliat, e'en without enchantment's art. 
Would instantly have found iu way 

Deep into Sblim's burning heart ; 
But breathing, as it did, a tone 
To earthly lutes and lips unknown. 
With every chord fresh from the touch 
Of Music's Spirit, — 'twss too much ! 
Starting, he dash'd away the cup, — 

Which, aU the time of this sweet air, 
Hii hand had held, untastad, up. 

As if 'twere held by magic there, — 
And wiMMng her, so long unnam'd, 
*'Oh NotmMAHAL ! oh Nourmahal ! 

Had*st thou but sung this witching strain, 
I could forget — forgive thee all. 

And never leave thoee eyes again.* 

Hw mask is off—the charm is wrought — 
And Sblim to his heart has caught, 
Ib binsbea, more than ever bright. 
His NouMiAHAL, his Haram's Light ! 
And well do vaniah'd frowns enhance 
TIm charm of every brighten'd glance ; 
And dearer se em s each dawning smile 
For having lost its light awhile ; 
And, happier now for all her sighs. 

As on his arm her head reposes. 
She whispers him, with laughing eyes, 

"Remember, ltf¥e, the Feast of Roses !** 



tt 



Fadladrn, tt the conclusion of this light rhap- 
■ody, took occasion to sum up his opinion of the 
young Cashmerian's poetry,— of which, he trusted, 
they had that evening heard the lost. Having recapi- 
tulated the epithets, ** frivolous" — ** inharmonious" — 
"nonsensical," he proceeded to say that, viewing it 
in the most favourable light, it resembled one of those 
Maldivian boats, to which the Princess had alluded 
in the relation of her dream,* — a slight, gilded thing, 
■eat adrift without rudder or bollast, and with nothing 
bat vapid sweets and (aded floweis on board. The 
provision, indeed, of flowers and birds, which this 
poet had ready on all occasions, — not to mention 
dews, gems, etc. — was a most oppressive kind of 
opulence to his hearers ; and had the unlucky effect 
of giving to his style all the glitter of the flower-gar- 
den witnout its method, and all the flutter of the 

.' TksHodhad or Lapwbif , is soppotsd to havs ths power 
or diseovsriiiff waur undsr ground. 
1 Bss psgs 65. 
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aviary without its song. In addition to this, he chose 
his subjects badly, and was always most inspbed by the 
worst parts of them. The charms of paganism,.^ 
merits of rebellion,'^hese were the themes hon< 
with his particular enthusiasm j^iS, in ihe poei 
recited, one of his most palafllle passages wff 
praise of that beverage of the unfaithful, wine ; ** be- 
ing, perhaps," said he, relaxing into a smile, as con- 
scious of his own character in the Haram on this 
point, ** one of those bards, whose iancy owes all its 
illumination to the grape, like that painted poreelain« 
so curious and so rare, whose images are only visible 
when liquor is poured into it." Upon the whole, it 
was his opinion, from the specimens which thejft'had 
heard, and which, he begged to say, were the mosi 
tiresome part of the journey, that — ^whatever other 
merits this well dressed young gentleman might poe- 
sess — ^poetry was by no means his proper aTOoation : 
** and indeed," concluded the critic, ** from his fond* 
ness for flowers and for birds, I would venture to 
suggest that a fl<Mrist or a bird-catcher is a much mora 
suitable calling for him than a poet" 

They had now begun to ascend thoee barren 
mountaina, which separate Cashmere fit>m the rest 
of India ; and, as the heats were intolerable, and the 
time of their encampments limited to the few hours 
necessary for refreshment and repose, there was an 
end to all their delightful evenings, and Laj«LA Rookh 
saw no more of Fe&amorz. She now fek that her 
short dream of happmess was over, and that she had 
nothing but the recollection of its few blissful hours, 
like the one draught of sweet water that serves the 
camel across the wilderness, to be her heart's re- 
freshment during the dreary waste of life that was 
before her. The Might that had frUen upon her 
spirits soon fovnd its way to her check, and her Indiea 
saw with regret — though not without some suspicion 
of the cause — that the beauty of their mistieas, of 
which they were almost as proud as of their own, 
was fast vanishing away at the very moment of all 
when she had most need of it. What must the King 
of Bucharia feel, when, instead of the Uvely and 
beautiful Lalla Rookh, whom the poets of Delhi 
had described as more perfect than the divinest 
images in the House of Axor, he should leeeive a pate 
and inanimate victim, upon whose cheek neither 
health nor pleasure bloomed, and from whose 9fm 
Love had fled,— to hide himself in her heart ! 

If any thing could have charmed away the mefa»> 
choly of her spirits, it would have been the fieah airs 
and enchanting sceneiy of that Valley, which the 
Persians so justly called the Unequalled.* But nei- 
ther the coolness of its atmosphere, so luxurious after 
toiling up those bore and burning monnlsine nciithrr 
the splendour of the minarets and pagodas, that ahoae 
out from the depth of its woods, nor the grottos, her- 



mitages, and miraculous fount 

spot of that region holy groui 

less water-falls, that lui^ into i 

high and romantic mountains 

fair city on the Lake, whose 

flowers, appeared at a distance 

gated parterre; — not all these 

of the most lovely country under the sun could steal 

1 Kachmire bs Nasc«r.~ #Vr««r 
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faer hfeart for a minute from those sad thou^ta, which 
but daikeaed and grew bitterer eveiy step ahe advanced. 
The gay pomps and proceasiona that met her upon 
tier entrance into the Valley, and the magnificence 
which the |Hrif>il along were decorated, did 
to ttaitta^^B%allantry of the young King. 
It waa night whe^oQr approached the city, and, for 
tiw last two milea, Ihey had passed under arches, 
thrown ftom hedge tOvhedge, festooned with only 
tifbse niest roses from which the A.ttar Gul, more 
ptteioas than gold, jis distilled, and illuminated in 
llch and fimciftil forms with lanterns of the triple- 
ipoloqied toitoise^bell of Ptegu. Sometimes, from a 
iiark #ood by the aide of the road, a display of fire- 
woii|p would break out, so sudden and ao brilliant, 
Chat a Biamin mi^ think he saw that grove, in whose 
purple shade the God of Battles waa bom, bursting 
into a flame at the moment of his birth.— While, at 
other tinea, a <|uick and playful irradiation continued 
to brighten all the fields and gardens by wiach they 
Ibiming a line of dancing lights along the 
; like the meteors of the north aa they are 
fay those hunters, who punue the white and blue 
fines on the confines of the Icy Sea. 

These arches and fire-works delighted the ladies 
of the Princess exceedingly ; and, with their usual 
good logic, they deduced from his taste for iUumina- 
tidna, that the King of Bucharia would make the most 
eiemplary h u sband imaginable. Nor, indeed, could 
Lalla Rooku benelf help feeling the kindness and 
q>lendour with which the young brid^room welcom- 
ed her ^— 4wt she als^ felt how painfiil ia the gratitude, 
which kindness from those we cannot love eicites ; 
and that their best blandishments come over the heart 
with all that chilling and deadly aweetness, which we 
can &ncy in the cold, odoriferous wind that is to blow 
over the earth in the last days. 

The marriage waa fixed for the morning after her 
arrival, when ahe was, for the first time, to be pre- 
•entod to the monarch in that Imperial Palace be- 
yond the lake, called the Shalimar. Though a night 
of more wakefiil and anxious thought had never 
been passed in the Happy Valley before, yet, when 
die rose in the morning, and her ladies came round 
her, to assist in the adljustment of the bridal oma- 
BMBta, they thought they had never seen her look 
half so beantifliL What she had lost of the Uoom 
and radiancy of her charms was more than made up 
by that intellectual expression, that soul in the eyes 
which is worth aU the rest of loveliness. When they 
had tinged her fingen with the Henna leaf, and placed 
«pon her brow a small coronet of jewels, of the shape 
worn by the anciem Queens of Bucharia, they flung 
over her head the rose-coloured bridal veil, and she 
proceeded to the barge that was to convey her acroas 
the lake; — finrt kissing, with a mournful look, the 
little amulet of cornelian which her father had hung 
about her neck at parting. 

The morning was as fkir as the maid upon whose 
■nptials it rose, and the shining lake, all covered with 
boata, the minstrels playing upon the shores of the 
islands, and the crowded summer-houses on the green 
biUs arouml, with shawls and banners waving from 
their roofs, presented such a picture of animated re- 
joicing, aa only ahe, who was the olgect of it all, did 



not fisel with transport. To Lalla Rookh alone it 
waa a melancholy pageant ; nor could she have ever 
borne to look upon the scene, were it not for a hope 
that, among the crowds around, she mi^ 6noe more 
perhaps cateh a glimpse of Fkeamoez. So much 
waa her imagination haunted by this thought, that 
there was scarcely an islet or boat she passed, at 
which her heart did not flutter with a momentary 
fancy that he was there. Happy, in her eyea, the 
humUest slave upon whom the ligli^ of his dear looks 
fell. — In the barge immediately after the Princess waa 
Fadladkkn, with his silken curtains thrown widely 
apart, that all might have the benefit of his auguat pre- 
sence, and with his head full of the speech he was 
to deliver to the King, ** concerning Fkeamoez, and 
literature, and the Chabuk, aa connected therewith.** 
They had now entered the canal which leads from 
the Lake to the splendid domes and saloons of the 
Shalimar, and glided on through gardens asceiuiing 
from each \»Bk, fiill of flowering ahrubs that made 
the air aU perfume ; while from the middle of the 
canal rose jets of water, amooth and unbroken, to 
such a danling height, that they stood like pillars of 
diamond in the sunshine. After sailing under the 
arches of various saloons, they at length arrived at 
the last and most magnificent, where the monarch 
awaited the coming of his bride ; and such was the 
agitation of her heart and frame, that it waa with dif^ 
ficulty she walked up the marble steps, which were 
covered with cloth of gold for her ascent firom the 
barge. At the end of the hall stood two thrones, aa 
precious as the Cerulean Throne of Koolhuiga, on 
one of which sat Alieis, the youthful King of Bup 
charia, and on the other was, in a few minutea, to be 
placed the most beautiful Princess in the world. — 
Immediately upon the entrance of Lalla Rookh 
into the saloon, the monarch descended from his 
throne to meet her ; but scarcely had he time to take 
her hand in hia, when she screamed with surprise and 
fainted at his feet. It was Feeamoez hunself that 
stood before her! — Fkeamoez was, himself the 
Sovereign of Bucharia, who in this disguise had ao- 
companied his young bride from Delhi, and, having 
won her love as an humble minstrel, now amply de- 
served to enjoy it as a King. 

The consternation of Fadladkkn at this discovery 
was, for the moment, almost pitiable. But change 
of opinion is a resource too convenient in courts for 
this experienced courtier not to have learned to avail 
himself of it. His criticisms were all, of course, 
recanted instantly ; he was seized with an admiration 
of the King*s verses, aa unbounded, as, he begged 
him to beheve, it was disinterested ; and the follow- 
ing week aaw him in possession of an additional 
place, swearing by aU the Saints of Islam that never 
had there existed so great apoet aa the Monarch, Ali- 
eis, and ready to pteacribe his favourite regimen of 
the Chabuk for every man, woman, and child that 
dared to think otherwise. 

Of the happiness of the King and Queen of Bucha- 
ria, after such a beginning, there can be but little 
doubt ; and, among the lesser symptoms, it is recorded 
of Lalla Rookh, that, to the day of her death, in 
memory of their delightful journey, she never called 
the King by any other name than Fkeamoez 



M 



MOORE'S WORKS. 



NOTES. 



'^ 



Pftge27. 
Thxsi paiticalan of the rwit of the King of Ba- 
chuia to Anrangxebe are found in IknD*$ ISttory of 
IBndottaii vol. iii. p. 392. 

Page 27, line 16. 
Leila. 
The MiatreOT of Mejnoun, upon whose story so 
many romances, in all the languages of the East, are 
founded. 

Page 27, line 16. 
Shirioe. 
For the loves of this celebrated beauty with Khos- 
rou and with Ferhad, see UHahdot^ Q'Sibon, Ori- 
emud CoBectUms, etc. 

Page 27, line 16. 
DewUde. 
" Hie history of the loves of Dewilde and Chxzer, 
the son of the Emperor Alia, is written in an elegant 
poem, l^ the noUe Chusero." — Fenskta. 

Page 27, line 47. 
Those iiuif oia of the Emperor's faroor, etc 

" One mark of honour or knighthood bestowed by 
tne Emperor, is the permission to wear a small kettle- 
drum, at the bows of their saddles, which at first was 
invented for the training of hawks, and to call them to 
the lure, and is worn in the field l^ all spoilsmen to 
that end."— JVyer'f Trmds. 

** Those on whom the King has conferred the pri- 
vilege must wear an ornament of jewels on the right 
aide of the turban, surmounted by a high plume of 
the feathers of a kind of egret This bird is found 
only in Caahmere, and the feathers are carefully col- 
leeted for the King, who bestows them on his nobles." 
^^E^kmMlofU^t Account qfC€tubuL 

Page 27, line 52. 

Khedar Khan, etc 
** Khedar Khan, the Khakan, or King of Turques- 
tan beyond the Gihon (at the end of the eleventh cen- 
tuxy,) whenever he appeared abroad was preceded by 
seven hundred horsemen with silver battle-axes, and 
was followed by an equal number bearing maces of 
gold. He was a great patron of poetry, and it was 
be who used to preside at public exercises of genius, 
with ibur basins of gold and silver by him to distri- 
bute among the poets who excelled.**— IZiGlardtoii'f 
DiMtertation prefUced to his Dictionanf, 

Page 27, line 54. 

The fill pine-apple, etc 

'^ The kdbdeht a large golden knob, generally in 

the ahape of a j»ine-apple, on the top of the canopy 

ovei the Utter or pdknqnin.**— <SfooiK*f notes on (he 

BahardanuA. 

Pftge 87, line 99. 
The roee-coloured reib of the Princeei*s litter. 
la the poem of Zohair, in die Moallakat, there 



is the following lively deecriplion of " company of 
maidens seated on camels/* 

**They are mounted in carriages covered wltii 
costly awnings, and with rpsf^oloured veils, tbe 
linings of which have the hue of crimson Andern-' 
^ood. ^ 

** WImu they ascend from the boeom of the vale, 
they sit forward on the saddle-cloths, with 0very 
nuuk of a voluptuous gaiety. 

** Now, when they have reached the brink of yoa 
blue gushing rivulet, they fix the poles of their teota 
like the Arab with a settled mansion.** 

Page 27, line 60. 
A young female slave sat fanoing her, etc. 
See Bemier's description of the attendants oo Rau- 
chanara-Begum in her progress to Caahmere. 

Page 28, line 13. 
Religion, of which Aurangzebe was a nuniflceut protector. 
This hypocritical Emperor would have made a 
worthy associate of certain Holy Leagues. — ^"He 
held the cloak of religion (says Dow) between his 
actions and the vulgar; and impiously thanked the 
Divinity for a success which he owed to his own 
wickechiess. When he waa murdering and perse- 
cuting his brothers and their families, he waa building 
a magnificent mosque at Delhi, as an offering to God 
for his assistance to him in the civil wars. He acted 
aa high-priest at the consecration of thb temple, and 
made a practice of attending divine service there, in 
the humble dress of a Fakeer. But when he lifted 
one hand to the Divinity, he, with the other, signed 
warrants for the assassination of his relations.** — 
History of HxndosiaiL, voL iii. p. 235. See also the 
curious letter of Aurungzebe, given in the OrienUd 
CoOectionSf voL L p. 320. 

Page 28, line 15. 

The diamond eyes of the idol, etc. 

"The Idol at Jaghemaut has two fine diamond! 

for eyes. No goldsmith ia suffered to enter the 

P^foda, one having stole one of these eyes, being 

locked up all night with the Idol.** — Tavemitr, 

Page 28, line 19. 
Gardeitt of Shalimar. 
See a description of these royal Gardens in ** Aa 
Account of the present State of Delhi, by Lieut. 
W. Fkanklin.**— Asiof. Reseank. vol. iv. p. 417. 

Page 28, line 86. 
Lake of Peari. 
**In the neighbouihood is Notte Gill, or the Lake 
of Pearl, which receives this name from its pellucid 
water.** — Permanfs Hindostan, 

** Naair Jung, encamped in the vicinity of the Lake 
of Tonoor, amused himself with sailing on that clear 
and beautiful water, aad gave it the fanciful name of 
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MoCMTUAb, *theLakeofIV«rii,' which it itiUre- 
taiM.**— Traft«*f SoiUk qf India, 

Fftge 28, line 90. 
DtKribed by oiw from the IiIm of the WMt, etc 
8&r Thomu Roe, Ambueador from James L to 



Page 28, line 45. 

Loves ofWsrosk sod Esrs. 

*"nie romanoe Wemakweaxra, written in Persian 

vww, which contains the loves of Wamak and Esra, 

two oelefanted loveis who liTed before the tone of 

r-^Niflea on Ike Oritnial Tola, 



Pkge28,line86. 
The ehawl-fost of Tibet 
See Tumer'M Embassy for a description of this 
animal, *' the most beautiful among the whole tribe 



Pine 28, line 45. 
or lbs fUfbalrad ZaI, aod hie nistreee RodshTer, 
Tlxir amour is recounted in the Shah-Nameh of 
FeidoQai; and there is much beauty in the passage 
which describes the slaves of Rodahver, sitting on 
the bank of the river, and throwing flowers into the 
■iream, in oider to draw the attention of the young 
Hero, who is encamped on the opposite side. 
1*9 Trandatitm, 



Page 28, line 46. 

The eoanbal of Rostam with the terrible white Demon. 

Roetam is the Hercoles of the Ftorsians. For the 
particttlan of his Victory over the Sepeed Deeve, or 
While Demon, see OrioOoi CoOec^Mms, voL iL p. 45.— 
Near die city of Shiraui is an immense quadrangular 
■iiMiUfinl in commemoration of this combat, called 
the KeUal-i-DeeT Sepeed, or Castle of the White 
Giant, which Father Angelo, in his Gazophylaeium 
Fefsicom, p. 127, declares to have been the most 
memorable monument of antiquity which he had 
stearin Persia. — See Chudey's Pernan MucdLames. 

Fho 28, line 53. 
Their foldnn anklets. 
** The women of the Idol, or dancing girls of the 
l^goda, have little goklen bells fastened to their fbet, 
the soft harmonious tinkling of which vibrates in 
the eiqnisite melody of their voices." — 
ndian Aniiipaiiea. 
** The Arabian courtesans, like the Indian women, 
hnve little golden bells fiwtened round their legs, 
■eek and elbows, to the sound of which they dance 
befbie the King. The Arabian princesses wear 
goklen rings on their fingers, to which little bells 
me suspended, as in the flowing tresses of their 
hair, that their superior rank may be known, and 
they themselves receive, in passing, the homage due 
to them.'*— See Cobiers DiOkmary, art. Bells. 



Fftge 28, line 68. 
That delicious opium, etc. 
" Abon-Tige, viUe de la Thebaide, ou il croit beau 
coup de pavots noir, dont se fait le millenr opium." — 
UBtMaL 

Pkge 28, line 78. 
7*bat idol of women, Crishna. 
** He and the three Ramas are described aa youths 
of perfect beauty ; and the Princesses of ^indoslsn 
were aU passionately in love with Crishna, who con- 
t inu es to this hour the dariing god of the Indian 
women.**— Str W, Jmm on th§ Chd$ of Orsece, ludy, 
mtd India 



of goats.*' The nuiterials for the shawls (which is 
carried to Cashmere) is fotmd next the skin. 

Page 28, line 107. 
The veiled Prophet of Khoraiean. 
For the real histoiy of this Impostor, whose ori- 
ginal name was Haken ben Hascbem, and who waa 
called Mokanna from the veil of ailver game (or, as 
others say, golden) which he always wore, see 1/ 
Herbdot. 

Pkge28,linelll. 

Flowerets and fruits blush over every ilisani. 

** The fhiits of Mem are finer than those of any 

other place ; and one cannot see in any other city 

such palaces, with groves, and streams, and gardens." 

Ebn HaukaTs Qtography. 

Page 28, line 120. 
For, far lest luminous, his votaries said. 
Were e*en the gleams, miraculously shed 
0*er Monssa*s cheek. 
" Ses disciples assuraient qu*il se cpuvrait le vis- 
age, pour ne pas ^Uouir ceux qui Papprochaiem par 
r^lat de son visage comme Moyse." — UHahdoL 

PlHO 29, Une 7. 
In hatred to the Caliph's hue of night. 

** n faut remarauer ici touchant lea habits Uancs 
des disciples de Iiakem, que la coulenr des hsbits, 
des coiffures et des ^tendards des Khslifes Ahsssides 
^tant la noire, ce chef de rebelles ne pouvait pas en 
choisir une qui lui fut plus oj^os^." — UHiuhdoL 

Pkge 29, hne 10. 
Javelins of the light Kathaian reed. 
** Our dark javelins, exquisitely wroug^ of Katha^ 
ian reeds, alender and delicate.' *-^Poesi q^ Amm. 

Pkge 29, line 12. 
rnied with the stems that bloom on Iran*s rivers. 
The Persians call this plant Gax. The celebrated 
shaft of Isfendiar, one of their ancient heroes, waa 
made of it — ** Nothing can be more beantifbl than 
the appearance of this plant in flower during the 
rains on the banks of the rivers, where it is usually 
interwoven with a lovely twining asclepias.'* — Sir 
W. JontOy Botanical Otservationt on sdeei Indian 
PhaUs. 

P^e 29, line 17. 

Like a chenar-tioe grove. 

The oriental plane. ** Tlie ehenar is a delightful 

tree ; its bole is of a fine white and smooth bark ; 

and its folisge, which grows in a tufl at the summit, 

is of a bright green.** — Mono's Travels. 

Page 29, line 47 
With torban*d heads, of every hne and raee. 
Bowing before that veiKd and awful faeo, 
Like tulip beds 
** The dime of Tulip is said to be of Turkish «• 
traction, and given to the flower on account of its 
resembling a turban." — Bedanans History of Ims-n* 
tions. 
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Pftge 29, line 57. 

With Mi of broider'd crape, 
And fur-bound bonnet of Buchanan shape. 

** The inhabitanti of Bucharia wear a round cloth 
bonnet, shaped much after the Polish fashion, having 
a large fbr border. Tliey tie their kafVans about the 
middle with a girdle of a kind of ailk crape, several 
times round the )iodj"-^Account of Independent 
Tbrfory, in Pinker1on*§ CoUecHon. 

Page 29, line 108. 
Wat*d, like the winga of the white birds that fan 
The flyinf Throne of star-taught SoUman. 

This wonderful Throne was called. The Star of 
the GeniL For a full descripdon of it, see the Frag- 
ment, translated by captain Franklin, from a Persian 
MS. entitled ** The Histoiy of Jerusalem :" Oriental 
C6Uection8f toL i. p. 235. — ^When Solomon travelled, 
the eastern writers say, ** he had a carpet of green 
■ilk on which his throne was placed, being of a pro- 
digious length and breadth, and sufficient for all his 
forces to stand upon, the men placing themselves on 
his right hand, and the spirits on his lefl ; and that, 
when all were in order, the wind, at his command, 
took up the carpet, and transported it, with all that 
were upon it,' wherever he pleased; the army of 
birds at the same tin>e flying over their heads, and 
forming a kind of canopy to shade them from the 
■un."— ^ole'f Koran, vol. iL p. 214. note. 

Page 30, line 7. 
And thence descending flow'd 
Through many a Prophet's breast. 
This is according to D*Herbelot's account of the 
doctrines of Mokanna;7-**Sa doctrine ^tait que Dieu 
avait pris une fonne et figure humaine depuis qu*il eut 
cominande aux Anges d*adorer Adam, le premier des 
hommes. Qu'apres la moit d*Adam, Dieu ^tait ap- 
paru sous la figure de plusieurs Prophetes et autres 
grands hommes qu*il avait choisis, jusqu*a oe qu*il 
prit celle d' Abu Moslem, Prince de Khorassan, lequel 
professait Perreur de la Tenassukhiah ou M^tempsy- 
choee ; et qu*apres la mort de ce Prince, la Divinity 
•tail piM <n, et desoendue en sa personne." 

Page 33, line 5. 
Bneh Ooda as he, 
Whom India aenrea, the monkey Deity. 

^ Apes are in many parts of India highly renerafced, 
out of respect to the God Hannaman, a deity par- 
taking of the fonn of that race.'* — Pennant $ JSn- 



See a curious aecoont in Stephen** Persia of a 
■olemn embassy from some part of the Indies toGoa, 
when the Portuguese were there, offering vast trea- 
sures for the recovery of a monkey*s tooth, which 
theyiicld in great veneration, and which had been 
taken away upon the conquest of the kingdom of 
Jafanapataa. 

Plftge33,line7. 

Proud things of clay, 
To whom if Lucifer, as grandams say, % 
Befiu'd, though at the forfeit of Heaven's light, 
To bend in worship, Lucifer was right 

This resolution of Eblis not to acknowledge the 
new creature, man, was, according to Mahometan 



tradition, thus adopted : — "^ The earth (which God had 
selected for the materials of his work) was carried 
into Arabia, to a place between Mecca and Tayef, 
where, being firrt kneaded by the Angels, it was 
aAerwards fashioned by God himself into a human 
form, and left to dry for the space of forty days, or, 
as others say, as many years ; the angeb, in the mean 
time, often visiting it, and Eblis (then one of the 
angels nearest to God*s presence, afterwards the 
devil) among the rest; but he, not contented with 
looking at it, kicked it with his foot till it rung; and 
knowing (rod designed that creature to be his sup^ 
rior, took a secret resolution never to acknowledge 
him as such.'* — Sale on the Koran. 

Page 33, line 44. 

Where none but prieitts are privileged to trads 
In that best marble of which Gods are made. 

The material of which images of Gandma (the 
Birman Deity) is made, is held sacred. **Birmana 
may not purchase the marble in nuss but are suffer* 
ed, and indeed encouraged, to buy figures of the Deity 
already made.*' — Symes^t Avo, vol. ii. p. 376. 

Page 34, line 93. 

The pony bird that dares, with teasing husa, 
W.thin the crocodile's stretch'd Jaws to come. 

The humming-bird is said to itm this risk for dM 
purpose of picking the crocodile's teeth. The muds 
circumstance is related of the Lapwing, as a &ct, to 
which he was witness, by Paul Lucas, — Voyage faH 
en 1714. 

Page 35, line 38. 
Some artists of Yamtcheou having been sent on previously. 
** The Feast of Lanterns is celebrated at Yampt' 
cheou with more magnificence than any where else: 
and the report goes, that the illuminations there are 
so splendid, that an Elmperor once, not daring openly 
to leave his Court to go thither, committed himself 
with the Queen and several Princesses of his family 
into the hands of a magicisji, who promised to trana- 
port them thither in a thrice. He made them in the 
night to ascend magnificent thrones th^t were bone 
up by swans, which in a moment arrived at Yamt- 
cheou. The Elmperor saw at his leisure all the so- 
lemnity, being carried upon a cloud that hovered over 
the city, and descended by degrees ; and came back 
again with the same speed and equipage, nobody at 
court perceiving his absence.'* — Thepretent State ^ 
China, p. 156. 

Page 3S, line 41. 
Artificial sceneries of bamboo-work. 
See a description of the nuptials of Vizier Alee la 
the Asiatic Annual Register of 1804. 



Page 35, line 59. 
The origin of these fantasiic Chinese illuminations. 
** The vulgar ascribe it to an accident that hap)ieii- 
ed in the family of a famous mandarin, whose daugh- 
ter walking one evening upon the shore of a lake, fell 
in and was drowned ; this afflicted father, with hia 
family, ran thither, and, the better to find her, ha 
caused a great company of lanterns to be hghted. 
All the inhabitants of the place thronged after him 
widi torches. The year ensuing they made fires up»a 
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Ae ahorei the same day ; they continued the cere- 
mony every year, eveiy one lighted his lantern, and 
by degrees it commenced into a custom." — Present 
Slate qf Chineu 

Page35,Une 100. 
The Kohur* jetty dye. 
** None of these ladies,'* says Shaw, ** take them- 
sekes to be completely dressed, till they have tinged 
the hair and edges of their eyelids with the powder 
of lead-ore. Now, as this operation is performed by 
dipping firrt into the powder a small wooden bodkin 
of the thickness of a quill, and then drawing it after- 
wards, through the eyelids over the ball of the eye, 
we shall have a lively image of what the prophet 
r Jer. iv. 90,) may be supposed to mean by rendering 
the eye» with painting. This practice is, no doubt, of 
great antiquity ; for besides the instance already taken 
notice oi, we find that where Jezebel is said (2 Kings, 
iz. 90,) to have painted her facet the original words are, 
she adjusted her eyes with the powder of lead-ore.'^ — 
Shttw*s Travels. 



Page 96, line 53. 



Drop 



About the gardens, drank with thatiwect food. 
Tavemier adds, that while, the Birds of Paradise 
lie in this intoxicated state, the emmets come and eat 
off their legs ; and that hence it is they are said to 
have no feet 

Page 37, line 53. 
Ae they were eapiivet to the King or Flowers. 
**They deferred it till the King of Flowers shotild 
ascend his throne of enamelled foliage." — The Ba- 

P^ge 97, line 78. 
But a tight golden chain-work round her hair, etc. 
"One of the head-dresses of the Persian women is 
composed of a light golden chain-work, set with 
small pearls, with a thin gold plate pendant, about 
the bigness of a crown-piece, on which is impressed 
an Arabian prayer, and which hangs upon the cheek 
below the ear." — Hanway^s Travels, 

Page 37, line 79. 

The Maids of Yead. 

" Certainly the women of Yezd are the handsomest 

women in Persia The proverb is, that to live happy, 

a man must have a wife of Yezd, eat the bread of 

Yezdecas, and drink the wine of Shiraz." — Tavemier, 

Plage 38» line 54. 

And his floating eyes— oh ! they resemble 
Bine water-lilies. 

* Whose wanton eyes resemble blue water-lilies, 
'agitated by the breeze." — Jayadeta. 

Pkge38,line87. 
To muse apoo the ptciures that huog round. 
It has been generally supposed that the Mahome- 
tans prohibit all pictures of animals ; but Torderini 
shows that, though the practice is forbidden by the 
Kofan, they are not more averM to painted figures 
and images than other people. From Mr. Murphy's 
work, too, we find that the Arabs of Spain haid no 
olgection to the introduction of figures into painting. I 

M 



Page 38, line 97. 
Like her own radiant planet ot the west, 
Whose orb when halfretir'd looks loveliest. 

This is not quite astronomically true. ** Dr. Had- 
ley (says Keil) has shown that Venus is brightest, 
when she is about forty degrees removed firom the 
stu ; and that then but only a fourth part of her lucid 
disk is to be seen from the earth.*' 

Page 38, line 101. 

With her from 8aba*s bowers, in whose bright syes 
He read, that to be blcss'd, is to be wise. 

** In the palace which Solomon ordered to be built 
against the arrival of the Queen of Saba, the floor or 
pavement was of transparent glass, laid over running 
water in which fish were swimming." This led the 
Queen into a very natural mistake, which the Koran 
has not thought beneath its dignity to commemorate. 
** It was said unto her. Enter the palace. And when 
she saw it she imagined it to be a great water ; and 
she discovered her legs, by hfting up her robe to pass 
through it. Whereupon Solomon said to her, Vesily, 
this is the place evenly floored with glass." — Chap. 87. 

Page 38, line 103. 
Zuleika. 
** Such was the name of Potiphar's wife according 
to the ncro, or chapter of the Alcoian, which con- 
tains the history of Joseph, and which for elegance 
of style surpasses every oUier of the Prophet's books ; 
some Arabian writers also call her Rail. The passion 
which this frail beauty of antiquity conceived for her 
young Hebrew slave has given rise to a much esteem- 
ed poem in the Persian language, entitled Yusef vom 
Zelikha, by Noureddin Jami; the manuscript copy 
of which, in the Bodleian Library at Oxford, is sap- 
posed to be the finest in the whole world." — Noi$ 
upon NotCs Translation of Hafez, 

Page 41, line 22. 
The apples of Utkahar. 
" In the territory of Istkahar, there is a kind of ap- 
ple, half of which is sweet and half sour." — ^JShi 
HaukaL 

Page 41, line 25. 

They saw a yuuog Hindoo girl upon the bank. 

For an accoimt of this ceremony, see Qrandpr^s 
Voyage in the Indian Ocean. 

Page 41, line 38. 
The Oton-t&la or Sea of Stars. 
** The place where the Whangho, a river of Tibet, 
rises, and where there are more than a hundred 
springs, which sparkle like stars ; whence it is called 
Hotunior, that is, the Sea of Stars." — Description of 
Tibet in Pinkerton, 

Page 41, line 67. 
This City of War, which in a few short hours 
Has sprung up here. 

** The Lescar, or Imperial Camp, is divided, like a 
regular town, into squares, alleys, and streets, and 
from arising ground furnishes one of the most agree- 
able prospects in the world. Starting up bn a few 
hours in an uninhabited plain, it raises the idea of a 
city built by enchantment. Even thoee who leaTS 
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their honaea in cities to follow the prince in his pro- 
gren, are fiequently ao channed with the Leacar, 
when aitnated in a beantifQl and convenient place, 
that they cannot preTmil with themaelvea to remove. 
To prevent thia inconvenience to the court, the Em- 
peror, after aofficient time ia allowed to the tradea- 
men to follow, orden them to be bnnit out of their 
teniB.**— I>oio*t HmdogUm, 

Colonel Wilka givea a lively picture of an Eastern 
encampment. — ** His camp, like that of most Indian 
armiea, exhibited a motley collection of covera from 
the acorching aun and dewa of the night, variegated 
according to the taate or meana of each individual, by 
extensive incloaures of coloured calico surrounding 
aupeib suits of tents ; by ragged cloths or Uanketa 
stretched over sticks or branchea ; pahn leavea haatily 
apread over aimilar ani^ita; handaome tenta and 
aptondid canopiea ; hones, oxen, elephanta, and ca- 
mela, all intermixed without any exterior mark of or- 
der or deaign, except the flags of the chie&, which 
osnally mark the oentrea of a congeriea of theae 
>; the only regular part of the encampment 
the streets of shops, each of which is construct- 
ed nearly in the manner of a booth at an Engliah 
Ikir.*'— fKtforicd Sketches qftke Soidk of India. 

F^e 41, line 77. 
And eandt, tartad o*6r with Yemen*! abelb. 
" A superb cfmel, ornamented with atringa, and 
tnfta of amall ahella.**— Aii Bay. 

Pftge41,line85. 
The tinkling throngs 
Of ladao eamels, and their driven* MKigi. 

" Some of the eamela have bella about their neeka, 
and aome about their legs, like those which our car- 
riers put about their fore-horaea* neeks, which, to- 
gether with the servanta (who belong to the eamela, 
and travel on foot,) ainging all night, make a pleasant 
noiae, and the journey paaaea away delightfully.** — 
Pitt*f Account of the Mahometans. 

"Hie camel-driTer follows the eamela singing, and 
■ometimea playing upon hia pipe t the louder he aings 
and pipea, the fiuter the eamela go. Nay, they will 
stand atiU when he givea over hia muaic." — Thvemier. 

P^e42,line63. 

Hot •• that erimion base 
By whieh the proetrmte caravan ie aw*d. 

Sawmf aaya of the aouth vnnd, which blowa in 
Egypt, from Fdbraary to Bfay, " Sometimea it appears 
only in the ahape of an impetuous whirlwind, which 
paaaea rapidly, and ia fatal to the traveller aurpriaed 
in the middle of the deaerta. Torrenti of burning 
Band roll before it, the firmament ia enveloped in a 
thick veil, and the aun appears of the colour of blood. 
Sometimea whole caravana are buried in it" 

Plage 44, line 31. 

—The piUar'd Throne 
OfParvix. 

"Hiere were aaid to be under thia Throne or Palace 
of Khoarou Farvis, a hundred vauha filled with trea* 
anrea ao immense, that aome Mahometan writera tell 
na, their Prophet, to encourage hia disciples, carried 
thm to a rock, which at hia command opened, and 



[gave them a proapect through it of the treasures of 
I Khoarou." — Universal History. 

Page 44, line 46. 

And they beheld an orb, ample and bright, 
RIm Trom the Holy WeU. 

We are not told more of thia trick of the Impostor, 
than that it waa " une machine, qu*il diaait i/tn la 
Lune." According to Richardaon, the miracle ia per- 
petuated in Nekacheb. — ** Nakahab, the name of a city 
in Tranaoxiania, where they aay there ia a well, iii 
which the appearance of the moon ia to be aeen ni^ 
and day." 

Page 44, line 73. 
On for the lamps that light yon lofty eereen. 

The tenta of Prinoea were generally iUumiiukted. 
Norden tella ua that the tenta of the Bey of Girge waa 
diatinguiahed from the other tenta by forty lantema 
being suspended before it. — See Hanner^s Obserta 
tionsonJob, 

Page 46, line 51. 
Enginee of havoc in, nnknown before 

That they knew the aecret of the Greek fire among 
the Muaaulmana early in the eleventh century, ap- 
pears from Dew's Acooaniqf Mamood I. ** When he 
arrived at Moultan, finding that the country of the 
Jita waa defended by great rive^^ he ordered fifteen 
hundred boata to be built, each of which he armed 
with aix iron spikes, projecting firom their prows and 
aidea, to prevent their being boarded by the enemy, 
who were very expert in that kind of war. When he 
had launched thia fleet, he ordered twen^ arehera 
into each boat, and five othera with fire-balla, to bom 
the craft of the Jita, and naptha to act the whole river 
on fire." 

The agnee aster, too, in Indian poema, the Instru- 
ment of Fire, whose flamea cannot be extingniahed, 
is supposed to signify the Greek Fire. — See W3ks*s 
Soidh of India, vol. i. p. 471. — ^And in the curious Ja- 
van poem, the Brata Yudha, given by Mr. Rajks in 
hia History of Java, we find, ** He aimed at the heart 
of Soeta with the sharp-pointed Weapon of Fire." 

The mention of gunpowder aa in use among the 
Arabiana, long before ita auppoaed diacoveiy in En- 
rope, is introduced by E3m Fadhl, the Egyptian geo- 
grapher, who lived in the thirteenth century. ** Bo- 
diea," he saya, **in the form of aoorpiona, bound 
rotmd and filled with nitroua powder, glide along, 
making a gentle noiae ; then, exploding, they lighten, 
aa it were, and bum. But there are others, which, 
caat into the air, atretch along like a cloud, roaring 
horribly, aa thunder roara, and on all aidea vomiting 
out flamea, burat, burn, and reduce to cinders what* 
ever comea in their way." TTie historian Ben AbdaOa, 
in apeaking of the aiege of Abulualid in the year of 
the Hegira 712, aaya, ** A fiery globe, by mean^oT 
combuatible matter, with a mi^ity noiae aoddenly 
emitted, strikes with the force of li^itning, and ahakei 
the citadel."— See the extracts from Casirfs BAUoth. 
ArA,Hispan,intheAppendi*to. 
ISstory qfthe MiddU Ages. 

Page 45, line 59. 
Discharge, as fh>m a kindled naptha foonL 
See fliimiMy'f Accoimt of the Springa of Napthn 
at Baku (which ia called by Id eu ie n an t Pottingp' 
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Joala Mookbee, or the Flaming mouthy taking fire 
aiili mnning into tke sea. Dr. Cooke in hia Journal 
mentiona aome wells in Circaasia, strongly impregna- 
ted widi this inflammable oil, fVom which isauea boil- 
ing water, ** Though the weather," he adds, ** waa 
now Tory cold, the warmth of these wells of hot wa- 
ter produced near them the verdure and flowers of 
apring." 

Major Scoti Waring says, that naptha is uaed by 
die F^ians, aa we aie told it waa in hell, for lamps. 

Many a row 
Of stary lamps and blazing ctmmU, fed 
With oaplha and aaphalttu, yielded light 
Aa from a akyi 

Pftge46,linel07. 
Thou teost yon cistern in the ihade— *tia fiird 
With burning dniga, for thti last hoar distin*d. 

" n donna da poiaon dana le rin a tons ses gens, et 
se jetta Ini-m^me ensoiu dana une cuve pleine de 
drogoea bralantea et consomantes, afin qu'il ne restat 
rien de toua lea membres de son corps, et que ceuz 
qui restaient de sc secte puissent croire qu*il ^tait 
M0Bl4 an del, ce qui ne manqua paa d'amfttr." — 
ITHeridoL 

P^e48,line28. 

To aat any maagoss but those of Maxagong waa, of eourae, 

impossible. 
" The oel^vity of Maxagong ia owing to ita man- 
goes, which are certainly the best fruit I erer tasted. 
The parent tree, fVom which all those of this apecies 
kave been grafted, is honoured during the fruit sea- 
eon fay a guard of sepois ; and, in the reign of Shah 
Jehan, couriers were stationed between Delhi and the 
Mahratta coast, to secure an abundant and fresh sup- 
ply of mangoes for the royal table." — ^3frs. Oraham'i 
JownMd of a Rmidence m India, 



Pftge40,line30. 
His fine antique porcelain. 
TUs old porcelain ia found in digging, and " if it is 
eatefimcid, it ia not because it baa acquired any new 
degree of beenty in the earth, but becanae it haa re- 
tained ita ancient beanty ; and thia alone ia of great 
impoitanoe in China, where they give large mmm for 
die amallit Teasels which were used under the Em- 
ptrwa Yan and Qmn, who reigned many ages before 
die dynasty of IVng, at which time porcelain began 
to be used by the Emperom," (about the year 442.) — 
DKNji'a CkOection of CwriouM Ohsenufiofu, etc. — a 
bad timnalation of aome parts of the Lettret Edifaniet 
§i Cwrieutu qfthe Misnonary Jetniis. 

Page 49, line 96. 
That Bublime bird, which flies alwaya in the air. 

** The Humma, a bird peculiar to the Elast. It is 
■apposed to fly constantly in the air, and never touch 
the ground : it ia looked upon aa a bird of happy 
omen, and that every head it overshades will in time 
wear a crown." — /{acAordfon. 

In die tenna of alliance made by Fuzzel Oola Khan 
with Hyder in 1760, one of the stipulationa was, ** that 
he ehonld have the diatiaction of two honorary atten- 
danta gr»T^'"g behind him, holdings fans composed 
of the feathers of the humma, according to the prac- 
tMO of hia family.'*— WtZXv'f South of India. He 
•ddainanote:**TheHammaiBa&baloasfainl The 



head over which its shadow once passes will 
edly be circled with a crown, llie splendkl little 
bird, suspended oyer the throne of Tippoo Sultann 
found at Seringapatam in 1799, waa intended to re 
preaent thia poetical fancy." 

Pftge49,hnea6. 

Whose words, like those oo the Written Moontain, last 

for ever. 

" To the pilgrims to Mount Sinai we muat attribute 
the inscriptions, figures, etc. on those rocks, which 
have from thence acquired the name of the Written 
Moimtain." — Volney, M. Gebelin and others have 
been at much pains to attach some mysterious and 
important meaning to theae inacriptiona ; but Ni^Nihr, 
aa well aa Volney, thinks that they muat have been 
eiecuted at idle bouia by the travellers to Mount Si- 
nai, ** who were aatiafied with cutting the unpoliahed 
rock with any pointed instrument; adding to their 
names and the date of their journeys some rude 
figures which bespeak the hand of a people but little 
skilled in the arts."— iVteftwAr. 

Page 49, line 70. 
From the dark hyacinth to which Hafez compares his 

miatreaa's hair. 
Vide NotCg Hafez, Ode v. 

Psge 49, line 71. 

To the Camalata by wboae roty bloasoms the haaTeo of 
India is scented. 

** The Camalata (called by Linncua, IponiBa) ia the 
most beautiful of its order, both in the colour and 
form of its leaves and flowers ; its elegant blossoma 
are ' celestial rosy red, Love's proper hue,* and have 
juatly procured it the name of Camalata, or IiOve*a 
Creeper.** — Sir W. Jones. 

** Camalata may also mean a mythological plant, by 
which all desires are granted to auch aa inhabit the 
heaven of India ; and if ever flower waa worthy of 
paradise, it ia our charming Ipomca.'* — lb. 

Page 49, line 73. 
That Flower-loving Nymph, whom they worship In tbs 

temples of Katliay. 
** According to Father Premare, in his tract on Chi 
nese Mythology, the mother of Fo-hi waa the dangfa- 
ter of heaven, sumamed Flower-loving ; and aa the 
nymph was walking alone on the bank of a river, ahe 
found herself encircled by a rainbow, afker which ahe 
became pregnant, and, at the end of twelve yeara, waa 
delivered of a son, radiant as hersel£** — AJtiaL Rm. 

Page 50, line 1. 

On the blue flower, which, Bramios aay. 

Blooms no where but in Paradise. 
** The Brahmins of this province insist that the Uue 
Campac flowers only in Paradise.*' — Sir W. Jomet, 
It appears, however, fVom a curioua letter of the Sal- 
tan of Menangcabow, given by Marsden, that one 
place on earth may lay claim to the poss e ss i on of it 
**Thia ia the Sultan, who keepa the flower Champaka 
that ia blue, and to be found in no other country bat 
his, being yeUow elsewhere.'*— Marsdeii*t Sumatrtu 

Page 50, line 86. 
I know where the Isles of Perfnme are. 
Diodana mentions the Isle of P^nrhaia, to the 
soodi of Arabia Felii, where diere wae a tmipk of 
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Jupiter. This iaUnd, or rather chuter of ialea, has 
diMppeared, "sunk (nyi Chandpre) in the abjM 
made bj the fire beneath their foondationa.** — Voyag* 
to the Indian Ocean, 

Fftge 50, line 39. 

VITboM air ia bain, whoM oeean spreadf 
O'ar coral roeks and amber bads, etc. 

** It ia not like the Sea of India, whoae bottom ia 
rich with pearla and ambergris, whose mountains of 
the coast are stored with gold and precious stones, 
whose golft breed creatarea that jield ivory, and 
among the planta of whose shores are ebony, red 
wood, and the wood of Hainan, aloea, camphor, 
cloves, sandal-wood, and all other spices and aroma- 
tics ; where parrots and peacocks are birds of the 
forest, and muak and civet are collected upon the 
lands."— 2>atoeb of two Mohammedaru, 

Page fiO, line M. 
Thy pUlar*d shades. 
-^— In the ground 
The bended twiga take root, and daughters grow 
About the mother tree, a pQka'd ihade. 
High over-arch'd, and echoing walks between. 

Milton. 
For a particular description and plate of the Ban- 
yan4ree, see Cordmer'e CeyUm, 

Page 50, line 56. 
Thy Monarcha and their thooaand thrones. 
^ With this immense treasure Mamood returned to 
Ghisni, and, in the year 400, prepared a magnificent 
festival, where he displayed to the people hia wealth 
in golden thrones and in other ornaments, in a great 
plain without the city of Ghizni." — Feriskla. 

PMge 50, line 91. 

Blood Uke thia, 
For Liberty shed, ao holy ia. 
Olgections may be made to my use of the word li- 
tierty, in this, and more especially in the story that 
follows it, as totaDy inapplicable to any state of things 
that has ever existed in the East ; but though I can- 
not, of couTM, mean to employ it in that enlarged 
and noble sense which is so well understood in the 
present day, and, I grieve to say, so little acted upon, 
yet it is no disparagement to the word to apply it to 
that national independence, that freedom from the 
interference and dictation of foreignerB, without 
which, indeed, no liberty of any kind can exist, and 
for which both Hindoos and Persians fought against 
their Mussulman invaders with, in many cases, a 
bravery that deserved much better success. 

Fkge 50, line 106. 

Aftic*a Lonar Moontaina. 

** Sometimes caDed," says Jadseon^ ** Jibbel Knm- 

rie, or the white or lunar-coloured mountains ; so a 

white borw is called by the Arabians a moon-coloor- 

ea none. 

P^e 51, line 56. 

Only the fierce hyma atalka 
Throughout the city*a deaolate walks. 

''Gondar wae fiill of hy»nas,irom the time it 
darktiU the dawm of day,aeeking th« diflRsrent 



pieces of slaughtered carca s e s, which this cruel and 
unclean people expose in the streets without burial, 
and who firmly believe that these animala are Falash- 
ta from the neighbouring mountains, transformed by 
magic, and come down to eat human flesh in the dark 
in safe^."— Bruce. 

Page 51, line 104. 
But aee, — who yonder cosaes. 
Tliis circumstance has been often introduced into 
poetry;— 4>y Yincentius Fabriciua, by Darwin, and 
lately, with very powerfid eflfect, bj Mr. Wilson. 

Page 53, line 13. 

The wild beea of Paleatioe. 

** Wild beea, frequent in Pdestine, in hollow tranka 

or branches of trees, and the clefts of rocks. Thns 

it is said (Psahn 81,) ** honey oui ofthegtony rook.'*— 

Burder't OrienUd Curtome, 

Page 53, line 15. 
And, Jordan, thoae aweet banks of thioe, 
And wooda ao full of nightin^les. 

** The river Jordan is on both sides beset with little, 
thick, and pleasant woods, among which thooaands 
of nightingales warble aQ together."— T^heooMf. 

Page 53, line 50. 

On the brink 
Of a amall iniaret*a rustic fbont. 

Imaret, " hospice ou on lege et nonrrit, gratis, lea 
p^lerins pendant trois jours.'* — TVdertnt, ftn gna fa i s d 
by the Abbe de Coumand. — See also CoslsOcm't Mmtn 
dee OthommUf tom. v. p. 145. 

Page 53, line 81. 

The boy haa atarted from the bed 
Of flowera, where he had lain hia head, 
And down upon the fragrant sod 
Kneeb. 

"Such Turks aa at the common boors of piayerare 
on the road, or so employed as not to find conve- 
nience to attend the Mosques, are stiH obliged to 
execute that duty ; nor are they ever known to fiul, 
whatever business they are then about, bat piay im- 
mediately when the hour alarma them, whatever tliqr 
are about, in that very«place they chance to stand on ; 
insomuch that when a janissary, whom you have to 
guard you up and down the city, bean the nociee 
which ia given him, from the steeples, he will taim 
about, stand still, and beckon with hia hand, to tell 
his charge he must have patience for a while ; when, 
taking out his handkerchief, he spreada it on die 
ground, sits cross-legged thereupon, and says hia 
prayers, though in the open market, which, having 
ended, he leaps briskly up, salutes the person whom 
he undertook to convey, and renews his journey widi 
the mild expression of ghdl ghonman gheU, or. Come, 
dear, follow me.**— A^xm HSTt TVooeb. 

Page 54, line 98. 
The Banyan Roapital. 
" Thia account excited a desire of visiting the Ban* 
yan Hospital, aa I had heard much of their benevo- 
lence to all kinds of animals that were either aide, 
lame, or infirm, through age or accident On my 
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aitiral there were pfewnted to my Tiew many hone«, 
eowi, and oien, in one apaitment ; in another, dogs, 
abeqs goats, and monkeja, with clean straw for them 
to lepu e e on. Ahore itain were depoflitoriea for 
•eeda of many sorts, and flat, broad dishes for water, 
for the oae of birds and insects.** — Partons. 

h. is said that all animals know the Banyans, that 
the most timid approach them, and that birds will fly 
nearer to them than to other people. — See Orandpre- 

Page M, line 97. 
Whose ■weetMst wm not to be drawn forth, like that of 
ths ftsftant grass near the Gaoges, by crushing and 
trampling npon them. 

** A Tory fragrant grass from the bonks of the Gan- 
ges, near Hehdwar, which in some places covers 
whole acres, and diffuses, when crushed, a strong 
odour.** — Sir W. Jonu on ike Spikenard of tke An- 



Page 05, line 62. 
Artisans in chariots. 
Oriental Tkles. 

Page 55, line 72. 
Waved plates of gold and silver flowers over their heads. 
**Or, rather,** says Scott, npon the passage of 
Ferishta, from which this is taken, "small coin, 
stamped with the figure of a flower. They are still 
need in India to distribute in charity, and on occasion, 
thrown by the pune-bearers of the great among the 
popolace.** 

Plage 55, line 83. 

Rts delectable alley of trees. 

This road is 250 leagues in length. It has **litt]e 

pyramids or turrets,** says Bemaer, ** erected every 

hktt leagne, to mark the ways, and frequent wells to 

afford drink to passengers, and to water the young 



Page 56, line 8. 
Ob ths dear, cold waters of which floated multitudes of the 

beautiful red lotos. 

" Here is a large pagoda by a tank, on the water 
of which float mukitiides of the beautiiUl red lotus : 
the flower is larger than that of the white water-lily, 
and is the most lovely of the nymphaeas I have seen.** 
'—Mn, Chakam*$ Jottmal qf a residence in India, 

Fige 56, line 38. 

Who many himdred years since had fled hither 6*001 their 

Arab conquerors. 

"On lea Toit, p^necnt^ par les KhaliflM, se reti- 
ler dans lea montagnes do Kerman : plusieon choisi- 
rent poor retraite la Tartaric et la Chine ; d*aotres 
■*arreterent tor les bords do Gange, a Test de Delhi.** 
— JIf. AnqmtS, Memoiree de V Academies torn. nzi. p. 
S46. 

Pkge56, lineiS. 

As a native of Cashmere, which had in the same manner 
become the prey of stranfere. 

"Cashmere (says its historians) had its own Princes 
4000 yean before its conquest by Akbtr in 1585. 
Akbar would have found some difficulty to reduce 
thb Puadise of the Indies, situated as it is, within 
■oeh a fortress of monntaina ; but its monarch, Yusef 



E^ahn, was basely betrayed by his Omraha.** — Pa^ 
nant. 

Page 56, line 79. 
TTis story of the Fire-worshippers. 
Voltaire tells us, that in his Tragedy " Les Gne- 
bres,*' he was generally supposed to have alluded to 
the Jansenists ; and I should not be surprised if this 
story of the Fire-worshippera were found capable of 
a similar doubleneas of application. 

P^ 57, line 77. 
Who, lullM in cool kiosk or bower. 

**In the midst of the garden ia the chioak, that is, 
a large room, commonly beautified with a fine foun- 
tain in the midst of it. It is raised nine or ten steps, 
and enclosed with gilded lattices, round which vines, 
jessamines, and honeysuckles make a sort of green 
wall ; large trees are planted round this place, which 
is the scene of their greatest pleasures.'* — Lady M. 
W, Montague. 

Page OT, line 78. 
Before their mirrors count the time. 
The women of the east are never without their 
looking-glasses. **In Barbary,'* says Shaw, **they 
are ao fond of their looking glasses, which they hang 
upon their breasts, that they will not lay them aside, 
even when, after the drudgery of the day, they are 
obliged to go two or three miles with a pitcher or a 
goat's skin to fetch water.'*-— TVoeeb. 

In other parts of Asia they wear little looking^ 
glasses on their thumbs. ** Hence (and from the lo> 
tus being considered the emblem of beauty) is die 
meaning of the following mute intercourse of two 
loven before their parents. 

**He, with salute of deference due, 

A lotus to his forehead prest ; 
She rais*d her mirror to his view, 
Then tum*d it inward to her breast." 
Atiatic Mitcdlanyf vol. iL 

Pkge 58, line 17. 

Th* untrodden solitude 
Of Ararat's tremendous peak. 

iSenty says, " I can well assure the reader that their 
opinion is not true, who suppose this mount to be 
inaccessible.** He adda, that ** the lower part of the 
mountain is cloudy, misty,- and dark, the middlemoft 
part very cold and like clouds of snow, but the upper 
regions perfectly calm.** — ^It was on this mountain 
that the Ark was supposed to have rested after the 
Deluge, and part of it, they say, exists there still, 
which Stniy thus gravely accounts for: — ^^Whereaa 
none can remember that the air on the top of the hill 
did ever change or was subject either to wind or rain, 
which ia presumed to be the reaaon that the Ark has 
endured ao long without being rotten.** — See Carre' 
n't Travda, where tke Doctor laughs at this whole ae- 
count of Mount Ararat. 

Page59,lme85. 
The Gheber belt that round him clung. 
**Pour ae distinguer des Idolatres de Tlnde, lee 
Guebrea se ceignent tons d*un cordon de laine, oft de 
poil de chameau.** — Encydopedie Francaise. 
D*Herbelot says this bek waa generally of leather. 
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F^9 59,line89. 
Who, mora and even 
Hall their Creator*! dwellinf-place 
Among the living lighti of Heaven. 
** Ab to fire, the Ghebers plmce the spring bead of it 
in that globe of fire, the Sun, by them called Mithras, 
or BiUiir, to which they pay the highest reverence, in 
gratitude for the manifold benefiu flowing from its 
ministerial omniscience. But they are so far from 
confounding the subordination of the Servant with 
the majesty of ito Creator, that they not only attribute 
no sort of sense or reasoning to the sun or fire, in any 
of its operations, but consider it as a purely passive 
blind instrument, directed and governed by the itn- 
mediate impression on it of the will of God; but they 
do not even give that luminary, all glorious as it is, 
more than the second rank amongst his works, re- 
serving the first for that stupendous production of 
divine power, the mind of man."— Orose. The false 
charges brought against the religion of these people 
fay t^ir Mussulman tyrants is but one proof among 
many of the truth of this writer's remark, ** that ca- 
lumny is often added to oppression, if but for the 
sake of justifying it.*' 

Page 60, line 72. 

That enchanted tree which grows over the tomb of the ma- 

■ictan Tan-Sein. 

" Within the enclosure which surrounds this mo- 
nument (at Gualior) is a amall tomb to the memory 
of Tan-Sein, a musician of incomparable skill, who 
flourished at the court of Akbar. The tomb is over- 
shadowed by a tree, concerning which a superstitious 
notion prevails that )he chewing of its leaves will 
give an extraordinary melody to the voice.** — Narra- 
tive of a journey from Agra to Ouzem, by W, Hun- 
Ur,Etq. 

Page 60, line 77. 
The awfiil signal of the bamboo-staff. 
** It is usual to place a small white triangular flag, 
fixed to a bamboo staff of ten or twelve feet long, at 
the place where a tiger has destroyed a man. It is 
common for the passengers also to throw each a stone 
or brick near the spot, so that in the course of a little 
time a pile equal to a good waggon-load is collected. 
The si^ of these flags and piles of stones imparts a 
certain melancholy, not perhi^ altogether void of 
apprehension.** — OrienUd Fidd Sporta^ vol. ii. 

Page 60, line 84. 
Beneath the shade, some pious hands had erected, etc. 

"The Ficus Indica is called the Paged Tree and 
Tree of Councils; the first, from the idols placed un- 
der its shade ; the second, because meetings were held 
under its cool branches. In some places it is believed 
to be the haunt of spectres, as the ancient spreading 
oaks of Wales have been of fairies : in others are 
erected, beneath the shade, pillars of stone, or posts, 
elegantly carved and ornamented with the most beau- 
ttfhl porcelain to supply the use of mirrors.** — Pen- 



Psge 60, line 106. 
The nightingale now bends her flight. 
"The nightingale aings from the pomegranate 



groves in the day-time, and firom the loftioit trees at 
night.**— JStiMeTt Ale^^ 

Page 61, line S&. 

Before whoee sabre's dazxUng light, etc 
** When the bright cimeters make the eyes of ov 
heroes wink.'*— 77ke MoaOaktU, Poem of Amru, 

Pftge 62, line 18. 
As Lebanon's small mountain flood 
Is rendered holy by the ranks ^ 

Of seintod cedars on its banks. 

In the LtUres Edifantee, there is a difl<Brent canse 
assigned for iu name of Holy. ** In these are deep 
caverns, which formerly served as so many cells for 
a great number of recluses, who had chosen these re- 
treats as the only witnesses upon earth of the severity 
of their penance. The tears of these pious penitents 
gave the river of which we have just treated the name 
of the Holy River.'* See ChataatAriand^e Beautiee 
of Chrietianity, 

Pftge 62, line 57. 

A rocky mountain o*er the sea 
Of Oman beetling awfully. 

This mountain is my own creation, as the " stu- 
pendous chain** of which I suppose it a link does not 
extend quite so far as the shores of the Persian Gulf 
** This long and lofty range of mountains formerly 
divided Media from Aasyria, and now forms the boon 
dary of the Persian and Turkish empires. It nma 
parallel with the river Tigris, and Persian Gulf) and 
almost disappearing in the vicinity of Gombaroon 
(Harmozia) seems once more to rise in the southern 
districts of Herman, and, following an easterly course 
through the centre of Meckraun and Balouchistan, 
is entirely lost in the deserts of Sinde.** — Kinnier*9 
Pernan Empire, 

Psge 62, line 80. 
That bold were Moslem, who would dare 
At tvrilight hour to steer his skiff 
Beneath the Gheber's lonely cliff. 

" There is an extraordinary hill in this neighbour- 
hood, called Koh^ GuIm", or the Guebre's mountain. 
It rises in the form of a lofty cupola, and on the snn^ 
mit of it, they say, are the remains of an Atush Kndii, 
or Fire Temple. It is superstitiously held to be the 
residence of Deeves or Sprites, and many marvelloos 
stories are recoimted of the injury and witchcraft so^ 
fered by those who essayed in former days to ascend 
or explore it** — Potttnger^g Beloockutan, 

Page 62, line 103. 
Still did the mighty flame bum on. 
" At the city of Yezd in Persia, which is diatin- 
guished by the appellation of the Darub Abadut, or 
Seat of Religion, the Guebres are permitted to have 
an Atush Kudu or Fire temple (which, they assert, 
has had the sacred fire in it since the days of Zoro- 
aster) in their own compartment of the city ; but for 
this indulgence they are indebted to the avarice, not 
the tolerance of the Peruan government, which taxes 
them at 25 rupees each man.**->Poati^^ner*f Bdoo- 
dustan. 
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FH9 63,liiie60. 
Wbik on that altar*! fire* 
They iwore. 

**Nal d'entre euz n'oaerait se parjurer, qnand fl a 
pria m itooin cet titoent terrible et vengeor." — En- 

Page 63, line 78. 
Tb« Peraian Illy ■bines and towera. 
** A Tivid Terdture aacceeda the autumnal raina, and 
the ploughed fields are covered with the Persian lily, 
of a resplendent yellow colour." — RuMttCg Aleppo, 

Page 6S, line 3. 

Like Dead-Sea froiti, that tempt the eye, 
Bat torn to aahee on the lipe. 

"They aay that there are apple-trees upon the 
■ides of this sea, which bear very lovely fruit, but 
within are all full of ashes.** — Thevenci. The same 
is asserted of the oranges there. — See WitnuaCg Tra- 
weUmAriatic TWJfcey. 

*'The Asphalt Lake, known by the name of the 
Dead Sea, is very remarkable on account of the con- 
sidoable proportion of salt which it contains. In 
diis respect it surpasses erery other known water on 
the soiftce of the earth. This great proportion of 
bitter-tasted salts is the reason why neither animal 
Bor plant can live in this water." — KlapmOCi Cham- 
ad AmJftiM (^ the Water qf the Dead Sea^ AnnaU 
^PUZosqpl^ January, 1813. Htuefiguut, however, 
doubts the truth of this last assertion, as there are 
■hell-fish to be found in the lake. 

Lord Byron has a similar allusion to the fruits of 
the Dead Sea, in that wonderful display of genius, 
his Third Canto of Childe Harold^ — magnificent be- 
n»d any thing, perhaps, that even he has ever written. 



Page 6S, line 9. 
While lakee that ahooe in mockery nigh. 
« The Shnhrab or Water of the Desert is said to be 
fay the lare&ction of the atmosphere from ex- 
heat ; and, which augments the delusion, it is 
ftequent in hollows, where water might be ex- 
pected to lodge. I have seen bushes and trees re- 
flected in it, with as nmch accuracy as though it had 
been the Aoe of a dear and atill lake." — Pottinger, 
** As to the unbelieTers, their works are like a va- 
pour in a plain, which the thinty traveller thinketh 
to be water, imtil when he cometh thereto he findeth 
it to be nothing.*'— JTonm, chap, S4. 

FHe6fi,line90. 
A flowsf that the Bidmoak has joet pamed over. 
" A wind which prevails in February, called Bid- 
from a small and odorifbrous flower of that 
).** — ** Tfte wind which blows these flowers com- 
■MBly lasts tiU the end of the month." — Le BrMyn. 

FHe6S,line2S. 

Where ths aea-f Ipeeye, who live for ever on the water. 

'*Tlie Bi^ins are of two races ; the one is settled on 
Borneo, and are a rude but warlike and industrious 
nation, who reckon themselves the original possessors 
of the islaiid of Borneo. The other is a species of 
sea gipsies or itineruit fishermen, who live in small 
eov e red boats, and ei^oy a perpetnal summer on the 



eastern ocean, shifting to leeward firom island to 
island, with the variationa of the monsoon. In some 
of their customs this singular race resemble the na- 
tives of the Maldivia islands. The Maldivians an- 
nually launch a small bark, loaded with perAmies, 
gums, flowers, and odoriferous wood, and turn it 
adrift at the mercy of winds and waves, as an offering 
to the Spirit of the Winds ; and sometimes similar 
offerings are made to the spirit whom they term the 
King of the Sea. In like manner the Biiyus per- 
form their offering to the god of evil, launchi^ a 
small bark, loaded with all the sins and misfortunes 
of the nation, which are imagined to fidl on the un- 
happy crew that may be ao unlucky as fint to meet 
with it. Dr, Leyden on the Languages and Litera- 
ture of the Indo-Chinese Nations. 

Page flA, line 37. 
The violet •herbeta. 
** The sweet-scented violet is one of the plants most 
esteemed, particularly for its great use in sorbet, 
which they make of violet sugar." — HaeedquitL 

**The sherbet they most esteem, and which if 
drank by the Grand Signor himself^ is made of vio* 
lets and sugar." — Tavemier. 



Psge 6S, Une 39. 

The pathetic meesare of Nava. 

** Last of all she took a guitar, and simg a pathetie 

air in the measure called Nava, which is always used 

to express the lamentations of absent lovers." — Per- 

nan Tales. . 

Page 6S, Une 107. 
Her ruby roeary. 
** Le Tespih, qui est un chapelet, compost de 99 
petites boules d'agathe, de jaspe, d'ambre, de corail, 
ou d'autre matiere pr^euse. J'en ai vu un soperbe 
au Seigneur Jerpos ; il ^tait de belles et gr o«ees per^ 
los parftites et ^galee, estune trent6 mille piastres." 
— TodierxnL 

F^e 69, Une 16. 
A tilk dyed with the bkaeoDM of the aorrowfol tree NiUea. 
** Blossoms of the sorrowfiil Nyctanthes give a 
durable colour to silk." — Remarks an (he Husbandnf 
of Bengal, p. 200. Nilica is one of the Indian names 
of this flower. — Sir W. Jones, The Persians call it 
Gul. — Carreri, 

Page 71, line 54. 
When pitying heaven to roaee tarn*d 
The death-flamec that beneath him b«rn*d. 

Of their other Prophet, Zoroaster, there is a story 
told in Diofi Fncjoiit, Orat 36, that the love of wis- 
dom and virtue leading him to a solitary lift upon a 
mountain, he found it one day aU in a flame, shining 
with celestial fire, out of which he came without any 
harm, and instituted certain sacrifices to God, who, 
he declared, then appeared to him. — See Patrick on 
Exodus, iii. 2. 

Page 76, line 54. 
Tbey were now not Tar from that Forbidden River. 

** Akbar, on his way, ordered a fort to be built upon 
the Nilab, which he called Attock, which moans, in 
the Indian language. Forbidden ; for, by the supenti- 
tion of the Hindoos, it was held unlawful to cross 
that river."— Dois'f AmAwtaii. 
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Pftge 76, line 77. 

RMembliof, she often ibouf ht, that people of Zinf e. 

** The inhabiunta of thia country (Zioge) are never 
afflicted with sadness or melancholy : on tliis sul^ect 
the Sheikh Abu^-Khtir-Azhttri has the following 
distich: 

** Who is the man without care or sorrow (tell) that 
I may mb my hand to him. 

** (Behold) the Zingians, without care or sorrow, 
frolicksome, with tipsiness and mirth." 

^The philosophers have discovered that the cause 
of this cheerfulness proceeds from the influence of 
the star Soheil or Canopus, which rises over them 
ereiy night*' — Extract from a geographical Persian 
Abanucript, called Heft AkUn, or the Seven Climates^ 
trantlated by W. Ouseley, Esq. 

Page 76, line 92. 

Patting to death tome hundrodiof liiote unfortunate lizardi. 

**The lizard Stello. The Arabs call it Hardun. 

Hm Turks kill it, for they imagine that by declining 

the head, it mimics them when they say their prayers." 

Ha$teiquitL 

Pkge 76, line 98. 

About two milss from Huasun Abdaul were those Eoyal 

Gardens. 
I am indebted for these particulars of Hussun Ab- 
daul to the very interesting Introduction of Mr. £1- 
|riunstone*s work upon CaubuL 

Pftge 76, line 107. 
As the Prophet laid of Damaacua, " It was too dcliciouc." 
-** As you enter at the Bazar without the gate of 
Damascus, you see the Green Mosque, so called be- 
caoM it hath a steeple faced with green glazed bricks, 
which render it very resplendent; it is covered at 
top with a pavilion of the same stuff. The Turks 
say this moaque was made in that place, because Ma- 
homet being come so far, would not enter the town, 
saying it was too delicious." — Thevenoi, This re- 
minds one of the following pretty passage in Isaac 
Walton; "When I nt last on this primrose bank, 
and looked down these meadows, I thought of them 
aa Charles the Emperor did of the city of Florence, 
* that they were too pleasant to be looked on, but only 
on holidays.' *' 

Page 77, line 9. 
Would remind the Princoai of that difference, etc. 
** Haroun Al Raachid, Cinquieme Khalife des Abas- 
■idese, s'^tant on jour brouill^ avec ime de ses mai- 
tiesBM nomm^ Maridah, qu'il aimait cependant jus- 
^'a I'ezoea, et cette mes^ntelligence ayant d^ja durd 
qnelqae tempa, commenca a s'ennuyer. Giafar Bar- 
maki, son &vori, qui s'en appercut, commanda a Ab- 
bas ben Ahnaf, excellent poete de ce temps-la, de 
composer quelques vers sur le sujet de cette brouil- 
lerie, Ce poete ez^uta I'ordre de Giafar, qui fit chan- 
ter ces vera par MoussaU, en prince du Khalife, et 
oe Prince fut tellement touch^ de la tendresse des 
Ten da poete et de la douceur de la voix du Musicien 
qa'il alia aussitot trouver Maridah, et fit sa pais avec 
tiler— IT HerbdoL 

Page 78, line 6. 
Where the silken twinf . 
** The awing is a favourite pastime in the Elast, aa 



promoting a circulation of air, eztremely n&tahag 
in those sultry climates." — Richardson, 

" The swings are adorned with festoons. This paa- 
time is accompanied with music of voices and of in- 
struments, hired by the masters of the swings.*' — 
Thevenoi. 

Page 78, line 16. 

as if all the shores, 

Like those of Katlmj, utier'd music and gav* 
An answer in song to the kiss of each wave. 
This miraculous quality has been attributed also to 
the shore of Attica. ** Hujus littus ait Capella con- 
centtmi musicimi ilhsis terrae undis reddere, quod 
propter tantam eruditionia vim puto dictum."— 
laidov. Vives in Augusttne^ de CivUaL Dei^ Ub 
xviii. c. 8. 

Page 80, line 40. 
The basil tuA that waves 
Its fr jgrant blosfoms over graves. 
** The women in E^gypt go, at least two days in 
the week, to pray and weep at the sepulchres of the 
dead; and the custom then is to throw upon the 
tombs a sort of herb, which the Arabs call rihanf 
and which is our sweet basiL'* — MaHUt, Lett. 10. 

Page 80, line 89. 

The mountain herb that djres 
The tooth of th« fawn like gold. 

Niebuhr thinks this may be the herb which the 
Eastern alchymists look to aa a means of making 
gold. ** Most of those alchymical enthusiasts think 
themselves sura of success, if they could but find 
out the herb, which gilds the teeth and gives a yellow 
colour to the flesh of the sheep that eat it. Even the 
oil of this plant must be of a golden colour. It ia 
called Hasoabschat ed aeh." 

Father Jerom Dandini, however, asserts that the 
teeth of the goats at Motmt Libanus are of a sHoer 
colour ; and adds, " this confirms me in that which I 
observed in Candia; to wit, that the ■witntl* that 
live on mount Ida eat a certain herb, which renders 
their teeth of a golden colour ; which, according to 
my judgment, cannot oth^wise proceed than fhMB 
the minea which are under ground."— ZXuidtiu, 
Voyage to MomU Libanus, 

Page81,Une49. 
*Tts I that mingle in one sweet measure, 
The past, the present, and future of pleasure. 

** Whenever our pleasure arises from a succession 
of sounds, it is a perception of complicated nature, 
made up of a sensation of the present soimd or note, 
and an idea or remembrance of the foregoing, while 
their mixture and concurrence produce such a myste- 
rious delight, as neither could have produced alone. 
And it is often heightened by an anticipation of the 
succeeding notes. Thus Sense, Memory, and Imagi- 
nation are coi\junctively employed." — Gerrard on 
Taste. 

This is exacdy the Epicurean theory of Pleasure, 
as explained by Cicero :— ** Quocirca corpua gandere 
tamdiu, dum prcsentem aentiret voluptatem; am- 
mtun et pnesentem percipere pariter cum corpore e 
prospicere venientem, nee prsteritam prsterflnere 
sinere." 

Madame de Stael accounts upon the same principle 
for the gratification we derive from rhi/me: — ** EUe 



ULLLAHOOKH. 



eit PiiMge de Ttapknet et da Mttveair. Un 
noot ftit dMrer odd qni doic lui i«po&di«i ct qatad 
le veeond reteatit, il nooa impdk edd qd rient de 
nous edttpper. 

Pftge 81, line 69. 
*Tw d«wo, ftl iMat that Militr dawn, 
WhoM f limpsM afe afdn withdrawn. 
'"The Peniaas have two momii^ii tlie Soobhi 
Kaum and Soobhi Sadig, the &lae and the real dajr- 
break. They account for ihit phenomenon in a moet 
whinnied manner. They say that as the aon risea 
from behind the Kohi Qaf (Mount Cancasoa,) it 
paiaes a hole perforated through that moontain, and 
that darting ita raya through it, is the cauae of the 
Soobhi Kazim, or tliis temporary i^ipearance of day- 
break. Ab it aacenda, the earth ia again veiled in 
darkneea, until the aun risea above the mountain and 
brings with it the Soobhi Sadig, or red morning." — 
Scott Waring, He thinks Milton may allude to thia, 
when he says. 

Ere the blabhing Eastern acout 
The mce mom on the Indian steep 
From her cabined loop-hole peep. 

P^e 81, line 96. 

hold a feast 

Id his magnificent Shatimar. 
" In the centre of the plain, aa it approaches the 
Lake, one of the Delhi Emperors, I believe Shah 
Jehan, constructed a spacious garden called the Sha- 
limar, which is abundantly stored with fruit trees and 
flowering shrubs. Some of the rivdets which inter- 
sect the plain are led into a cand at the back of the 
garden, and, flowing through its centre, or occadon- 
ally thrown into a variety of water-works, compose 
the chief beauty of the Shalimar. To decorate this 
spot the Mogd Princes of India have displayed an 
equd magnificence and taste ; especially Jehan Gheer, 
who, with the enchanting Noor Mahl, made Kash- 
mire hia usud residence during the summer months. 
On arches thrown over the cand are erected, at 
equd distances, four or five smts of apartments, each 
consisting of a sdoon, with four rooms at the anglea, 
where the followers of the court attend, and the ser- 
vanta prepare sherbets, coffee, and the hookah. Hie 
frame of the doors of the principd sdoon is com- 
posed of pieces oft stone of a black colour, streaked 
with yellow lines, and of a doser grain and higher 
pohsh than porphyry. They were taken, it is said, 
from a Hindoo temple, by one of the Mogd Princes, 
and sie esteemed of great vdue." — Fonter. 



Pftge 63, line 90. 
And oh, if there be, etc 
** Around the exterior of the Dewan Khass (a build- 
tag of Shah Allum's) in the cornice are the foUowing 
lines in letters of gold upon a ground of white mar- 
ble-—'^ there he a Paradige upon aoitlk, H w lUi^ U w 
fftw.' "— fVoiiJUm. 

Pftge 64, Une 67. 

Like that painted porcelain. 

** Tlie Chinese had formerly the art of paiatbig ea 

the sides of poredaia vess els , fish aad other animals, 

which were ody perceptiUe whea the v esse l waa 

IbU of some liqaor. They call this spedss Kd-tsia, 



that is, axureisput inpreet, on account of the man- 
ner in which the azure is kid on.*' — ** Th^ are erery 
now and then trying to recover the ait of this magicd 
pdiiting, bat to no parpose.*'— >Diiim. 

FHe64» line 100. 
Ifcrs ferfeel than the divisesi inngss is the Hoaseof Amt 

An snineac earrer of klolsi sdd ia the Kona to be 
islfaer to AbiilMM. " I have sack a Wfdy idol as is 
not to b« Kit with ia the honsi of Aaor.'*— fia^ 

Page 84, line 112. 
The grottos, hermitaget, and miraculoas foantains. 

** The pardonable superstition of the sequestered 
inhabitants has multiplied the places of worship of 
Mahadeo, of Beschan, and of Brama. AU Cashmere 
is holy land, and miracdous fountdns abound." — 
Major RenneWi Memoirs of a Map o/Hindotian, 

Jehanguire mentions **a fountain in Cashmere 
called Hmagh, which signifies a snake; probably 
because some large snake had formerly been seen 
there.'* — ** During the lifetii^e of my father, I went 
twice to this fountain, which is about twenty coss 
firom the dxy of Cashmere. The vestiges of places 
of worship and sanctity are to be traced without 
number amongst the ruins and the caves, which are 
interspersed in its neigfabotufaood." — Thoxek Jekan^ 
geery, — See AriaL Muc. vol. ii. 

There is another account of Cashmere by Abd 
Fazil, the author of the Ayin-Acbaree, ** who," says 
Major RenneUj " appears to have caught some of the 
enUiusiasm of the Valley, by his descriptions of the 
holy places in it." 

Page 84, line 117. 
WhoM houaea, rooPd with flowers. 
« On a standing roof of wood is laid a covering 
of fine earth, which ahelters the building from the 
great quantiQr of snow that fUb in the winter season. 
Tliis fence conmiudcates an equd warmth in winter, 
aa a refreshing coolness in the summer season, when 
the tops of the houses, which are planted with a 
variety of flowers, ediibit at a distance the spacious 
view of a beautifully chequered parterre.** — Fonter. 

Psge 65, line 12. 

LanteriM of the triple-coloured tortoiae shell of Pegu. 

** Two hundred daves there are, who have no other 
ofiioe than to hunt the woods and manhes for triple 
coloured tortoises for the King's Yiviary. Of the 
sheUs of these also lanterns are made.** — VmcetU le 
Elamfe TraveU. 



Psge 85, line 22. 
The meteora of the north, aa they are seen by thoas hunters. 

For a description of the Aurora Borealis, as it 
appears to these hunters, see Eneydoptedia, 

Fne 85, line 96. 
The cold, odoriferous wind. 
Tliis wind, which is to blow from Syria Damas 
ceaa, is, socordiag to the Mahometans, one of the 
signs of the Lsst Day's approach. 

Aaother of the aigns is, *'Great distress in the 
world, so that a man when he psssess by another*s 
grave, shall say. Would to God I were in his plaee I" 
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rkce89^1iiie97. 

The cerulean throne of Koolburf a* 

* On Mahommed Shaw*s retain to Koolborga (thB 
capital of Dekkan) be made a great feitiTal, and 
mounted hia throne with much pomp and magnifi- 
cence, calling it FIroseh or Cerulean. I have heard 
tome old peraona, who aaw the throne Flroceh in 
the reign of Sultan Mamood Bhamenee, deacribe iL 
They aay that it waa in length nine feet, and three in 
hnadth ; made of ebony, coTered with platea of pore 



gold, and aet with predoua atonea of immeiMe Talue. 
Every prince of the houae of Bhamenee, who poa- 
ae«ed thia Throne, made a point of adding to it aome 
rich atonea, ao that when, in the reign of Sultan Ma* 
mood, it waa taken to piecea, to remove aome of the 
jewela to be aet in vaaea and cups, the jewellers valued 
it at one crore of oona, (nearly four millions aterling J 
I learned alao that it waa called Flrozeh flrom being 
partly enamelled of a aky-Uue colour, which waa in 
time total^ concealed by the number of jewela.*'— - 
Ferithta. 
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Tanti noo ea, wm* Sftpk, Luperea. 

MxBTiAL, Lit. i. I>t^. 118. 
nxruiAZTXAi mIn hoaaax noAiiz kaaon^ 

ENOIKHSAI AE TH KFATIZTH XrHXIMON. 

PlUTARCB. srt^i «-«(«Se*v mymym. 



TO FRANCIS, EARL OF MOIRA, 

GENERAL IN HIS MAJESTY'S FORCES, MASTER-GENERAL Or THE ORDNANCE, 

CONSTABLE OF THE TOWER, ETC. 

Mt Lord: — It is impossible to think of addreasing a Dedicatioii to your Lordship without calling to 
mind the well-known reply of the Spartan to a rhetorician, who proposed to pronounce an eulogium on 
Hercules. ** On Hercules !" said the honest Spartan, ** who erer thought of blaming Hercules ?'* In a 
similar manner the concurrence of public opinion has left to the panegyrist of your Lordship a very super- 
llaous taak I shall therefore be silent on the sufcgect, and merely entreat your indulgence to the werj 
knmUe tiibote of gratitude, which I have here the honour to piesent. 

I am, MY LORD) with every feeling of attachment and respect. 

Your Lordship's very devoted Servant, 
S7, Biiry Street^ St. Jame^M, April 10, 1806. THOMAS MOORE. 
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The pnncipal poems in the following Collection 
were written daring an absence of fourteen months 
from Europe. I^ioogh curiosity was certainly not 
the motive of my voyage to America, yet it happened 
Chat the gratification of curiosity was the only advan- 
tage which I derived from it. Finding myself in the 
country of a new people, whose infancy bad promised 
so much, and whose progress to maturity has been an 
olgectof such interesting speculation, 1 determined to 
employ the short period of time, which my plan of 
return to Europe afforded me, in travelling throu^ a 
lew of the States and acqoizing some knowledge of 
the inhabitants. 

Th% impression which my mind received flrom the 
character and manners of these republicans, suggest- 
ed the Epistles which are written from the city of 
Washington and Lake Erie.* How fitr I was right, 
in thus assuming the tone of a satirist against a peo- 
ple whom I viewed bat as a stranger and a visitor, is 
a doubt which my feelings did net allow me time to 
investigate. AU I. presume to answer for, is the 
fidehty of the picture which I have given ; and though 
pradence might have dictated gentler language, truth* 
I think, would have justified severer. 

I went to America, with prepossessions by no 
loeane un&voarable, and mdeed rather indulged in 

VI,^VU,aadVia. 



tioany of those illusive ideas, with respect to the purity 
of the government and the primitive happiness of the 
people, whith I had early imbibed in my native coun- 
try, where, unfortunately, discontent at home enhances 
every distant temptation, and the western world has 
long been looked to as a retreat from real or imagi- 
naiy oppression ; as the elysian Atlantis, where ptor* 
secuted patriots might find their vinons realised, and 
be welcomed by kindred spiriu to Uberty and repose. 
I was completely disappointed in every flattering ex- 
pectation which I had formed, and was inclined to 
say to America, as Horace says to his mistress, ** in- 
tentau nites." Brissot, in the prefiuse to his travels, 
observes, that ''freedom in that country is carried 
to so high a degree as to border upon a state of na- 
ture ;** and there certainly is a close approximation to 
savage life, not only in the Ubeity which they ei^oyt 
but in the violence of party spirit and of private ani- 
mosity which results from itr This illiberal seal em- 
bitters all social intercourse ; and, though I scarcely 
could hesitate in selecting the party, whose views ap- 
peared the more pure and rational, yet I was sorry to 
observe that, in asserting their opinions, they both 
assume an equal share of intolerance ; the Democrats, 
consistently with their principles, exhibiting a vulgari- 
ty of rancour, which the Federslists too often ars so 
forgetful of their cause as to imitate. 

Hie rude familiarity of the lower orders, and in^ 
deM the unpolished state of society in general, would 
neither surprise nor disguit if they seemed to flovr 



too 
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from that simplicity of ehanuster, that honest igno- 
nnoe ofthe gioss of refinement, which may be look- 
ed for in a new and inexperienced people. But, 
when we find them arrived at maturity in most ofthe 
Tices, and all the pride, of civilization, while they are 
still so remote firom its elegant characteristics, it is 
impossible not to feel that this youthful decay, this 
crude anticipation ofthe natural period of corruption, 
represses every sanguine hope of the future energy 
and greatness of America. 

I am conscious that, in venturing these few re- 
marks, I have said just enough to oflTend, and by no 
means sufficient to convince ; for the limits of a pre- 
face will not allow me to enter into a justification of 
my opinions, and I am committed on the sutgect as 
effectually, as if I had written volumes in their de- 
fence. My reader, however, is apprized of the rery 
cursory obsenration upon which these opinions are 
founded, and can easily decide for himself upon the 
degree of sttention or confidence which they merit 

With respect to the poems in general, whidi oe> 
cupy the following pages, I know not in what manner 
to apologize to the puUic for intruding upon their 
notice suefr a saaas of uneonnected trifles^ such a 
world of epicurean atom as I hare here brought in 
conflict together. To say that I have been tempted 
by the liberal offers of my bookseller, is an excuse 
which can hope for but little indulgence from the 
eritie ; yet I own that, without this seasonable induce- 
ment, these poems very possibly would never have 
been submitted to the world. The glare of pubfica- 
lion is too strong for such imperfect productions ; 
they should be shown but to the eye of friendship, in 
that dim light of privacy, which is as favourable to 
poetical as to female beauty, and serves as a veil for 
faults, while it enhances e\erj charm which it dis- 
plays. Besides, this is not a period for the idle oc- 
cupations of poetry, and times like the present re- 
quire talents more active and more useful. Few have 
now the leisure to read such trifles, and I sincerely 
regret that I have had the leisure to write them. 



EPISTLE L 
TO LORD VISCOUNT STRANGFORD. 

ABOAED THS rUAlTOlff FKIOATI OFT TBI ASOEXS ; 

BT MOONLIOHT. 

Swsrr Moon ! if like Crotona's sage,* 

By any spell my hand could dare 
To make thy disk its ample page, 

And write my thoughts, my wishes there ; 
How many a fi^end, whose careless eye 
Now wanders o*er that starry sky. 
Should smile, upon thy orb to meet 
The recollection, kind and sweet. 
The reveries of fbnd regret. 
The promise, never to fbrget. 
And all my heait and soul would send 
To many a dear-k>v*d, distant fiiend f 

Oh Stranopord ! when ^e parted last^ 
I little thought the times were past, 

1 Pythaforaa ; who wu luppoied to have a power ^ 
wrtttng upon the Moon, by the meant of a magie mirror. 
9ee ifsyie, jIH. FftUg, ^ 



For ever past, when brilliant joy 
Was all my vacant heart's employ : 
When, fresh fipom mirth to mirth again. 

We thought the rapid hoars too few. 
Our only use for knowledge then 

To turn to rapture aU we knew ! 
Dehcicus days of whim and soul ! 

When, mingling lore and laugh togednr. 
We lean*d the book on pleasure's bowl. 

And tura'd the leaf with folly's feath«r ! 
I httle thought that all were fled, 
That, ere that summer's blopm was shed. 
My eye should see the sail unfuri'd 
That wafts me to the western world! 

And yet 'twas time — in youthful days. 
To cool the season's burning rays. 
The heart may let its wanton wing 
Repose awhile in pleasure's spring. 
But, if it wait for winter's breeze. 
The spring will dry, the heart will freeze I 
And then, that Hope, that fairy Hope, 

Oh ! she awak'd such happy dreams. 
And gave my aoul such tempting scope 

For all its dearest, fondest schemes,. 
TTiat not Verona's child of aong, 

When flying from the Phrygian ahore. 
With K^ter hopes could bound along, 

Or pant to be a wanderer more !* 

Even now deluaive hope will steal 
Amid the dark regrets I feel. 
Soothing as yonder placid beam 

Pursues the murmurers ofthe deep^ 
And lights ^lem with consoling gleam. 

And smiles them into tranquil sleep t 
Oh ! such a blessed night as this, 

I often think, if friends were near. 
How we should feel, and gaze with faliv 

Upon the moon-bright scenery here! 
The sea is like a ailvery lake, 

And, o'er its calm the vessel ^idea 
Gently, as if it fear'd to wake 

llie slumber ofthe silent tides ! 
The only envious cloud that lowers. 

Hath hung its shade on Pico'a height,* 
Where dimly, mid the duak, he towers. 

And scowling at this heav'n of light. 
Exults to see the infant storm 
Cling dari^y round his giant form ! 

Now, cottia I range those verdant ialw 

Invisible, at this soft hour, 
And see the looks, the melting smilea, 

That brighten many an orange bower; 
And could I lift each pioiis veil. 

And see the Uuahing cheek it afaadee. 
Oh ! I should have full many a tab, 

To tell of yomg Aiorian — ^^ * 



1 AUodiiv to tksss animated Uasb in the 44th CanMOO 
this Poet: 

Jam men* pnetrepidans avet vagari. 
Jam lali etodio pedes vigeeeuat ! 

9 Pico is a TervhigbsMiontaiaoBoeeoftbs Aaosss,lhMi 
which the Island derives its name. It is said by sobbs te be 
as high •• the Peak of Teoeriflb. 

S 1 believe K is Gnthne who says, that ths iahaUtaali sT 
the Azores are mncb ad«lieted to gaUutcr. This « b& «s 
ssrtion in which evsa ClelWM m«y hseNdiiei 



EFSBTUES, ODB, ETC. 



Dear STfturovOtD ! at Oislioiir, pafai|», 

Some ikithffal lover (not so Ueit 
As thttjf wlw in their la^iet' Ups 

May cradle eveiy wish to rett^ 
Waiiilea, to toach his dear one's aonl, 

Thoae madrigali, of breath divine, 
Which Camo>en*8 harp from rapture atole 

Aad gave, all glowing warm, to thine !* 
Oh ! coold the lover learn from thee. 

And breathe them widi thy graoefhl tone, 
Such dear, begoiling nunstrelay 

Wonhl make the coldest nymph his own ! 

But hark ! the boatswain's pipings tell 
Tis time to bid my dream ftrewell : 
Eight bells.— the middle watch is set : 
Good night, my STKANOPonD, ne'er foiget 
That iar beyond the western sea* 
bone, whose heaxt remembers thee! 



STANZA& 



........».».« /»» Wf9w^m9»t rmif 

JEtekpl Frmfmeid, 

A ISAM of tranquillity smil'd in the west, 
The atoims of the morning pursued us no more. 

And the wave, while it welcomed the momeot of rest, 
Sdll heaVd, as remembering ills that were o*et ! 

Serenely my heart took the hue of the hour. 
Its pasnomi were aleeping, were mute as tiie dead. 

And the spirit becalm'd but remember'd their power, 
As the billow the force of the gale that was fled ! 

I thought of the dsjrs, when to pleasure alone 
My heart ever granted a wish or a sigh ; 

When the saddest emotion my bosom had known 
Was pity for those who were wiser than 1 ! 

I felt how the pure, intellectual fire 

In luxury loses its heavenly ray ; 
How soon, in the lavishing cup of desire. 

The pear] of the soul may be melted away ! 

And I prayed of that Spirit who lighted the flame. 
That pleasure no more might its purity dim : 

And that sullied but little, or brightly the same, 
1 might give back the gem I had borrow*d from him ! 

Hie thought was ecstatic ! I felt as if Heaven 
Had already the wreath of eternity shown; 

As if| passion all cbasten'd and error forgiven. 
My heart had begun to be purely its own ! 

I look'd to the west, and the beautiful sky 
Which morning bad clouded, was clouded no more : 

** Oh ! thus," I ezclaim'd, ** can a heavenly eye 
Shed light on the soul that was darkened before !" 



1 Tbeie taland* belong to the Portttgui 

8 From CepC. Cockbarn, who eommuided the Phaetoo, I 
feoeired meh kind sttentione as I lastt ever remeoiber with 
gratitude. As eome of the jourBaliata bare frarcly asserted 
that I went to America to speculate in landSf it may not be 
inpertjnent to state, that the object of this voyage across the 
Atlantic was my apptriatxnest to the oflke of Begislrar of 
the Viss- Adooiralty Court of Bsmiiida. 



THE TEIX.TALB LTBE. 

Fvs heard, there was in ancient days 
A Lyre of most melodious spell ; 

'Twas heav'n to hear its feiry lays. 
If half be true that legends tell. 

'Twas play'd on by the gentlest sighs. 
And to their breath it breath'd again 

In such entrancing melodies 
As ear had never drank till then ! 

Not harmony's serenest touch 
So stilly could the notes prolong; ' 

Tliey were not heavenly song so much 
As they were dreams of heavenly songi 

If sad the heart, whose murmuring ur 
Along the chords in languor stole, 

Tlie soothings it awaken'd there 
Were eloquence from pity's soul ! 

Or if the sigh, serene and light. 
Was but the breath of fancied woes, 

Tlie string, that felt its aiiy flight. 
Soon whisper'd it to kind repose ! 

And oh ! when lovers talk'd alone, 
I^ mid their bliss the Lyre was neai^ 

It made their murmurs all its own. 
And echoed notes that heav'n might hear ! 

Tliere was a nym|^ who long had lov'd. 
But dar'd not teU the world how weM ; 

The shades, where she at evening rov'd. 
Alone could know, alone could teU. 

'Twas there, at twili^ time, she stole 
So oft, to make the dear-one bless'd. 

Whom love had giv'n her virgin soul. 
And nature soon gave all the rest ! 

It chanc'd that in the feiry bower 

Where they had fetqiid tfaebr sweetest absd. 
This Lyre, of strange and magic powtf, 

Hung gently whispering o'er their head. 

And while, with eyes of minglmg fire. 
They listen'd to each other's tow, 

The youth full oft would make the Ijrrt 
A pillow fbr his angel's brow ! 

And while the melting words she breath'd 
On all its echoes wanton'd roiud. 

Her haii^ amid the strings enwreath'd. 
Through golden mazes chazm'd the sound * 

Alas! dieir hearts but Uttle thought, 
l^liile thus entranc'd they listening lay, 

Tliat every sound the Lyre was taught 
Should linger long, and long betray i 

So mingled with its tuneful soul 
Were all their tender murmurs grown. 

That other sighs unanswered stole. 
Nor ehang'd the sweet, the treasor'd ton* 

Unhappy nymph ! thy name was sung 
To every passing lip that sigh'd ; 

Thib seerets of thy gentle tongue 
On every ear in murmurs died ! 

The fetal Lyre, by Envy's hand 
Hung high, amid the breesy groves, 

To every wanton gale that fenn'd 
Becray'd the mystery of your lovts ' 
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Yet, oh !— not many a lofferiiig hour, 
Tbj cap of shame on earth was giv'ii : 

Benignly came some pitying Power, 
And took the Lyre and thee to Heaven ! 

There as thy lover dries the tear 
Yet warm from life*s malignant wrongs. 

Within his arms, thou loT*st to hear 
The luckless Lyre's remember'd songs ! 

Still do your happy sools attune 
T^ notes it learn'd, on earth, to move ; 

Still breathing o*er the chords, commune 
In sympathies of angel love ! 



TO THE FLYING-n8H.« 
When I have seen thy snowy wing 
O'er the blue wave at evening spring, 
AihI give those scales, of silver white. 
So gaily to the eye of light. 
As if thy frame were form*d to rise^ 
And live amid the glorious skies ; 
Oh ! it has made me proudly feel. 
How like thy wing's impatient seal 
b the pure soul, that scorns to rest 
Upon the world's ignoble breast, 
But takes the plume that €rod has given, 
Apd rises into light and heaven ! 

But, when I see that wing, so bright, 
Grow languid with a moment's flight. 
Attempt the paths of air in vahi. 
And sink into the waves again : 
Alas ! the flattering pride is o'er ; 
I^ke thee, awhile, the soul may soar. 
But erring man must blush to think. 
Like thee, again, the soul may sink ! 

Oh Viitue ! when thy clime I seek. 
Let not my spirit's flight be weak : 
Let me not, like this feeble thing. 
With brine still dropping fVom its wing. 
Just sparide in the solar glow. 
And plunge again to depths below ; 
But, when I leave the grosser throng 
With whom my soul hath dwelt so long 
Lee me, in that aspiring day, 
Cast every lingering stain away, 
And, panting for thy purer air, 
Fly up at once and flit me there ! 



EPISTLE n. 

TO MISS M ^B. 

rKO|i NomroLK, in Virginia, nov. 1803. 

In days, my Katx, when life was new, 
When, luU'd with innocence and you, 

J It is the opiniQO pf St. Auitin apon G«a«iii, and I be- 
lieT« of nearlv all the Fathera^ that birdt, like fieh, were 
ortgioslly prodoeed frooi tlie watera; in defence of which 
idea they have collected every fanciful circumatance which 
can tend to prove a kindred rimilitude between them; 
rvy^yttttmt Te<S «-ir0/Hiiro/( n-fo^ rm v^xra. With thil 
tboiuht in our mindi whoo we first see the Flyiug-Fish, we 
eoolo almoat fancy, that we are present at tlje moment of 
erealWa, and witnsie Che birth of the Amt bird from the 



I heard, in home's beloved shade, 
The din the workl at distance made ; 
When every night my weary head 
Sunk on its own tmthofned bed. 
And, mild as evening's matron hour 
Looks on the faintly shutting flower, 
A mother saw our eyelids close. 
And bless'd them into pure repose ! 
Then, haply, if a week, a day, 
I linger'd firom your aims away. 
How long the little absence seem'd ! 
How bright the look of welcome beam'dt 
As mute you heard, with eager smile. 
My tales of all that pass'd the while I 
Yet now, my Kate, a gloomy sea 
Rolls wide between that home and me ; 
The moon may thrice be born and die, 
lEre e'en your seal can reach mine ^e ; 
And oh ! e*en then, that darling seal, 
(Upon whose print, I us'd to feel 
The breath of home, the cordial air 
Of loved Ups, stiU fVeshiy there !) 
Must come, alas ! through every fate 
Of time and distance, cold and late. 
When the dear hand, whose touches fill'd 
The leaf with sweetness, may be chill'd . 
But hence, that gloomy thought ! — ^At last. 
Beloved Kate ! the waves are past: 
I tread on earth securely now. 
And the green cedar's living bough 
Breathes more refreshment to my eyes 
Than could a Claude's divinest dies! 

At length I touch the happy sphere 
To Liberty and Virtue dear. 
Where man looks up, and proud to claim 
His rank within the social frame. 
Sees a grand system round him roll. 
Himself its centre, sun, and soul ! 
Far from the shocks of Europe ; far 
From every wild elliptic star 
That, shooting with a devious fire. 
Kindled by heaven's avenging ire, 
So oft hath into chaos hurl'd 
The systems of the ancient world ! 
The warrior here, in arms no more. 
Thinks of the toil, the conflict o'er. 
And glorying in the rights th^sy won 
For heardi and altar, sire and som 
Smiles on the dusky webs that hide 
His sleeping sword's remember'd pride ! 
While Peace, with sunny cheeks of toil, 
Walks o'er the free, unlorded soil, 
Efikping with her splendid share 
The drops that war had sprinkled there. 

Thrice happy land ! where he who flies 
From the dark ills of other skies, 
From scorn, or want's unnerving woes 
May shelter him in proud repose ! 
Hope sings along the yellow sand 
His welcome to a patriot land ; 
The mighty wood, with pomp, receives 
The stranger in ito world of leaves, 
Whioh soon their barren glory yield 
To the warm s]\rid and cnltur'd field ; 
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And he who came, of ell bereft. 

To whom malignant fate had left 

Nor home nor friendi nor coontxy dear, 

Finds home and fiiendi and countiy hne ! 

Sach ie thr ptctiue, warmly rach. 

That lung the spell of ikncy*s touch 

Hath painted to my sanguine eye 

Of man*s new world of liberty ! 

Oh! ask me not if Truth will seal 

The reveries of fancy's seal — 

If yet my charmed eyes behold 

These features of an age of gold — 

No— yet, alas ! no gleaming trace !* 

Never did youth, who lor'd a face 

From portrait's rosy flattering art 

Recoil with more regret of heart. 

To find an owlet eye of grey, 

Where painting pour'd the sapphire's ray, 

Tlian I have felt, indignant felt. 

To think the glorious dreams should melt, 

Which oft, in boyhood's witching time, 

HaTe wrapt me to this wond'rous clime ! 

But, courage yet, my wavering heart ! 

Blame not the temple's meanest part,* 

Till you have traced the fabric o'er : — 

As yet, we have beheld no more 

Than just the porch to freedom's fkne; 

And, though a sable drop may stain 

The vestibule, 'tis impious sin 

To doubt there's holiness within ! 

So here I pause— and now, my Kate, 

To you (whose simplest ringlet's fate 

Can claim more interest in my soul 

Than all the Powers from pole to pole) 

One word at parting : in the tone 

Most sweet to you, and most my own. 

The simple notes I send you here,' 

Though rude and wild, would still be dear, 

If you but knew the trance of thought. 

In which my mind their murmurs caught. 

'Twas one of those enchanting dreams. 

That lull me oft, whea Music seems 

To pour the soul in sound along. 

And turn its every sigh to song ! 

I thought of home, the according lays 

Respir'd the breath of happier days; 

Warmly in every rising note 

I felt some dear remembrance float 

Till, led by music's fairy chain, 

I wander'd back to home again 1 



1 Sach romantic vfot\it an **Tlie American Farmer*! 
Lettora," and the " Account of Keoiucky by ImUy," would 
■educe ua inlo a belier, that iniiutrence, peace, and freedom 
had deserted the rest of the world for Martha'e Vineyard 
and the banks of the Ohio. The French travellera too, 
almost an from revolutionary motivee, have contributed 
their ehare to the diffuiion of thie flattering misconception. 
A Ttsit to the coantrT ie, however, quite lulBeicnt to cor- 
rect even the moel enthusiastic prepoeseeeion. 

3 Norfolk, it must be owned, ii an unfavourable ipecimen 
of America. The characteristics of Virginia in feoeral are 
not such as can delifht either the politieian or the moralist, 
and at Norfolk they are exhibited in their least attractive 
form. At the time when we arrived, the yellow fever had 
not yet ^sappeared, and every odour that assailed as in the 
Birseti very itronf ly aeconnted for its visitation. 

3 A trilfinf attempt at musical eompoeition accompanisd 
#iis epistle. 



Oh ! love the song, and let it oft 
Live on your lip, in warble soft ! 
Say that it tells you, simply weUL 
All I have bid its murmurs tell. 
Of memory's glow, of dreams that shed 
The tinge of joy when joy is fled. 
And all the heart's illusive hoard 
Of love renew'd and friends restor'd ! 
Now, Sweet, adieu^-^his artless air. 
And a few rbjrmes, in transcript fiiii^' 
Are all the gifls I yet can boast 
To send you from Columbia's coast ; 
But when the stm, with warmer smile. 
Shall light me to my destin'd Isle,* 
You shall have many a cowslip-bell 
Where Ariel slept, and many a shell. 
In which the gentle spirit drew 
FVom honey flowers the mondng d«w . 



TO CARA, 

AFTBE AN INTBEVAL OP ABIKNOS. 

Goncbal'd within the shady wood 

A mother left her sleeping child 
And flew to cull her rustic food. 

The fruitage of the forest wild. 

But storms upon her path-way rise. 
The mother roams astray and weeping, 

Far from the weak appealing cries 
Of him she left se sweetly sleeping. 

Sh»hopes, iihe fears— a light is seen. 
And gentler blows the nightpwind's bratA, 

Yet no — 'tis gone — the storms are keen. 
The baby may be chill'd to deatli ; 

Perhaps his little eyes are shaded 

Dim by Death's eternal chiU— 
And yet, perhaps, they are not fitded; 

Life and love may li^t them still. 

Thvm, when my soul with parting sigh, 
Hung on thy hand's bewildering touch. 

And, timid, ask'd that speaking eye. 
If parting pain'd thee half so nrach— 

I thought, and, oh ! forgive tlie thought, 
For who, by eyes like thine inspir'd. 

Could ere resist the flattering fauh 
Of fancying what his soul desir'd ? 



Yes — ^I did think, in Car a' 8 mind. 
Though yet to Caka'i mind unknown, 

I left one infant wish behind. 
One feeling, which I call'd my own ! 

Oh, Uest ! though but in fancy blest. 

How did I ask of pity's care, 
To shield and strengthen in thy breast. 

The nursling I had cradled there. 

And, many an hour beguil'd by plewnra. 
And many an hour of sorrow nimibeiing, * 

I ne'er forget the new-bom treasure, 
I left within thy bosom slumbering. 



1 The posoBs which immsdiately fi>Qow, 
9 Bsrmoda. 
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Ftebapi, indiffiannoa Ins not dnll'd k, 
Hap^, it jet a dvob may give-^ 

Yet no-periiapa, a dtmbt baa kiU'd it ! 
Oh, Caea i—ibet tbe mftat liva 7 



TOCARA, 

ON THE DAWNIMQ OF A. NSW TBAE*t DAT. 

Whin midnigfat came to doee the year, 
We sigfa'd to think it thna ahoold take 

Tlie boon it gave na— boon aa dear 
Aa aympathy and lore could make 

Tlieir hleaaed momenta ! every ami 

Saw oa, my love, mora eloaety one ! 

But, Caka, when the dawn waa ni|^ 
Which came another year to ahed, 

Tlie amile we caught from eye to eye 
Told ua thoae momenta weie not fled ; 

Oh no ! we felt aome future sun 

Should aee ua atill more doaely one ! 

Thua may we ever, aide by aide, 
From happy yean to happier gliid^i 
And, atill, my Caea, may tbe aigb 

We give to boun, that vaniak o*er ua. 
Be foUow*d by tbe amiliag eye. 

That Hope aball abed on acenea before ua ! 



TO THE INVISIBLE GIRL.> 
They try to penuade me, my dear little aprite^ 
That you are not a daogbter of ether and ligbt. 
Nor have any concern with thoae &nciful forma 
That dance upon rainbows and ride upon atoima; 
That, in abort, your're a woman ; your lip and your 

breaat 
Aa mortal aa ever were taated or pieea'd ! 
But I will not believe them—no, adence ! to you 
I have long bid a laat and a careleaa adieu : 
Still flying from Nature to atody her lawa, 
And dulling deligfat by eipkxing ita oauae, 
You forget bow auperior, for mortala below. 
Is tbe fiction they dream to the truth that thMBy know. 
Ob ! who, that baa ever bad rapture complete. 
Would ask bow we feel it, or why it ia aweet ; 
How raya are confoaed, or bow ptrticlea fly 
Through tbe medium refin'd of a glance or a aigb ! 
Ia there one, who but once would not rather have 

known it, 
lian written, with Haetst, whole vohmiaa upon 

it? 
No, no-«>but for yea, my iaviaible love, 
I will Bwear, you are one of thoae apirita that rove 
By the bank where, at twilight, the poet reclinea. 
When tbe atar of tbe weat on hia aolitude abinea. 
And the magical fingers of &ncy have bung 
Every breeae with a aigb, every letf with a tongue ! 
Oh ! whiaper%i then, 'tia retirement alone 
Can fallow hia harp or ennoble ita tone ; 
like you, with a veil of aeduaion between, 
Hk aong to tbe world let him utter 



1 Thb aoj the ro b — q paat poem beve appearsd in Um 
peblie imnto. 



And like you, a liyriwam diild of tbe 8plMri% 

Eacapo from the eye to enrapture the eaial 

Sweet spirit of mystery 1 how I ahould love, 

In the wearisome waya I am ftted to rove, 

To have you for ever invisibly nigh. 

Inhaling for ever your aong and your sigh ! 

'Mid tbe crowda of tbe world and tbe mnrnMna of 

care 
I might sometimes oo n v ei ie with my nymph of tbe 

air. 
And turn with disgust from tbe damorooa craw, 
To ateal in tbe panaea one whiaper from yon. 

Oh ! come and be near me, for ever be mine, 
We shall hold in the air a communion divine, 
As sweet as, of old, wss imagin*d to dwell 
In tbe grotto of Numa, or Socratea* celL 
And oft, at those lingering momenta of nigjbt. 
When the heart ia weigfa*d down and the eyelid ia 

light. 
You shall come to my pillow and tell me of love. 
Such as angel to angel might whisper above I 
Ob Spirit! and then, could you borrow the tone 
Of that voice, to my ear ao bewitchingly known, 
The voice of the one iqMm earth, who baa twin*d 
With her essence for ever my hc«rt and my mind! 
Though lonely and far from the li^ of her amile. 
And exile and weary and hopeless tbe while. 
Could you shed for a nwwnent that voice on my ear, 
I will think at that moment my Caea ia near, 
That she comea with consoling enchantment to apeak, 
And kisses my eyelid and sighs on my cheek. 
And tells me, the night shall go rapidly by. 
For the dawn of our hope, of our heaven ia nigh ! 

Sweet Spirit ! if such be your magical power. 
It will lighten the lapae of foil many an hour; 
And let Fortune's realities frown as diey will, 
Hope, Fancy, and Caea may smile for me still. 



PEACE AND GLORY. 

WEITTBN AT THE OOMMBNCBMBVT OF THE 
PEBSENT WAE. 

Wheee now is the smile that ligbten'd 

Every hero's couch of rest 7 
Where is now the hope that brightened 

Honour's eye, and pity's breast ? 
Have we lost tbe wreath we bnuded. 

For our weary warrior men ? 
Ia tbe faithless olive faded. 

Must the bay be pluck'd again 7 



hour of sunny weather. 

Lovely in your light awhile. 
Peace and Glory, wed together, 

Wander'd thrtmgb tbe bleaaed iaie ; 
And tbe eyea of P^ace would gliaten. 

Dewy aa a morning sun. 
When the timid maid would listen 

To tbe deeds her chief had done. 

Is tbe boor of dalliance over f 
Muat the maiden's trembling feet 

Waft ber from her warlike lover 
To tbe deeeit's still retreat 7 
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Wan 70a well ! with i^ibi we 
Nymidi w ftir and goeit to bright ; 

Tet the unile, with which 70a Tuiiah, 
Learet behind a aoothing light ! 

Soothing light! that long aball aparide 

0*er 70iir warrior*! aangninw wa7, 
Throogh the field where kofrora daiUe, 

Shedding Hope*a conaoling ra7 ! 
Long the amile hia heart will cjiwriah, 

To ita abaent idol true, 
While aroond him m7riadB periah, 

OI017 atill will aigh for 70a ! 



To » 1801. 

To be the theme of eteiy how 
Hie heart derotea to fkncjr'a power, 
When her aoft magic fiUa the mind 
With fiienda and J078 we've left behind, 
And jo7a retnm, and fiienda ai« near. 
And all are welcom'd with a tear- 
In the mind*a pnreat aeat to dweU, 
To be remeinber'd oft and well 
B7 one whoae heart, though Tain and wild, 
B7 peaaion led, b7 7outh begnil'd. 
Can prondl7 atill aapire to know 
Hie feeling aoul'a dirineit glow ! 
If thua to live in e?er7 part 
Of a lone wear7 wanderer'a heart ; 
If thua to be ita aole empIo7 
Can give thee one fiunt ^eam of J07, 
Believe it, Mar7 ! oh ! believe 
A tongue that never can deceive. 
When paaaion doth not firat betni7 
And tinge the thought upon ita wa7 ! 
In pleaaure'a dream or aorrow'a hour. 
In crowded hall or Ionel7 bower, 
Hie boaineaa of m7 life ahall be, 
For ever to remember thee ! 
And though that heait be dead to mine. 
Since love ia life and wakea not thine, 
m take th7 image, aa the form 
Of Bomethtng I should long to warm. 
Which, though it 7ield no answering thrill, 
la not leas dear, ia lovel7 still ! 
rU take it, whereaoe'er I stra7. 
The bright, cold burthen of m7 wa7 ! 
To keep this aemblance fieah in bloom, 
M7 heart ahall be its glowing tomb. 
And love ahall lend his sweetest care. 
With memot7 to embalm it there ! 



SONG. 



Takx back the aigh, th7 Hpa of art 

In passion's moment breath'd to me ! 
Yet, no—it must not, will not part, 
Tia now the hfe-brealh of m7 heart. 
And baa become too pore for thee ! 

Take back the kiaa, that faitlile« aigh 

With aD the wanmth of truth irapreat; 
Tec, no— the fatal kiia ma7 lie : 
Upon thy lip ita aweets would die. 

Or bloom to make a riral bleat ! 

O 



Take back the tows that, night and da7, 
M7 heart recerv'd, I thought, fiimn thine ; 

Yet, no— allow them still to SU7 ; 

The7 might some other heart betra7. 
As sweetl7 as the7*ve ruin'd mine ! 



A BALLAD. 
THE LAKE OF THE DISlfAL SWAMP. 

WEITTBN AT NOEVOLK, IN TIEGINIA. 

** They tell of a young man who loit hii mind apoo the 
death of a girl he loved, and who, suddenly dJMppeariag 
from hit fnend>| waa never afterwaida heard of. Ai he had 
fivqaendy aaid, in hia ravinga, that the girl waa not dead, 
but gone to the Diamal Bwamp, it ia aappoaed be had wan- 
dered into that dreary wildar n eaa, aad bad died of haagar 
or been kwt in aome of ila draadiU 



n. 



** La Poteie a aea monitrea comma la nature.** « 

D*JtUmUrt 

** Text made her a grave, too cold and damp 

For a soul so warm and true ; 
And she 's gone to the Lake of the Diamal Swiiiqi^* 
Where, all night long, b7 a fire-fl7 lamp. 

She paddles her white canoe. 

** And her fire-fl7 lamp I aoon ahall aee. 

And her paddle I aoon ahall hear ; 
Long and loving our life ahall be, 
And rU hide the maid in a cTpreaa tree. 

When the footatep of death ia near !** 

Awa7 to the Dismal Swamp he speed^^ 

His path waa rugged and acre. 
Through tangled juniper, beds of reeds, 
Tlirough many a fen, where the serpent foods. 

And man never trod before ! 

And when on the earth he aunk to aleep, 

If alumber hia e7elidB knew. 
He lay, where the deadly vine doth weep 
Ita venomous tear, and nightl7 steep 

The flesh with blistering dew ! 

And near him the ahe-wolf stirr'd the brake. 
And the copper-anake breath'd in hia ear. 
Till he starting cried, from hia dream awake, 
** Oh ! when ahall I aee the duak7 Lak^ 
And the white canoe of m7 dear 7" 

He aaw the Lake, and a meteor bright 

Quick over ita aurface play'd — 
** Welcome," he aaid, "* my dear one's light !" 
And the dim shore echoed, for many a night. 

The name of the death cold maid ! 

Till he hollow'd a boat of the birchen bark. 

Which carried him off from shore ; 
Far he foUow'd the meteor spark, 
Tlie wind was high and the douda w^ dark. 

And the boat retum'd no more. « 

But oft ftom the Indian hunter's camp 
Hiia lover and maid ao true 

1 The Great Dismal Swamp ia (en or twelve niiiea diatani 
fWMa Norfolk, and the lake in the middle of it (about aeveii 
milaa long) ia eaOed Dramnond'a Pood. 
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Ara seen, at the hoar of midnight damp, 
To cross the lake bj a fire-fly lamp, 
And paddle their white canoe ! 



EPISTLE III. 

TO THB 

MARCfflONESS DOWAGER OF D— LL. 

FROM BXRMUDA, JANUARY 1804. 

Lady, where'er you roam, whatever beam 
Of bright creation warms your mimic dream ; 
Whether you trace the valley's golden meads. 
Where mazy Linth his lingering current leads ;* 
Enamour'd catch the mellow hues that sleep. 
At eve on Meillerie's iomiortal steep ; 
Or musing o'er the Lake, at day's decline, 
Mark the last shadow on the holy shrine,' 
Where,* many a night, the soul of Tell complains 
Of Gallia's triumph and Helvetia's chains ; 
Oh ! lay the pencil for a moment by, 
Turn from the tablet that creative eye. 
And let its splendour, like the morning ray 
Upon a shepherd's harp, illume my layi 

Yet, Lady ! no^for song so rude as mine. 
Chase not the wonders of your dream divine ; 
Still, radiant eye ! upon the tablet dwell ; 
Still, rosy finger ! weave your pictur'd spell ; 
And, while I sing the animated smiles 
Of fairy nature in these sun-bom isles. 
Oh ! might the song awake some bright design, 
Inspire a touch, or prompt one happy line. 
Proud were my soul, to see its humble thought 
On- painting's mirror so divinely caught. 
And wondering Genius, as he leam'd to trace 
The faint conception kindling into grace, 
Might love my numbers for the spark they threw, 
And bless the lay that lent a charm to you. 

Have you not oft, in nightly vision, stray'd 
To the pure isles of ever-blooming shade. 
Which bards of old, with kindly magic, plac'd 
For happy spirits in th' Atlantic waste 7* 
There, as eternal gales, with fragrance warm, 
Breath'd from elysium through each shadowy form 
In eloquence of eye, and dreams of song,' 
They chaim'd their lapse of nightless hours along ! 
Nor yet in song, that mortal ear may suit. 
For every spirit was itself a lute. 
Where Virtue wakened with elysian breexe. 
Pure tones of thought and mental harmonics 
Believe me. Lady, when the zephyrs bland 
Floated our bark to this enchanted land. 
These leafy isles upon the ocean thrown. 
Like studs of emerald o'er a silver zone ; 



1 Lady D., l||app(Med, was iit this timo ttill in Bwitaei^ 
.andfjrhere tho power* of ber pencil must have boen fre- 
^nentlT awakened. 

9 The rhnpel of WOIinm Tell, on the Lake of Lucerne. 

3 M. Gebelin aajr*, in his Monde Primitif/^ Lorsque Stim- 
oon crut que lee ancien* th^olo^enfl et Pontes placaient 
Urn ChemfM Elye6f>i dan« 'ee Islet de TOc^nn Atltntiquo, il 
n'eotendit rien A leur doctrine.*' M. Gebelin** euppoeition, 
I hare xrn dnnbt, is the more correct ; but that of Btrabo is, 
to the present instance, most to mv purpose. 



Not all the chann, that ethnic fkncy gave 
To blessed arbours o'er the western wave, 
Could wake a dream, more soothing or sublime, 
Of bowers etherial and die spirit's clime I 

The room was lovely, every wave was still. 
When the first perfume of a cedar>hill 
Sweetly awakM us, and with smiling channi. 
The fairy harbour woo'd us to its arms ' 
Gently we stole, before the languid wind. 
Through plantain shades, that like an awning twis'd 
And kiss'd on either side the wanton sails, 
Breathing our welcome to these vernal valet ; 
While, far reflected o'er the wave serene, 
Elach wooded island sheds so sofl a green. 
That the enamour'd keel, with whispering play, 
Through liquid herbage seem'd to steal its way^ 
Never did weary bark more sweetly glide. 
Or rest its anchor in a lovelier tide ! 
Along the margin, many a brilliajst dome, 
White as the palace of a Lapland gnome. 
Brightened the wave ; in every myrtle grove 
Secluded, bashful, like a shrine of love. 
Some elfin mansion sparkled through the tAmde ; 
And, while the foliage interposing play'd. 
Wreathing the .structure into various grace. 
Fancy would love in many a form to trace 
The flowery capital, the shaft, the porch,* 
And dream of temples, till her kindling torch 
Lighted me back to all the glorious days 
Of Attic genius ; and I seem'd to gaze 
On marble, from the rich Pentalic mount. 
Gracing the umbrage of some Naiad's fount. 

Sweet airy being !' who, in brighter hours, 
Liv'd on the perfume of these honied bowers. 
In velvet buds, at evening, lov*d to lie. 
And win with music every rose's sigh ! 
Though weak the magic of my humble strain, 
To charm your spirit from its orb again. 
Yet, oh ! for her, beneath whose smile I sing, 
For her, (whose pencil, if your rainbow wing 
Were dinun'd or ruffled by a wintry sky. 
Could smooth its feather and relume its dye,) 
A moment wander from your starry sphere. 
And if the lime-tree grove that once was dear, 

1 Nothing can he more romantic than the little harbour 
of St. Georse. The number of beautiful islets, the singular 
clcnrness of the water, and the animated play of the grace- 
ful liUle boats, gliding for over between the islandil, and 
seeming to sail ^oro one cedar grove into another, form, all 
together, the sweetest miniature uf nature that can be im- 
agmed. 

3 This n an illusion which, to the few who are fanciful 
enongh to indulge in it, renders the scenery of Bermuda 
particularly interesting. In the short but beautiful twilight 
of their spring evenings, the white cottages, scattered over 
the islands, and but partially seen through the trees that sur- 
round them, assume oAen the appearance of little Grecian 
temples, and fancy may eml>elliah the poor fisherman's hut 
with columns which the pencil of Claude might imitate. I 
had one favourite object of this kind in my walks, which 
the hospitality of its owner robbed me o^, by asking mo to 
visit him. He was a plain good man, and received me well 
and warmly, but I never could turn his house into a Grecian 
temple again. 

3 Ariel. Among the many charms which Bermuda has 
for a poetic eye, we cannot for an instant forget that it is 
the scene of 8hakspeare*s Ttmpett^ and that here he con- 
jured np the " Hdieate .\riel," who alone is worth ths whole 
heaven of ancient mythdofy. 
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TIm ■anny wave, the bower, the breexy hill. 
The sparkling grotto, can delight you still. 
Oh ! take their fairest tint, their softest light. 
Weave all their beauty into dreams of night. 
And, while the lovely artist slumbering lies. 
Shed the warm picture o*er her mental eyes ; 
Borrow for sleep her own creatiTe spells. 
And brightly show what song but faintly teUs ! 



THE GENIUS OF HARMONY. 

AN IKKBGULAK ODB. 

Ad hannooiain canere maodam. 

(Jicero d» If at. Dt9r, LH. 3. 

There lies a shell beneath the wayea. 
In many a hollow winding wreathM 
Such as of old^ 
Echoed the bfeath that warbling sea-maids fareath*d ; 
This magic shell 
FVom the white bosom of a syren fell, • 
As once she wander'd by the tide that lares 
Sicilia*s sand of gold. 
It bears 
Upon its shining side, the mystic notes 

Of those entrancing airs,' 
The genii of the deep were wont to swell. 
When heaven^s eternal orbs their midnight music 
roUM ! 
Oh ! seek it, wheresoe*er it floats ; 
And, if the power 
Of thrilling numbers to thy soul be dear, 
Go, bring the bright shell to my bower. 
And I will fold thee in such downy dreams, 
As lap the spirit of the seventh sphere. 
When Luna's distant tone falls faintly on his ear !* 

And thou shalt own, 
lliat, through the circle of creation's zone, 

1 In the ** Hiatorie Naturelle det Antilles," there ii an ae- 
eouot of lome carioui ihellt, found atCurscoa, on the back 
of which were lines, filled wiih musical characters, so dis- 
tinct and perfect^ that the writer assures us a very charmins 
trio was Bunf from one of them. "On le nomme musical, 
pare* qu'il porte sor le dos des lignes noir&tree pleines de 
noiea, qui ont une esp^ce de cl6 pour les mettre en chant, 
de aorte que Ton dirait qu'il na manque que la lettre 4 celte 
tahlature naturelle. Ce corieuz geniilhomme (M . du Moo- 
tsl) rapporte qu*il en a vu qui avaient cina lignes, une cl<i 
et des nolM, nui formaient un accord parfait. Qoelqu'un 
T avail ajout^ la lettre, que la nature avail oubU^e, et la 
laisait chanter en forme cle trio, dont Paire ^tail fort agr6a- 
ble." Chap. 19. An. 11. The author adds, a poet might 
imagine that these shells were used by the syrcwM at ttoir 
concerts. 

S According to Cicero, and his commentator, M acrobius, 
the lunar tone is the gravest and faintest on the planetary 
heptachord. " Quam oh causam summus iUe coik stellifer 
ewstts, cujos coover^ est coocitatior, acuto et excitato 
saovetor aooo : gravissimo aotem hie luoaris atqoe infimoa.'* 
— SsBM. Seip. Because, says Maerobius, "spiritu at in 
•xtrsmitate langueseente jam volvitur, et propter angostias 
qaihos penultimus orbis arctatur impeta leniore converti- 
tor.^— /» Sarnn. Seip. lAb. % Cap. 4. It is not very easy 
to undenrtand the ancients in thoir musical arrangement of 
the heavenly bodies. Sec Ptolem. Lib. 3. 

Loooe Hebreo, pursuing the idea of AristoUe, that the 
heavens are animal, attributes their harmony to perfect and 
redproeal love. " Non perd manca fra loro il perfetto e 
reeiproeo amore : la causa principale, che ne moslra il loro 
anore, h la lor amicixia harmoniaca e la concordansa, die 

Erpetuamente si trora in loro." — DiaUf. 2. di Jlm»re^ p. 
b This " reeiproeo amore" of Leone m the ^iXotik of 
the ancient Empedoclea, who seems^ ia hu Love and Hate 
•f the Elements, to hare given a glimpse nf ths prineiplas 



Where matter darkles or where spirit beams ; 
From the pellucid tides,' that whirl 
The planets through their maze of song, 
To the small rill, that weeps along 
Murmuring o'er beds of pearl ; 
From the rich sigh 
Of the Sim's arrow through an evening aky,' 
To the fidnt breath the ttmeful osier yields 
On Afric's burning fields ;' 
Oh ! thou shah own this uniyerse dirine 
famine! 
Iliat I ies|Hre in all, and all in me. 
One mi^y mingled soul of boundless hannony ! 

Welcome, welcome mystic shell ! 
Many a star has ceas'd to bum* 
Many a tear has Satum*s urn 
O'er the cold bosom of the ocean wept,' 
Since thy aerial spell 
Hath in the waters slept ! 

I fly. 

With the bright treasure to my choral sky. 
Where she, who wak'd its early swell. 
The syren, with a foot of fire. 
Walks o'er the great string of my Orphic Lyre,* 
Or guides around the burning pole 

The winged chariot of some bhssful soul !' 
While thou ! 

Oh, son of earth ! what dreams shaU rise for thee ! 
Beneath Hispania's sun* 
Thou'lt see a streamlet run. 
Which I have wann'd with dews of melody ;' 

Listen ! — when the night-wind dies 
Down the still current, like a harp it sighs ! 



of attraction and repulsion. See the fragment to which I 
allude in Laertius, Axxoti /«ir ^txemn, rvripxo/»*>''>>«'>' 
K. Lib. 8. Cap. n. 12. 

1 Leucippus, the atomist, imagined a kind of vortices in 
the heavens, which he twrrowed from Anaxagoras, and 
possibly suggested to Descartes. 

2 Heraclides. upon the allegories of Homer, conjectures 
that the idea of the harmony of the spheres originated with 
this poet, who in representing the solar beams as arrows, 
supposes them to emit a peculiar sound in the air. 

3 In the account of Africa which d* Ablancourt has trans- 
lated, there is mention of a tree in that country, whose 
branches when shaken by the hand produce very sweet 
sounds. " Le mdme auteur (Abenz^gar) dit, qu'il y a un- 
certain arbre, qui produitdesgaulcs comme d'uaier, et qn*eo 
les prenant a la main et Ics branlant^ elles font une esp^ce 
d'harmonie fort agr^ablc," etc. etc. — VJIfriqwe de MarmoL 

4 Alluding to the extinction, or at least the disappearance 
of some of those fixed stars, which we are taught to con- 
sider as sons, attended each by its system. Descartes thought 
that our earth might formerly have been a sun, which be- 
came obscured by a thick incrustation over its surface. This 
probably suggested the idea of a central fire. 

5 Porphyry says, that Pythagoras held tho sea to be a tear. 
T«v ^MKmxTmv ft** •xsXii (irai {«xpuov. De Vit, and some 
one ebe, if I mistake not, has added the planet Saturn as the 
source of it Empedocles, with similar affectation, called 
the sea *' the sweat of the earth:" t^pwr* riic ym. See 
RilUrakunu* upon Porphyry. JVitm. 41. 

6 The system of harmonized orbs was staled by the an- 
cients, tho Great Lyre of Orpheus, for which Lucian ac- 
counts, n St Avpn iirr»f»tTO( ivr* thv T««r xtmnivmv urrfw 
»f/»or*»f rvv$&»KKtTO. X. T. A., til ^$trolog* 

7 A<(*X* »^wZ«c »••»/>« ^>«i»« T0«(; mrtfini^ ivitf*t y t»mr- 
mv n-fOf fxjirTOv, xx iftCto»r»f 'OS EIX OXHMA. f/a 
ton. Timmao. 

8 Thb musical river is mentioned in the romance of 
Adiilles Tatius. Eirn iroT»f» * * * nv it mnurmi ^iKm ro 
vimrot KmKHVTdf. The LaUn version, in supplying the hia 
tos, which is in the original, has placed tlie nver m Hiapa- 
nia. " In flispanin quoque fluvius e«t, queni primo ai|- 
pcctn," etc etc. *^ 
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A liquid diotd ia eveiy wata thai flows, 
An airy plectnm every bceexe that Uowa !* 
There, by that wondroos •traaiii« 
Go, lay thy languid brow. 
And I will send thee aoch a godlike dream. 
Such — mortal ! mortal ! hast thou heard of him,* 
Who, many a night with his primordial Ijn,' 
Sat on the chill Pugcan mount,^ 
And, looking to the orient dim, 
Watch*d the fiat flowing of that MOfod fount. 

From which hii soul had drunk ks fira ! 
Oh ! think what niiont, in that lonely hoir, 
Stole o*er hie musing breast ! 
What pious ecstasy* 
Wafted his prayer to that eternal Fofrer, 

Whose seal upon this world imprest^ 
The rarious fonms of bright divinity ! 

Or, dost thou know what dreams 1 wove, 
'Mid the deep horror of thai silent bower,* 
Where the rapt Samian slept his holy slumber? 
When,fiee 
From every earthly chain, 
Fh>m wreaths of plessnre and fimn bonds of pain. 

His spirit flew through fields above. 
Drank at the source of nature's fontal numbei;' 
And saw, in mystic choir, around him move 
The Stan of song, Heaven's burning minstrelsy ! 
Such dreams, so heavenly bright, 
I swear 
By the great diadem that twines my hair. 
And by the seven gems that sparkle there,' 



HfTiiwl^qg their bf»fl mT 
In a soft Iris of harmonious light. 
Oh, mortal ! such shall be thy radiant dreamt I 



1 TbeM two Uoes ars translated from tbs wofda of Aehil- 
leiTatiiu. £«» y»f oKiyof •n/ue; n; t«s ii9»s i/««-i«>i|, 
TO ftit vimf ■»( X^pin apmrai.re it wv$vfA»ru v^arec «-Xi»- 
rpev viviTju.TO ftvftm ii wf »t^mf» k»Kit. Uh. S. 

2 Orpheofl. 

3 They called hi« lyrei»px«<0'(-^"*^|' iirraxvf^ov Op^i«(. 
See a eurioaa work by a profeaaor of Oreek at Venice, en- 
titled" Hebdomadea, nve aepCem de aepteoario libri.*' Lik. 
4. Ca,f, 3. p. 177. 

4 Eratoatbenes, telling the extreme reneration of Orpheua 
for Apollo, aa^ that be waa aceuatomed to ^ to the Pan- 

Sean mounUun at day-break, and there wait the rinng of 
e aun, that he might be the firat to hail its beama. ftri- 
yttf9ft»¥9f T$ ri|( vvaret, K«r« r^v tm^tvuv tirt re oao; t0 
K«XM/Kirov IImyyi9v^ wpartfttvt r»t •v«reX«(, (»» idi| rov 
Hxiev jr^rer. XMruTr$ftT/t. 34. 

5 There are aome venea of Orpheua preaerred to ua, 
which contain aublime ideas of the unity and magnificence 
of the Deity. Aa thoae which Joatin Martyr haa produced : 

0«res ft$9 x«XKii0y •( v^«if0v ••■T^^tftrat 
Xfvri •■ avi .5f ey«, ». r. X. 

Ad Ormc. MkortoL 

It ia thoo^t by aome, that theae are to he reekooed 
amongat the fabricationa which were freqaeot io the early 
timet of Chriatianity. Still It appears doobcfhl to whom we 
ahoold impute them ; they are too piooa for the Pagana, and 
too poetical for the Fathera. 

6 In onn of the Hymns of Orpheua, he attribntea a figured 
seal to ApoUOf with which he imafioea that deity to have 
stamped a variety of forms upon the oniTerae. 

7 Alludinf to the cave near Samoa, where Pythagoras 
devoted the greater part of hb daya and sighta to medita- 
tion and the mysteries of his philosophy. JamhUeh. de Fit. 
This, as Holsteoias remarks, was in imitation of the Magi. 

8 The tetractya, or aaereo number of the Pythasoreaoa, 
on which they aolemnly awore, and which they nlled wymt 
»tv 9v«-ia>$, " the fountain of perennial nature.** Lueiao 
has ridiculed this religious arithmetic very finely ia hia SaU 
of PhUtophers. 

9 This aiadom is intended to represent the analogy be- 
tween the notes of muaic and the priamatie coloura. We 
find in Plutarch a vigue intimation of thia kindred harmony 
is eokmra and aounos. (h|/<c n xi»i mnj^ /Ktr* f wviic n 
••I ^trrof T^v i»^/K0iFii»iF iiri^««r»ri. Dt 



EPISTLE IV. 

TO GEORGE MORGAN, ESQ. 
OF NonpoLK, vinaiNiA.' 

FtOM BEEMUDA, JANUARY 1B04. 

KEIKH A* HKSMOBZZA KAI ATPOHOZ, OIA e*AAin> 
A HI, AieTIHZ KAI MAAAON UIIilPOMOZ HEnsr 

iiuioix, noNTa enxzthpiktai. 

CaUimacki Hj/wui. in Del, v. ii. 

Oh ! what aiempest whiri'd us fakfaer !* 

Winds, whose savage breath could wither 

Alt the ligltt and languid flowers 

That bloom in Epieuros* bowets ! 

Yet think not, George, that Fancy's charm 

Foraook me in this rude alarm. 

When close they reefd the timid sail. 

When, every plank ccHnpIaining loud. 
We labour*d in the midnight gale. 

And e'en our haughty main-mast bow'd ! 
The muse, in that unlovely hour, 
Benignly brought her soothing power. 
And, midst the war of waves and wind. 
In songs elysian lapped my mind ! 
She open'd, with her golden key, 

The casket where my memory lays 
Those little gems of poesy. 

Which time has sav*d from ancient days ! 
Take one of these, to Lais sung— 
I wrote it while my hammock swung^ 
As one might write a dissertation 
Upon " suspended animation !' 



i»» 



CsaswdoruB, whoae idea I may be aupposad to have bor- 
rowed, says, in a letter upon muaic to Boetiua, " ITt disds- 
ma oeulia, varia Ince semmarum, aie eythara diversitats 
soni, Manditur anditoi.'^ Thla ia indeed the only toleraUs 
thoturht in the letter. Ij^. 8. Variur. 

1 Thb gentleman ia attached to the Britiah cooaolala at 
Norfblk. Hia talenta are worthv of a much bifher qphero, 
but the ejceellent diapoaitiona or the family with whom he 
reaidea, and the cordial repoae ho enjoys amongat aoms of 
the kindest bMirta in the world, aboahi be almost enough to 
atone to him for the worat eapricea of fortune. The conanl 
himaelf. Colonel Hamilton, is one among the very fhw in- 
ataneea of a man, ardentiv loyal to hia king, and yet beloved 
by the Americana. His houaa ia the verv lempd of hoapi- 
uQity, and I sincerely pity the heart of that atranger, who, 
warm from the welcome of aueh a bssrd, and with ths tsats 
of such Madeira still upon his Kps, ^ool doles in boeea,** 
oould ait down to write a libel on hia boat, in the true apirit 
of a modem phik>aophiat. Bee the TVsoefa of 4hs Dnk§ de 
U ReekefimemmU Lianeawrt, Vol. S. 

9 We were aeven daya on our paaaage from Norfolk to 
Bermuda, during three of which we were fweed to lay-to 
in a gale of wind. The Driver, aloop of war, in whieh I 
went, was bnih at Bermuda, of cedar, and is aceounled an 
excellent aea-boat. She waa then commanded by my very 
regretted friend, Captain Comptoo, who in Jnly Isat was 
kined aboard the Lilly, in an action with a French priva- 
teer. Poor Compton ! be fell a victim to the atrange iaa- 
policy of allowing such a miaerable thing aa the Lilly to 
remain in the aerviee : ao amall, ao crank, and namanags- 
able, (hat a well-maansd msrchantmaa waa at any tins s 
SMtoh for bsr. 
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SwsxTLT* yoa lam, my Laii dear! 
But, while yoa kiss, I feel a tear, 
Bitter at thoae when loven part, 
In mystery from your eye-lid itart ! 
Sadly you lean your head to mine, 
And round my neck in ailenee twine^ 
Your hair along my bosom spread, 
All himiid with the tears you shed ! 
Hare I not kiss'd those lids of snow ? 
Yet still, my love, like founli they ll«w. 
Bathing our cheeks, whene'er they 
Why is it thus 7 do, tell me. Sweet ! 
Ah, Laib ! are my bodings right? 
Am I to lose you 7 is to-night 
Oar last — go, false to heaven and me ! 
Your Tery tears are treachmy. 



Such, while in air I floating hong. 

Such was the strain, Morgante mio ! 
The muse and I together song, 

With Boreas to make out the trio ; 
But, bless the little fkiry isle ! 

How sweetly after all our ills, 
We saw the dewy morning smile 

Serenely o*er its fragrant bills ! 
And felt the pure, elastic flow 
Of airs, that round this Eden blow. 
With honey freshness, caught by stealth 
Warm from the rery lips of health ! 
Oh ! could you yiew the scenery dear 

Thst now beneath my window lies, 
You*d think, that Nature lavished here 

Her purest wave, her softest skies. 
To make a hearen for Love to sigh in. 
For bards to live, and saints to die in ! 
Cloee to my wooded bonk below. 

In glassy calm the waters sleep, 
And to the sun-beam proudly show 

The coral rocks they love to steep !* 
The fainting breeze of morning fails. 

The drowsy boat moves slowly past. 
And I can almost touch its sails 

That languish idly round the mast. 

1 This epimm is by Paoliia Siimitiarius, and asay be 
fouod in the AnalecU of Brunck, Vol. &,p.i2. But ai the 
reading there is lomewhat different from what I have fol- 
Vowcd la this traoalatioo, I ahall fire it as I had it in my 
memory at the time, and as it is in Heinsins, who, I believe, 
first produced the epi^am. Bee hia Poenata. 

*H^w fttv »m ^tKtifAU re Aai^of* niv ii •vrav 

Asxpwa fttyvv/iivmp trtjTTt Kara rro/«|sra»ir* 
Eiiri i* »9$*f«ft$vmf TivS( ovvixa SdnpVM Kttfinf l 
A$tii» /PI /•! Kiwns* f m ymf Ofxttm-mrmt, 

S The water is ao clear aroand the island, that the rocks 
are aeen beneath to a very great depth, and, as we entered 
the harbour, thev appeared to us so near the surface, that it 
seemed impoaaihn we abould not strike on them. There is 
DO necessity, of course, for heaving the lead, and the nefro 
pilot, looking down at the roeks from the bow of the ship, 
takes her throagh this diffieoJt aavigation, with a skill and 
eonfidenes which sesm to astooiah sooM of ths oldest aai- 
iors. 



The sun has now profusely given 
The flashes of a noontide heaven. 
And, as the wave reflects his beams, 
Another heaven its sur&ce seems ! 
Blue light and doads of silvery tears 

So pictured o*er the waters lie, 
That every languid bark appears 

To float along a homing aky 1 

Oh ! for the boat the angel gave' 

To him^ who, in his heaven-ward flight, 
Saird o*er the san> ethereal wave. 

To planet-isles of odoroas light ! 
Sweet Venus, what a clime he found 
Within thy orb*s ambroeial roond !' 
There spnng the breezes, rich and warm, 

That pant around thy twilight oar; 
There angels dwell, so pure of ibrm. 

That each appears a living star !' 
These are the sprites, oh radiant queen ! 

Thou send'st so often to the bed 
Of her I love, with spell unseen, ^ 

Thy planet's brightening balm to shed ; 
To make the eye*s enchantment clearer. 

To give die cheek one rose-bod mote. 
And bid that flushing lip be dearer. 

Which had been« oh ! too dear before ! 
But, whither means the muse to roam 7 
'Tis time to call the wanderer home. 
Who could have ever thought to search her 
Up in the clouds with Father Kircher? 
So, health and love to all yonrjnansion! 

Long may the bowl that pleasures bloom m. 
The flow of heart, the soal*s ezpansioUt 

Mirth, and song, your board iUumine ! 

Fare you well — remember too. 
When cups are flowing to the brim. 

That here is one who drinks to yoo, 
And, oh ! as warmly drink to him. 



TO 



THE RING. 
»1801. 



No— Lady ! Lady ! keep the ring; 

Oh ! think how many a lutore year. 
Of placid smile and downy wing. 

May sleep within its holy sphere 1 

Do not distorb their trsnqoil dream, 
lliough love hath ne'er the mystery wann*d. 



1 In Kircher's " Eztatic Jouniey to Heaven,** Cosniel, 
the genius of the world, fives TheodidaetM a boat of As- 
bestos, with which he embarks into the regions of the son. 
'* Vides (says Coamiel) haoc asbestinam navieulsm commo- 
ditati tusB prDparatam.** Itinerar. 1. Dial. 1. Cap. 5. There 
are some very strange fancies in this work of Rircher. 

S When the Genius of the world and his fellow-traveller 
arrive at the planet Veana, they find an island of lovolbieas, 
full of odours and intelligences, where angels preaide, who 
shed the cosmetic influence of this planet over the earth : 
such being, according to astrologers, the " vis inflasiva** of 
Venus. When they are in this part of the heavens, a casu • 
istical question occurs to Theodidactns, and he asks 
*' Whether bi^ptism rnav bo performed with the watns of 
VenoaT** — "An aqaia giobi Veoeria banltsmus institoi pos- 
ait 7** to which the Genius answers, "CerUinly.** 

3 This idea is lather Kireher*s. <«Tot 
** Itinorar. I. DiaL Cap. 5 
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Vet heaT*!! will thed a •oothing beam, 
To \Aem the bond itaelf hath fonnU 

But then, that eye, that burning eye 1 
Oh ! it doth aak, with mafpc power, 

If bearen can ever bleta the tie. 
Where love inwreaths no genial flower ! 

Away, away, bewildering look ! 

Or all the boaat of Virtue '■ o'er ; 
Go-^e thee to tlie Mge'a book. 

And ieam from him to feel no more ! 

I cannot warn thee ! every touch, 
Hiat bring! my pulaet close to thine. 

Tells me I want tigr aid as much. 
Oh ! quite as mncl^ as thou dost mine ! 

Yet suy, dear love— one effort yet— 
A moment turn those eyea away. 

And let me, if I can, forget 
The light that leads my soul ntray ! 

Thou say'st, that we were bom to meet, 
That our hearts bear one common seal^ — 

Oh, Lsdy ! think, how man's deceit 
Can aeem to aigh and feign to feel ! 

When, o*er thy face some gleam of thought, 
Like day-beams through the morning air. 

Hath gradual stole, and I have caught 
The feeling ere it kindled there: 

The sympathy I then betray'd. 
Perhaps waa bj|t the child of art; 

Thi^guite of one, who long hath play'd 
Witkall these wUy nets of heart. 

Oh ! thou hast not my virgin vow ! 

Though few the yean I yet have toldr 
Canst thou believe I lived till now. 

With loveless heart or senses cold? 



No— many a throb of bliss and pain. 
For many a maid, wij aoul hath proVd ; 

With some I wanton'd wild and vain. 
While some I truly, dearly loVd ! 

Ilie cheek to thine I fondly lay, 
To theirs hath been as fondly laid; 

The words to thee I warmly say, 
To them have been as warmly said. 

Thea, scorn at once a languid heart. 
Which long hath lost its early spring; 

lUnk of the pure, bright soul thou art. 
And— keep the ring, oh ! keep the ring. 

Enough— now, turn thine eyes again ; 

What, stiU that look, and still that 
Dost thou not feel my counsel then 7 

Oh ! no, beloved !— nor do L 

While thus to mine thy bosom lies, 
While thus our breaths commingling glow, 

*Twere more than woman to be wise, 
'Twere more than man to wish thee t»! 

Did we not love so true, so dear, 
TUs lapse could never,be forgiven ; 

Bat hearts so fond and lipa so near- 
Give me the ring, aad now — Oh heaven 1 



TO 



Olff SBKIirO UBK WITH A WHITS TlIL AMD ▲ 
KICH OIAdJLB. 

„^^_ 

AlArrAPiTAl AHAOT2:i AAXPTON POOM. 
jfp. AVcflpAtfr. in OiuirocrMe*. 

Put off the vestal veil, nor, oh ! 

Let weepi&g angels view it ; 
Your cheeks belie its virgin snow, 

And blush repenting through it. 

Put off the fatal zone you Wea/; 

The lucid pearls around it 
Are tears, that fell from Virtue there, 

The honr that Love unbound it« 



THE RESEMBLANCE. 



-vo cercand* io 



Doooa, qnaafe powibile, in skrai 
La dedata rostra forma vera. . 

Petrmrc. StMtt. 14 

Yks, if 'twere any conunon love, 

That led my pliant heart astray, 
I grant, there 's not a power above 

CouM wipe the faithless crime away ! 

But, 'twas my doom to err with one 

In evMy look so like to thei^ 
That, oh ! beneath the blessecf sun. 

So fiiir there are but thou and shef 

Whate'er may be her angel birth, 
She was thy lovely perfect twin, 

And wore the only shape on earth. 
That could have charm'd my soq) to sin 5 

Your eyes ! — the eyes of languid doves 
Were never half so like each other ! 

Tlie glances of the baby loves 
Resemble less their warm^yM mother f 

Her lip !— oh, call me not false hearted, 

When such a lip I fondly prest ; 
Twas Love some melting cherry parted. 

Gave thee one half and her the rest ! 

And when, with all thy murmuring tone. 
They sued, half open, to be kiss'd, 

I could as soon resist thine own— 
And them, heaven knows ! I ne'er resist. 

Tlien, scorn me not, though false I be, 
*Twas love that wak'd the dear excess ; 

My heart hid been more true to thee. 
Had miAe^ye prix'd thy beauty less t 



TO 



When I lov'd you, I can't but aUew 
I had many an exquisite minute ; 

But the acorn that I feel for you now 
Halh even more Inxory in it *^ 
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Tboi, whether we*xe on or we're off, 
Stfme witchery ■eems to awtit yoa ; 

To love you ia pleasant enough^ 
And, oh! *tii deliciooa to hate yoa ! 



FROM THE GREEK OF MELEAGER.* 

Fill hlg^ the cap with liquid flame. 
And apeak my Hieliodo&a's name ! 
Repeat iti magic o*er and o*er. 
And let the sound my lips adore, 
Sweeten the breeze, and mingling swim 
On erery bowrs voluptuous brim ! 

Give me the wreath that withers there; 

It was but last delicious night 
It hung upon her wavy hair, 

And caught her eyes* reflected light ! 
Oh ! haste, and twine it round my brow ; 
It breathes of Hxliodoea now ! 

Tlie loring rose-bud drops a tear. 
To see the nymph no longer here, 
No longer, where she used to lie, 
Close to my heart's deroted sigh ! 



LINES, 

WRITTEN IN A STORM AT tlA. 

That sky of clouds is not the sky 
To U^ a lover to the pillow 

Of her he lores — 
The swell of yonder foaming billow 
Resembles not the happy aigh 

That rapture moves. 

Yet do I feel more tranquil now 
Amid the gloomy wilds of ocean, 

In ^his 6bA hour. 
Than when, in transport's young emotion, 
rve stol'ii, beneath Uie evening star, 

To Julia's bower. 

Gh ! there 's a holy calm profound 
In awe like this, that ne'er was given 

^o rapture'a thrill ; 
"Tls as a solemn voice from heaven. 
And the soul, listening to the sound. 

Lies mote and still ! 

'TIS trae, it talks of danger nigh, 

Of slnmbering with the dead to-morrow 

In the cold deep, . 
Where pleasure's throb or tears of sorrow 
No more shall wake the heart or eye. 

But all must sleep ! 

Well !— there are some, thou stonny bed. 
To whom thy sleep would be^a treasure f 
Oh most to him, « 

1 XyX<(, »•* rmXtv •«■■•, ir«X.iv, wmKff^ 'HXitlw^Of 

R«rt, r«v MK^tirw rt yKv*v /ttry* eve^*. 
Mm* M* ▼••' fip»7i^*rm /ntfti sai x5*(er (orr*, 

ikmMfvit ftKtpmrfv ilow ^e^ev, ovmk* mttvmv 

BrvMck. jfMlfcl. torn. i. p. 98. 



Whose lip hath dxain'd life's cup of pleasaie, 
Nor left one honey drop to shed 
Round misery's bilkn. 

Yes — he can smile serene at death : 

Kind heaven ! do thou but chase the weeping 

Of friends who love him ; 
Tell them that he lies calmly sleeping 
Where sorrow's sting or envy's breath 

No more shall move him. 



ODES TO NEA; 

written at BERMUDA. 



NEA TTPANNtl. 

Ewripid. MtdtUf t. 987. 



Nat, tempt me not to love again. 

There was a time when love wa» sweet ; 
Dear Nea ! had I known thee then. 

Our souls had not been slow to meet ! 
But, oh ! this weary heart hath run. 

So many a time, the rounds of pain. 
Not e'en for thee, thou lovely one ! 

Would I endure such pangs again. 

If there be dimes, where never yet 
The print of Beauty's foot was set. 
Where man may pass his loveless nights, 
Unfever'd by her false delights, 
Thither my wounded soul wbuld fly. 
Where rosy cheek or radiant eye 
Should bring no more their bUss, their pain, 
Or fetter me to earth again ! 
Dear absent girl, whose eyes of Hgfat, 

Though little priz'd when all my own. 
Now float before me, soft and bright 

As when they first enamouring shone ! 
How many houra of idle waste. 
Within those witching armaendbfaced. 
Unmindful of the fleeting day, 
Have I dissolv'd life's dream away ! 
O bloom of time profusely shed! 
O moments ! simply, vainly fled. 
Yet sweetly too---for love perfum'd 
The flame which thus my life consum'd ; 
And brilliant was the chain of flowers. 
In which he led my victim hours ! • 

Say, Nea, dear ! could'st thou, like lier. 
When warm to feel and quick to ^, 
Of loving fond, of roving fonder. 
My thoughtless soul might wish to wandep— 
Could'st thou, like her, the wish reclaim, 

Tindearing stiH, reproaching never. 
Till all my heart should bom with shame. 

And be thine own, more fix'd than ever? 
No, no-— on earth there's only one 

Could bind such faithless fbUy fkstt 
And sure on eardi 'tis I alone 

Could make such virtue false at last! 
Nea ! the heart which ahe forsook. 

For thee were hot a worthless shrine- 
Go, lovely girl, that angel look 

Must thrill a soul more pure than hum 
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MOORE'S WORKS. 



Oh * thou shak be aU elw to me, 
Tliat heart can feel or tongiue can fojga; 

m praiae, admire, aad wonhip thee, 
Bat muat not, dare not, love again. 



TALK ITSa OlUm CATS. 

Pr^pwL Lit, IT. SUg, 8 



I FEAT you, let ua roam no more 
Along that wild and lonely d||ore. 

Where late we thooghtleaa atraj'd ; 
*Twaa not for ua, whom heaven intenda 
To be no more than aimple friends, 

Such lonely walka were made. 

TTiat little bay, where, winding in 
From ocean's rude and angry din, 

(As loTen steal to bUaa,) 
The biUowa kiaa the shore, and then 
Flow calmly to the deep again, 

As though they did not kiaa ! 

Remember, o'er ita circling flood 

In what a dangerous dream we stood — 

The silent aea before ua, 
Around ua, all the gloom of grove. 
That e*er was spread for guilt or loTe, 

No eye but nature's o'er us ! 

I saw you bluah, you felt me tremUe, 
In Tain would formal art disaemUe 

AU that we wiah'd and thought ; — 
'Twaa more than tongue could dare rereal, 
'Twaa more than virtue ought to feel, 

But all that paaaion ou^ ! 

I atoop'd to cuU, with fiiltaring hand, 
A ahell that on the golden aand 

Before us faintly gleam'd; 
I rab'd it to your lipa of dew, 
You kis8*d the shell, I kiasM it too— 

Good heaTen, how sweet it aeem'd ! 

0^ trust me, 'twas a ]rface, an hoar, 
llie wont that e*ef temptation'^ pow«r 

Could tangle me or yoo in ! 
Sweet Nba ! let ns roam no nors 
Along that wild and lonely shore ■ 

Sadi walks will be our rain ! 



You read it in my langoid eyea, 
And thew alone should love be read; 

You hear me say it all in sighs. 
And thus idone should love be 



Then dread no more ; I will not qpeak; 

Aithoogh my heart to anguiah thrill, 
m spare the burning of your cheek. 

And look it aU in silence atill \ 

Heard yon the wish I dar*d to name. 
To murmur on that luckless night. 

When pasaion broke the bonda of shane. 
And love grew madness in yoor sight ? 

Divinely through the graceful dance. 
You seem*d to float in ailent soag. 



Bending to earth that beamy glaiiot» 
As if to light yovr slepa along ! • 

Oh! how could othen dare to tooefa 
That hallow'd form with band so fiee^ 

When but to look waa bliss too much. 
Too rare for all bat heaTen and me ! 

With analiBg eyea, that little thoa|^ 
How fatal were the beams they threw. 

My trembling hands you lightly caught, 
And round me, like a spirit, flew. 

Heedless of all, I wildly twn'd. 
My soul foigot — nor, oh ! condemn, 

Tliat when such eyes before me bom'd 
My soul foigot all eyea but them ! 

I dar'd to speak in sobs of bliss. 
Rapture of oTory tho'ught bereft me, 

I would haTe clasp'd you— oh, OTcn this !-^- 
But, with a bound, you blushing left me. 

Forget, forget that night's ofl^noe. 

Forgive it, if, alas ! you can ; 
"Twaa love, 'twas passion — sool and senae— 

'Twaa all the beat and worst of man ! 

TTiat moment, did the mingled eyes 
Of hesTcn and eardi my madness view, 

I should have seen, through earth and akiea. 
But you alone, but only you ! 

Did not a frown from you reprove. 
Myriads of eyes to me were none; 

I should haTe--oh, my only love ! 
My life ! what ahoald I imI have 



A DREAM OF ANnQUTTY 

I JUST had tum'd the classic page, 

And trac'd that happy period over. 
When lore could warm the proudest sage. 

And wisdom grace the tenderest lover ! 
Before I laid me down to sleep. 

Upon the bank awhile I stood. 
And saw the vestal planet weep 

Her tears of light on Ariel's flood. 

My heart was fhll of Fancy's dream. 
And, as I watch'd the playfhl stream, • 
Entangling in its net of siniles 
So fiiir a group of elfin lales, 
I feh as if the scenery there 

Were lifted by a Grecian aky— 
As if I braath'd the blisaf\U air 

That yet was warm with Sappho's sigh ! 

And now die downy hand of rest 
Her signet on my eyes imprest. 
And still the bright and balmy spell. 
Like stardew, o'er my fancy fell ! 
I thought that, all enrapt, I stny'd 
Tliroagh that serene luxuriooa ahada^' 






1 Oaawodi think| that tbogardena, which PauMniasi 
tiom, in hb dnl Bookf were those or Bpieonit ; and Stoart 
■aya, io hb Antiqaitie* of Athens, ** Near thia eoaveot (the 
eonvent of Ba|4os Anomatos) ia the place called at ptessot 
Kepot, or the Gardena ; md Ampaba Kepoa, or the Tloe> 
yard Oarden; theae were nrobebnr the garaeaa which Fao- 
saabw visitad." Chap. ii. Vol. t 
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Where Epicurui taught the LoTet 

To poltth Tinae*8 native brightnen, 
Jittt as the beak of playftil doves 

Can give to pearls a smoother whiteness !* 

*Twa8 oiie of those delicioas nights 

So common in the climes of Greece, 
When day withdraws but half its lights, 

And all is moonshine, balm, and peace ! 
And thou wert there, my own belov*d ! 
And dearly by thy side I rovM 
Through many a templets reverend gloom. 
And many a bower's seductive bloom. 
Where beauty blush'd and wisdom taught. 
Where lovers sigh*d and sages thought. 
Where hearts might feel or heads discern, 

And all was form'd to sooth or move. 
To make the dullest love to learn, 

To make the coldest learn to love ! 

And now the fairy pathway seem'd 

To lead us through enchanted ground. 
Where all that bard has ever dreamed 

Of love or luxury bloom'd around ! 
Oh ! *t#as a bright bewildering scene — 
Along the alley's deepening greeq, 
Soft latiips, that hung like burning flowers. 
And scented and illum'd the bowers, 
Seem'd, as to him, who darkling roves 
Amid the lone Hercynian groves, 
Appear the countless birds of light, 
That sparkle in the leaves at night. 
And from their wings diffuse a ray 
Along the traveller's weary way !' 
*Twas Ught of that mjrsterious kind. 

Through which the soul is doom'd to roam, 
When it has left this world behind. 

And gone to seek its heavenly h<»ne ! 
And, Nea, thou didst look and move. 

Like any blooming soul of bliss. 
That wanders to its home above 

Through mild and shadowy light Uke this ! 

But now, methought, we stole along 

Through halb of more voluptuous glory 
Than ever liv'd in Teian song. 

Or wantonM in Milesian story !' 
And nymphs were there, whose very eyee 
8eem'd almost to exhale in sighs ; 
Whope every little ringlet thrill'd. 
As if with soul and passion fill'd ! 
Some flew, witj^ amber cups, around. 

Shedding the flowery wines of Crete,* 
And, as they pass'd with youthful bound. 

The onyx shone beneath their feet !* 

- — - ■ 

1 This method ofpoltahinj^ pearls, b^ leaving tbem awhile 
to be played with by doves, i* mentioned by tbs faoctfal 
Cardanus, de ReruTi Variftat. Lib. vii. cap. 34. 

S In Hercynio Germanis saliu iousitata cenera sUtum 
•ceepimus, quaruro plums*, ifnium modo, coUttesant docU- 
bus. Plin. Lib. z. cap. 47. 

3 The Milesiacs, or MiU'sian Fables, had their orifin in 
Milatus, a luxurious town of Ionia. Aristides was the naost 
celebrated author of tiiette licentious fictions. Bee Plutarek 
(in Crasso) who calls them »«oxsrr« /i1iCa.i«. 

4 Some of the Cretan wines, which Athenmu calls e«vos 
•«5ea->i<s(, from their frafrancjr rcsemblinf that of the 
finest flowen. Barry on IVine$, chap. vii. 

5 It appftar*i that in very splendid nansioos the floor or 
pavement was freauenily of onyx. Thtu Martial : " Calea- 
lus>|UA ton sab pads lucst onyx." Epig. 50. Lib. zat. 



While others, waving arms of snow 

Entwin'd by snakes of bomish*d gold,* 
And showing limbs, as loth to show. 

Through many a thin Tarentian fold,* 
Glided along the festal ring 
With vases, all respiring spring. 
Where roses lay, in langour breathing. 
And the young bee-grape,' roimd them wreathing. 
Hung on their blushes warm and meek, 
like curls upon a rosy cheek ! 
Oh, NxA ! why did morning break 

The speU that so divinely bound me? 
Why did I wake ! how cotdd I wake 

With thee my own and heaven around me 7 



WxLL — peace to thy heart, though another's it be. 
And health to thy cheek, though it bloom not for me ! 
To-morrow, I aail for those cinnamon groves. 
Where nightly the ghost of the Carribee roves. 
And, far from thine eye, oh ! perhaps, I may yet 
Its seduction forgive and its splendour forget ! 
Farewell to Bermuda,^ and long may the bloom 
Of the lemon and myrtle its vallies perfume ; 
May spring to eternity hallow the shade. 
Where Ariel has warbled and Waller^ has strayed ! 
And thou — when, at dawn, thou shalt happen to roam 
Through the lime-cover'd alley that leads to thy home. 
Where oft, when the dance and the revel were done. 
And the stars were beginning to lade in the sun, 
I have led thee along, and have told by the way 
What my heart all the night had been burning to say — 
Oh ! think of the past— give a sigh to those times. 
And a blessing for me to that alley of limes ! 



If I were yonder wave, my dear, 
And thou the isle it chisps aroimd, 

1 would not let a foot come near 
My land of bliss, my fairy ground ! 



1 Bracelets of this shape were a favourite omamsnt among 
the women of antiquitv. Oi twtKmfwtei o^i«f x«i «i xfvTut 

Philoetrat. Epiat x1. Lucian too tells of the Cf«xiei«-i {f«- 
KOvTif. See bis Amorts, where be describes the dresainf- 
room of a Grecian lady, and we find the " silver vase,*' this 
rouse, the tooth-powder, and all the " mystic order" of a 
modern toilet. 

rnf Tmfmtrtvmv Xpitvi*; «•« rpw^qt. — PoUux. 

3 Apiana, nMntiooed by Plin^, Lib. ziv. and " now called 
the Muscatell (a muscarum tehsh") says FaneiroUus, B«n>Ii 
i. Sect. 1. Chap. 17. 

4 The inhabitants prononnce the same as if it were writ- 
ten Bermooda. See the commentators on the words " atiU- 
vez'd Benaoothes,** in the Tempest. I wonder it did not 
occur to some of those all-reading gentlemen that, possibly, 
the discoverer of this " island of hogs and devils ' mif ht 
have been no less a personage than the great John Bermu- 
des, who, about the same period, (the b<^nnir)g of the six- 
teenth century,) was sent Patriarcli of the Latin Church to 
Ethiopia, and has left us most wonderful atoriee of the 
Amasons and the Grifllns, which he encountered. Travels 
of lAs Jeouito^ Vol. L I am afraid, however, it would 
take the Patriarch rather too much out of his way. 

5 Johnson does not think that Waller was ever at Bermu- 
da; but the "Account of the European BeiUomentii in 
America,** affirms it confidently. (Vol. II.) I mentioo this 
work, howsvsr, less for its authority, than for the oleasure I 
feel in Quoting an unacknowledged produetioa or tbs grsa 
Ednmna Bnus. 
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MOORE'S WOILK8. 



If I were yonder couch of fold. 
And thoo the pearl within it plic'd, 

I would not let an eye behold 
Tlie ncred gem my armi enibrac*d ! 

If I were yonder orange-tree, 

And thou the Uonom bioonnng tkere, 
I would not yield a breath of thee, 

To icent the laoet imploring air ! 

Oh ! bend not o*er the water's brink, 
Gvre not the wave that rosy sigh. 

Nor let its burning mirror drink 
The soft reflection of Chine eye. 

That glossy hair, that glowing cheek. 
Upon the billows pour their beam 

So warmly, that my soul could seek 
Its Nea in the painted stream. 

The painted stream my chilly grare 
And nuptial bed at once may be, 

ni wed thee in that mimic wave. 
And die upon the shade of thee ! 

Behold the leafy mangrove, bending 
O'er the waters blue and bright. 

Like Nea*8 silky lashes, lending 
Shadow to her eyes of light * 

Oh, my beloved ! where'er I turn, 
Some trace of thee enchants mine eyes. 

In every star thy glances bum, 
Hy blush on every flowret lies. 

But then thy breath ! — not all the fire. 
That lights the lone Semenda's' death 

InesAtem climes could e*er respire 
An odour like thy dulcet breath ! 

I pray thee, on those lips of thine 

To wear this rosy leaf for me. 
And breathe of something not divine. 

Since nothing human breathes of thee t 

All other charms of thine I meet 

In nature, but thy sigh alone ; 
Hen take, oh ! take, though not so tweet, 

The breath of roses for thine own ! 

So, while I walk the flowery grove. 
The bud that gives, through morning dew, 

The lustre of the lips I love. 
Hay seem to pve their perfUme too ! 



ON SEEING AN INFANT IN NEA'S ARMS. 

Turn first ambrosial child of bliss. 

That Psyche to her bosom prest. 
Was not a brighter babe than this. 

Nor blush'd upon a lovelier breast ! 
His little snow-white fingers, straying 

Along her lips' luxuriant flower, 
Look*d like a flight of ringdoves playing. 

Silvery through a roseate bower ! 
And when, to shade the playful boy. 

Her dark hair fell, in mazes bright. 



Oh ! 'twas a type of stolen joy, 
'Twaa love beneath the veil of night ! 

Soft as she smil'd, he smil'd again; 
They seem'd so kindred in their chama, 

Tliat one might think, the babe had then 
Just budded in her blooming anna i 



THE SNOW SPIRIT. 

Ta potM insalitai, Cynthia, ferrs nivss 1 

Pr0f0rt Lib.i.Elsf.& 

No, ne'er did the wave in its element ateep 

An island of lovelier charms ; 
It blooms in the giant embrace of the deep, 

Like Hebe in Hercules' arms ! 
The tint of your bowers is balm to the eye. 

Their melody balm to the ear ; 
But the fiery planet of day is too nigh. 

And the Snow-Spirit never comes here ! 

The down from his wing is as white as the peari 

Thy lips for their cabinet stole. 
And it falls on the green earth as melting, my giil« 

As a murmur of thine on the soul ! 
Oh, fly to the clime, where he pillows the death. 

As he cradles the Hrth of the year ; 
Bright are your bowers and balmy their breath. 

But the Snow-Spirit cannot come here ! 

How sweet to behold him, when borne on the gala^ 

And brightening the bosom of mom. 
He flings, like the priest of Diana, a veil 

O'er the brow of each virginal thom ! 
Yet think not, the veil he so chillingly caaH, 

Is a veil of a vestal severe ; 
No, no, — thon wilt see, what a moment it lasts, 

Should the Snow-Spirit ever come here ! 

But fly to his region— lay open thy zone, 

And he'U weep aH his brilliancy dim. 
To think that a bosom, as white as his own. 

Should not meh in the day-beam like him ! 
Oh ! lovely the print of those ddicate feet 

O'er his luminous path will appear^— 
Ylj ! my beloved ! this island is sweet. 

But the Snow-Spirit cannot come here ! 



1 Referant UmM qoidaai in intetiore India avsm 
nomine SenModani. ste. Cardan. 10 ds Sobtilitat. Cmmm, 
PcaliMr wrnm to think Bwnsnda bat aaolhsr nasM for lbs 
Ph«pnui. EuereitmL 833. 



Evra«5« ^1 x«5w^/KirT«« ^/kiv. *»t §, rt /Kir •v/tm r« 

PkiUstrat. Icon. 17. Lib. fi. 

I STOLE along the flowery bank. 
While many a bending sea-grape* drank 
The sprinkle of the feathery oar 
That wing'd me round this fiiiry shore ! 
'Twas noon ; and every orange bud 
Hung languid o'er the crystal flood. 
Faint as tlie lids of maiden eyes 
Beneath a lover's burning sighs ! 
Oh fbr a naiad's sparry bower. 
To shade me in that glowing hour ! 

A little dove, of milky hue, 
Before me from a plantain flew. 



1 The Ma-itde or maofrove grape, a nattvs of lbs Wssf 
,Indiee> 
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And, light, along the witer*t brim, , 
I iteered mj gentle baric bj him ; 
For Fane J told me, Love had sent 
This snowy bird of blandishment, 
To lead me where mj sool should 
I knew not what, but something sweet . 

Blest be the little pilot doTe ! 
He had indeed been sent by LoTe« 
To guide me to a scene so dear. 
As Fate allows but seldom here i 
One of those rare and Inilliant hbursi 
Which, like the aloe's' lingering Oowen, 
May blossom to the eye of man 
6ut once in all his weary span ! 

Just whore the margin*s opening shade 

A vista A'om the waters made, 

My bird repos'd his silver plume 

Upon a rich banana's bloom. 

Oh, vision bright ! oh, spirit fair ( 

What spell, what magic rais'd her thctte t 

^Twas Nea ! slumbering calm and mild. 

And bloonly as the dimpled child 

Whose spirit in elysium keeps 

Its playful sabbath, while he sleeps ! 

The broad banana's green embrace 
Hung shadowy round each tranquil grace ; 
One little beam alone could win 
The leaves to let it wander in. 
And, stealing over all her charms, 
t'rom lip to cheek, from neck to anns^ 
It glanc'd around a fiery kiss. 
All trembling, as it went, with bliss! 

Her eyelid's black and silken fringe 
Lay on her cheek, of vermil tinge. 
Like the first ebon cloud, that closes 
Bark on evening's heaven of roses ! 
Her glances, though in slumber hid, 
8eem'd glowing through their ivoiy lid. 
And o'er her lip's reflecting dew 
A soft and liquid lustre threw. 
Such as, declining dim and faint. 
The lamp of some beloved saint 
Doth shed upon a flowery wreath, 
Which pious hands have hung beneath. 
Was ever witchery half so sweet ! 
Think, think how all my pulses beat^ 
As o*er the rustling bank I stole — 
Oh ! you, that know the lover's sonl, 
it is for you to dream the bliss. 
The tremblings of an hour like this ! 



Oil THE LOSS OF A LETTER INTENDED 

FOR NEA. 

Oh ! it ^nha fill'd with words of flame, 

With all the wishes wild and dear. 
Which love may write, but dares not name. 

Which woman reads, but must not hear ! 

1 Tho Agave. I know that this is an erroneouB idea, hot 
h ■ quite true enough for poetry. Plato. I think, allows a 
fosC to- bs "thrss rsoiovss from track;** rftrmr»f ««• 



Of many a nightly dream it told. 
When all that chills the heart by day. 

The worldly doubt, the caution cold. 
In Fancy's fire dissolve away ! 

When soul and soul divinely meet^ 
Free from the senses' guilty shame. 

And mingle in^a sigh so sweet. 
As virtue's self would blush to blame ! 

How could he lose such tender words ? 

Words ! that of themselves shook! ttpting 
To Nea's ear, like panting birds. 

With heart and soul upon their wing^ 

Oh ! fancy what they dar'd to speak; * 
Think all a virgin's shame can dreads 

Nor pause imtil thy conscious cheek 
Shall bum With thinking all they said ! 

And I shall feigii, shall fancy, to6, 
Some dear reply thou migfat'st have given 

Shall make that lip distil its dew 
In promise bland and hopes of heaven ! 

Shall think it tells of ftiture daya, 
When the averted cheek will tuni« 

When eye with eye shall mingle rays^ 
And lip to lip shall closely bum !•— 

Ah ! if this flattery is not thine» 
If colder hope thy answer brings, 

ni wish thy words were lost like mine, 
Since I can dream such dearer things t 



I POUND her not~the chamber seem'd 
Like some divinely haunted place. 

Where fkiry forms had lately beam'd 
And left behind their odorous trace ! 

It felt, as if her lips had shed 
A ai^ around her, ere she fled. 
Which bung, as on a melting lute. 
When all the silver chords are mute/ 
There lingers still a trembling breath 
After the note's luxurious death, 
A shade of song, a spirit air 
Of melodies which had been there ! 

I saw the web, which all the day. 
Had floated o'er her cheek of rose ; 

I saw the couch, where late she lay 
In languor of divine repose ! 

And I could trace the hallow'd print 
Her limbs had left, as pure and waim' 

As if 'twere done in rapture's mint. 
And love himself had stamp'd the fontf f 

Oh, Nea! Nka ! where weit then? 

In pity fly not thus from me ; 
Thou art my life, my essence now. 

And my soul dies of wantiBg thee ! 



A KISS A L*ANTiaUI^ 

Behold, my love, the curious gem 
Within this simple ring of gold ; 

*Tis hallow'd by the touch of them' 
Who liv*d iv elasne iMon of oUk 
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8ome fiur Athenian girl, perhaps. 
Upon her hand thii gem diaplay'd. 

Nor thought that time's eternal lapse 
Should see it grace a lovelier maid ! 

Look, darling, what a sweet design ! 

The more wc ga^ei it charms the more 
Come,— closer bring that cheek to mine. 

And trace with me its beauties 0*er. 

Thou see*st, it is a simple youth 
By some enamour'd nymph embnc*d— 

Look, Nea, love ! and say, in sooth. 
Is not her hand most dearly placed I 

Upon his curled head behind 
It seems in careless play to lie,' 

Yet presses gently, half inclin'd 
To Ining his lip of nectar nigh * 

Oh happy maid ! too happy boy ! 

The one so fond and faintly loath^ 
The other yielding slow to joy — 

Oh, lare indeed, but blissful both t 

Imagine, love, that I a^ he. 
And just as warm as he is chilling v 

Imagine, too, that thou ait she. 
But quite as eold as she is willing : 

So may we try the graceful way 
In which their gentle arms are twin'd,. 

And thus, like her, my hand I lay 
Upon thy wreathed hair behind : 

And thus I feel thee breathing sweety 
Aa slow to mine thy head I move ; 

And thus our hps together meet, 
And~thus I kiss thee— oh, my love t 



X«3*v«rw nxuriVf en mmKKvpivov iv^psnvii. 

^ri»t0U RkeUr. Lib. iii. Cap. 4. 

TmcEV *s not a look, a word of thine 

My soul hath e'er forgot ; 
Tliou ne'er hast bid a ringlet shine, 
Nor giT'n thy locks one graceful twine, 

Which I reniember not ! 

There never yet a murmur feU 

From that beguiling tongue. 
Which did not, with a lingering speU, 
Upon my charmed senses dwell. 

Like something heaven had sung ! 

Ah! that I could, at once, forget 

All, all that haunts me so — 
And yet, thou witching girl !— and yet, 
To die were sweeter, than to let 

The loT*d rememfafance go ! 

No ; if this slighted heart must see 

Its faithful pulse decay. 
Oh ! let it die, lemembering thee. 
And, like the burnt aroma, be 

Consum'd in sweets away ! 

1 Somawhat lik« ths tymplc^a of Capid and Fqrohs 
at Florence, in frhicb the position of PBycbe*^ hand fi 
finely exprenive of allbetion. See the Moeeum Floranti- 
Dum, Tom. ii. Tab. 43, 44. I know of rery few rabjeeti in 
which poetry eoald he nors inlsisstingly empleysd^ fliaii in 
iUosiratlnf Mine of the aacisoi statuss and giUM. 



EPISTLE V. 
TO JOSEPH ATKINSON, ESa 

FEOM BKKMUDA.' 

Mareli. 

** The daylight is gone— but, before we depart. 
One cup shall go round to the friend of my hoKitf 
To the kindest, the dearest — oh ! judge by the tear. 
That I shed while I name him, how kind and how 
dear!'* 



i»i 



Twas thus, by the shade of a calahash-tiee, 
With a few who could feel and remember like me, 
The charm, that to sweeten my goblet I threw. 
Was a tear to the past and a blessing on you ! 

Oh ! say, do you thus, in the luminous hour 
Of wine and of wit, when the heart is in flower, 
And shoots from the hp, under Bacchus*s dew. 
In blossoms of thought ever springing and new ! 
Do you sometimes remember, and hallow the brim 
Of your cup with a sigh, as you crown it to him. 
Who is lonely and sad in these vallies so fair. 
And would pine in elysium, if fViends were not there! 

1 PinkertoD has said that " a good history and description 
of the Bermudas niieht afford a pleasing addition to the 
geographical library;" but there certainly are not materials 
For luch a work. The island, sinoe the tune of its dieco- 
Terjr, has experienced so vetj few viciasitodBS, the people 
have been so indolent, and their trade so limited^ that there 
is but little which the historian could amplify into ioapoi- 
tance ; and, with respect to the natural productions of the 
country, the few which the inhabitants can bs induced to 
cultivate are so common in the West Indies, that they hava 
been described by every naturalist, who has written any 
account of those islands. 

It is often asserted by the trans-atlantie pditldans, that 
this little colony deserves mors attention from the mother- 
country than it receives ; and it certainly possesses advan- 
tages of situation, to which we shoold not be long ioseonble, 
if It were once in the hands of an enemy. I was told by a 
celebrated friend of Washington, at New- York, that they 
had formed a plan for its capture, towards the conclusion of 
the American War; "with the intention (as be expressed 
himself,) of making It a nest of hornets for ths annoyanes 
of British trade in that part of the workL" And there is 
no doubt, it lies so feirly in the track to the West Indies, 
that an enemy might with eass convert it into a very haras- 
sina impediment. 

The plan of Bishop Berkeley for a eoUsgs at Bermnda, 
where American savages might be converted and ednoated, 
though ooQCorred in bv the government of the day, was a 
wild and useless speeolation. Mr. Hamflton, who was n- 
vemor of the island some years since, p r op ose d , if I mistake 
not, the establishment of a marine academv for the instmo* 
tioo of those children of West Indians, who might be in- 
tended for sny nautical employment Thb was a mws 
rational idea, and for something of tUs nature the island is 
admirably calculated. But the plan should be much mwa 
extensive, and embrace a general system of education, 
which would entirely remove the alternative, in which the 
colonists are involved at present, of either sending their sons 
to England for instruction, or entrusting them to coUeges in 
ths 9Ukte9 of America, where ideas by no means favoor- 
able to Great Britain, are very sedubusly inculcated. 

The women of Bermuda, thou^ not generally handsome, 
have an affectionate languor m their look and manasr, 
which is alwajrs interesting. What the French imply by 
their epithet aiwumU seems very much the character or tbs 
young uerrauflian girls— that predisposition to loving, whaeh, 
without being awakened by any particular object, diffosss 
itself thvoufh the general manner in a tone of tenderness 
that never rails to fascinate. The men of the Island, I coo 
feas, are not very civilized ; and the old philosopher, who 
imagined that, after this life, men would be changea ints 
mules, and women into turtle-doves, would ifaid tM meta 
morphosit in some degree snticipatsd at Bermuda. 
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Luft night, wli» we came from the calabaih-txee. 
When my limbs were at rett and my apirit waa ftee, 
The glow of the grape and the dreama of the day, 
Put the magical springs of my fancy in play ; 
And oh ! — such a rision as haunted me then 
I could alnmber for ages to witness again ! 
The many I like, and the fcw I adore, 
The fHends, who were dear and beloved before. 
But never till now so beloved and dear, 
At the call of my fancy surrounded me here ! 
Soon, soon did the flattering spell of their smile 
To a paradise brighten the blest little isle ; 
Serener the wave, as they look*d on it, fiow*d. 
And warmer the rose, as they gather*d it, g^owM ! 
Not the Tallies Hercan (though watered by riUs 
Of the pearliest flow, flrom those pastoral hills,' 
Where the aong of the ahepheid, primcral and wild. 
Was tan^t to the nympha by their mystical ehild,) 
Conld display such a bloom of delight, as was given 
By the magic of love to thia miniature heaven ! 

Oh, magic of love ! unembellish'd by you, 
Has the garden a blush or the heiixige a hue 7 
Or blooms there a prospect in nature or art, 
like the vista that ahines through the eye to the heart? 

Alas ! that a vision so happy should &de ! 
That, when morning around me in brilliancy played. 
The rose and the stream I had thought of at night 
Should still be before me, unfadii^ly bright ; 
While the friends, who had seem*d to hang over the 
stream. 

And to gather the rosea, had fled with my dream ! 

But see, through the harbour, in floating array. 
Hie bark that must carry these pages away,* 
Impatiently flutters her wings to the wind. 
And will soon leave the bowers of Ariel behind ! 
What billows, virfaat gales is she ftled to prove. 
Ere she sleep in the lee of the land that I love ! 
Yet pleasant the swell of those billows would be. 
And the sound of those gales would be music to me ! 
Not the tranquillest air that the winds ever blew. 
Not the silvery lapse of the summer-eve dew. 
Were as sweet as the breexe, or as brig^it as the foam 
Of the wave, that would carry your wanderer home ! 



LOVE AND REASON. 

« Quand rbornms oommmice d raisoon«r, il cesso de rantir.** 

J, ./. RQUtseau.* 

*TwAS in the summer-time so sweet. 
When hearts and flowers are both in season. 

That — who, of all the world, s^iould meet. 
One early dawn, but Love and Reason ! 

Love told his dream of yester-night. 
While Reason talk*d about the weather ; 

The mom, in sooth, was fair and bright. 
And on they took their way together. 



1 MoailtailM of Sicily, apon which Daphois, the first in- 
/entor of bucolic poeUv, waa ouraed bj ths nympha.— -8«e 
nt lively deecripUon of theee inpuntaios in Diodorus Sicu- 
els, Lib iv. Hf ■<• ymf Of i| »iit« t^v Sixixiar imv, • 
fTt s«XXi< s. T. X. 



S A ifaip. ready to sail for Rn^and. 
3 Qnotso Bomswhere io St PMrrs's 
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The boy in many a gaolbol flew. 
While Reason, like a Juno staled. 

And from her portly figure threw 
A lengthen*d ahadow, as ahe walk'd. 

No wonder Love, as on they passed. 
Should find that sunny morning chill. 

For still the shadow Reaaon cast 
Fell on the boy, and cool'd him stiO. 

In vain he tried his wings to warm. 

Or find a pathway not ao dim. 
For atill the maid's gigantic fonn 

Would paaa between the sun and him ! 

** Thia must not be," said little Love— 
** The aun was made for more than you." 

So, turning through a myrtle grove, 
He bid the portly nymph adieu ! 

Now gaily roves the laughing boy 
O'er many a mead, by many a stream ; 

In every breexe inhaling joy. 
And drinking bliss in every beam. 

From all the gardens, all the bowers. 
He cull'd the many aweeta they ahaded, 

And ate the fruita, and smelt the flowers. 
Till taate was gone and odour faded ! 

But now the sun, in pomp of noon, 
Look'd blazing o'er the parched {Jains ; 

Alas ! the boy grew languid soon. 
And fever thrill'd through all his veina ! 

• 

The dew forsook his baby brow. 
No more with vivid bloom he smfl'd — 

Oh ! where was tranquU Reason now. 
To cast her shadow o'er the child 7 

Beneath a green and aged pahn, 
Hia foot at length for ahelter turning. 

He aaw the nymph reclining calm. 
With brow as cool as his was burning ! 

** Gh ! take me to that bosom ccdd,'* 
In*mnnnurs at her feet he said ; 

And Resson op'd her garment's fold. 
And flung it round his fever'd head. 

He feh her bosom's icy touch. 
And soon it lull'd his pulse to rest ; 

For, ah ! the chill was quite too much. 
And Love ezpir'd on Reason's breast ! 



Nat, do not weep, my Fannt dear ! 

While in these aims you lie. 
The world hath not a wiah, a fear. 
That ought to claim one precious tear 

From that beloved eye ! 

The workl ! — ah, Fannt ! love muat ahnn 

The path where many rove ; 
One bosom to recline upon. 
One heart to be his only-one. 

Are quite enough for love ! 

What can we wiah, that is not here 
Between your arms and mine 7 
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b there, on etitfa, t ipeoe to dear, 
'Am that within the hleaaed sphere 
Two loTing aims entwine ! 

For me there 's not a lock of jet 

Along joor templee cur]*d, 
Within whoae gloa^j, tangled net, 
Mj soul doth not, at onpe, forget 
All, all the worthless world ! 

Tis in jour eyes, m j sweetest lo?e ! 

Mj only worlds I see ; 
Let but their orbs in sunshine move. 
And earth below and skies above 

Maj frown or smile for me ! 



ASPASIA. 

TwAi in the fair Asfasia'b bower. 
That Love and Learning many an hoar, 
U( 4>Jhance met, and Learning smil'd, 
With rapture on the pla3rful child, 
Who wanton stole to find bis nest 
Within a (old of Learuiiig's vest ! 

There, as the listening statesman hang 
In transport on Aspasia's tongue. 
The destinies of Athens took 
Their colour from Aspasia's look. 
Oh happy time ! when laws of state. 
When all that mrd the country's fate, 
Its glory^ Quict, or alamm. 
Was plann d between two snowy arms ! 

Sweet times ! yon could not always last-r- 
And yet, oh I yet, you are not past ; 
Though we have lost the sacred mould. 
In which their men were cast of old. 
Woman, dear woman, still the same^ 
While Ups are balm, and looks are flame, 
While man possesses heart or eyes. 
Woman's bdght empire never dies ! 

Faniht, my love, they ne*er shall say. 
That beauty's charm h^th pass'd away ; 
No— give the universe a soul 
Attun'd to woman's nod control, 
And Fanny hath the charm, the skill, 
To wield a universe at will ! 



THE GRECIAN GIRL'S DREAM OF THE 
BLESSED ISLANDS.' 

TO HKft LOVKE. 

*X* Ti xjiXes 

Aire\x<«i' Ktft IIx«T<vit. OrdcnU Metric. 
a Joan. Of top. CoiUctM. 

Wai it the moon, or was it morning's ray, 
That call'd thee, dearest, from these arms away 7 
I linger'd still, in all the murmuring rest. 
The languor of a soul too richly blest ! 

1 " It wu imaf in«d by aooM of Um aneimiti that there is 
an etben<«l ocean above ue, and that the eon and moon are 



I Upon my breath thy si^ yet faintly hoof ; 
Thy name yet died in whispen o'er my tongne ; 
I heard thy lyre, which thou hadst left behind. 
In amorous converM with the breathing wind ; 
Quick to my heart I press'd the shell divine. 
And, with a lip yet glowing warm from thine, 
I kiss'd its every chord, while every kiss 
Shed o'er the chord some dewy print of bliss. . 
Then soft tp thee I touch'd the fervid lyre. 
Which told such melodies, such notes of fire 
As none but chords, that drank the burning dews 
Of kisses dear as ours, could e'er diffuse! 
Oh love ! how blissful is the bland repose. 
That soothing follows upon rapture's close. 
Like a soft twihght, o'er the mind to shed 
Mild melting traces of the. transport fled ! 

While thus I lay, in this voluptuous calm, 
A droway languor steep'd my eyes in balao. 
Upon my lap the lyre in murmurs fell, 
While, faintly wandering o'er its silver shell. 
My fingers soon their own sweet requiem play'd. 
And slept in music which themselves had made ! 
Then, then, my Theon, what a heavenly dream ' 
I ssw two spirits, on the lunar beam. 
Two winged boys, descending from above, 
And gliding to my bower with looks of love, 
like the young genii, who repose their wings 
All day in Amatha's luxurious springs,' 
And rise at midnight, from the tepid rill 
To cool their plumes upon some moon-light hill ! 

Soft o'er my brow, which kindled with their sighs, 
Awhile they play'd ; then gliding through my eyes, 
(Where the bright babies, for a moment, htug. 
Like those thy lip hath kiss'd, thy lyre hath sung,) 
To that dim mansion of my breast they stole. 
Where, wreath'd in blisses lay my captive souL 
Swift at their touch dissolv'd the ties that clung 
So sweetly round her, and aloft she spnmg ! 
Exulting guides, the little genii flew 
Through paths of light, refresh'd with starry dew. 
And fann'd by airs of that ambrosial breath. 
On which the free soul banquets afler death ! 



Thou know^st, my love, beyond our clouded 
As bards have dream'd, the spirits' kingdom lies. 
Through that fair clime a sea of ether rolls* 
Genmi'd with bright islands, where the hallow'd soala^ 



two floating, luminous i^landa, in which the ipirils of the 
blessed reside. Accordingly we find that the word Umtrnvf 
wai lometinnes tynonyniuus with m^^ , and doath was not 
dnfrequenlly called 12 xiMfOie wifog, or *^lhe paaiage of the 



ocean. 



1 Eanapiua, in his life of Jamblicbus, tells us of two 
beautiful liiUe •pirits or loves, which Janiblicbus raiwd hy 
enchantment from the warm kprings at Gadiira; "diceos 
aslantibut (layi the author of the Dii Fatidici, p. 160) illos 
loci Geniotf :" which words however are not in ciuia- 



pius. 

I find from Cellarius, that Amatha, in the oeighbourhood 
of Oardara, wat also celebrated for itt warm springs, and I 
hare preferred it as a more (loetical name than Gadara. 
CellanuB quotes Hieronymus. " Eat et aha villa in vicinia 
Gadare iiomine Amntha, ubi calidie aqua) erumpunL*'— 
Geotfraph. Antiq. Lib. iii. cap. 13. 

S This belief of an ocean in the heavens, or " waters above 
the firmament," was one of the many physical errors in 
which the early fathers bewildered themselves. Le P. Baltua. 
in hia " Defense def saints fire* accuses de Platonisme.** 
taking it for gr anted that the ancients were mora oorrect in 
their notions, (which by no meana appears froa what I havs 
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Whom life hath wearied in ita race of houn 

Repoae for e^er in uii&ding bowera ! 

That rery orb, whose solitary light 

80 often guides thee to my arms at night. 

Is no chill planet, but an isle of love. 

Floating, in splendour, through those seas al^re ! 

Thither, 1 thought, we wing'd our airy way, 

Mild o'er its valleys stream'd a silveiy day. 

While, all around, on lily beds of rest, 

RedinM the spirits of the immortal Blest !* 

Oh ! there I met those few congenial maids. 

Whom love hath wafmM,an philosophic shadea ; 

There still Leontiura' on her sage*s brnast. 

Found lore and love, was tutor'd and careas'd ; 

And there the twine of Pythiaa** gentle arms 

Repaid the zeal which deified her charma ! 

The Attic Master,* in Aspasia's eyes 

Forgot the toil of less endearing ties ; 

While fair Theano,^ innocently fair, 

Flay'd with the ringlets of her Samian's hair.* 



ahead J quoted) adduces the obstioac^ of the fathers in this 
whimsical opinioo, as a proof of their repufnaoce to even 
tiuUi from the hands of the philosophers. This is a strange 
wajr of defending the fatJiers, and attributes much more than 
thsy deserve to the philosophers. For an abstract of this 
work of BaJtos, (the opposer of Fontsnelle. Van Dale, etc. 
in the famous oracle controversy) see " Bibliotheque des 
Aoteors Eccldsiast. du Id. si^cle,*^ 1 Part. Tom. ii. 

1 There were various optnioos among the ancients with 
respect to their lunar establishment ; some make it an elysi- 
um, aqd others a purgatory ; while some suppose it to be a 
kind of entrepot between heaven and earth, whew souls 
which bad lert their bodies, and those which were on their 
way to join them, were dejiosited in the valleys of Hecate, 
ami remained till further orders. To*( »ift rtKn¥ti» «ipi 
Kiyitp •wT«f KSTOiiCiiv, n,mt ssr* •wtiic xsr« X«^'*>' '•( 
mv wiftyitov yivtnv. Stob. lib. 1. Eclog. Phytic. 

S The pupil and mistress of Epicurus, who called her his 
"dear little Leontinm** (Aiovra^tov) as appears bj a frag- 
ment of one of his letters in Laertius. This Leootium was 
a woman of talent * " she had the impudence (says Cicero) 
to write against Theophrastus ;*' and, at the same time 
Cicero gives her a name which is neither polite uur traas- 
lateabie, " Meretricula etiam Leootium contra Theophraa- 
torn scribere ausa est." — De ^aiur. Deor. She left a 
daughter called Danae, who was just as rigid an Epicurean 
as her mother ; something like Wieland*s Danae in Agathon. 

It would sound much better, 1 think, if the name were 
Leootia, as it occum the first time in Lasrtius ; but M. Me- 
naae will not hear of this reading. 

3 Pythias was a woman whom Aristotle loved, aod to 
whom aflar her death he paid divine honours, solemnizing 
her memory by the same sacrifices which tlie Athenians 
offered to the goddess Ceres. For this impious callantry the 
philosopher was, of course, censured ; it would be well how- 
ever if some of our modern Stngiritct had a little of this 
raperstirioo about the memory of tiieir mistresses. 

4 sSocrates; who used to console himself in the society of 
Aspasia for those " lets endearing ties" which he found at 
home with Xantippe. For an account of this extraordinary 
creature, Aspasia, and her school of erudite luxury at 
Athens, see L'Histoire de I'.Acad^mie, ofe. Tom. xxxi. p. 
09. S^gur raiher faib on the subject of Aspasia. "Les 
Femmes." Tom i. p. 122, 

The author of the " Voyage du Monde He Tit?scartet" ha« 
also placed these philosophers m the moon, and has allotted 
8eif neuries to them, as well as to the antrononters ; (3 part, 
p. 143.) but he ought nut to have lof gotten lliair wives apd 
BBtstresses ; " cura not. ipsd in morte relinquMnt." 

5 There are some sensible lettem ei^tant under the name 
of this fair Pythagorean. Thev are addressed to her female 
friends U|ton the eiducation of children, the treatment of ser* 
rants, etc. Oiie, iq psrticular, to Nicostrata, whose bus- 
band nsd given her reasoqs for jealousy, contains such truly 
eoosiderate apa raUooal advice, that it ought to be trans- 
lated for the edification of all married ladies. See Gale's 
Qptucul. Myth. Phys. p. 741. 

fi Pythagoras was remarkable for fine hair, and Doctor 
Thiers (in his' Hisioire des Perroques) seems to take it for 
granted it was all his own, as be has not meatiooed htm 



Who, fiz*d by love, at length waa all her own, 
And paaa'd his spirit through her lips alone I 

Oh Samian sage ! whatever thy glowing thou^t 
Of mystic Numbers hath divinely wrought ; 
The One that *8 form'd of Two wh^ dearly lore, 
Is (he best number heaven can boast above ! 
But think, my Theon, how thia soul waa thrill'd, 
When near a foui^t, which o*er the vale diatill'd. 
My fkncy's eye beheld a form recline. 
Of lunar race, but so resembling thine, 
That, oh !— *twas but fidelity in me, 
To fiy, to clasp, and woraliip it for thee ! 
No aid of words the unbodied soul requires, 
To waft a wiah, or embassy desires ; 
But, by a throb to spirits only given. 
By a mute imptUse, only felt in heaven. 
Swifter than meteor ahaft through atunmer tkiaab 
From aoul to aoul the glanc'd idea fliea ! 

We met— like thee the youthful vision amil'd; 
But not like thee, when passionately wild. 
Thou wak'at the sltmibering blushes of my dieek. 
By looking things thyself would blush to speak ! 
No ! *twas the tender, intellectual smile, 
Flush'd with the past and yet serene the while. 
Of that delicious hour when, glowing yet, 
Thou yield'at to nature with a fond regret. 
And thy soul, waking from its wilder'd dream. 
Lights in thine eye a mellower, chaster beam ! , 

Oh my beloved ! how divinely sweet 
la the pure joy, when kindred spirits meet ! 
Th' Elean god,' whose feithful waters flow. 
With love their only light, through cavea below« 
Wafting in triimiph all the flowery braids. 
And festal rings, with which Olympic maids 
Have deck'd their billow, as an ofiexing meet 
To pour at Arethusa's crysul feet ! 
Think, when he mingles with his foantain>bride 
What perfect rapture thrills the blended tide ! 
Each melts in each, till one pervading kiss 
Coalbund their current in a sea of bliss ! 
'Twaathue— 

But, Theon, 'tis a weary theme. 
And thou delight'st not in my lingering dream. 
Oh ! that our Ups were, at this moment, near, 
And \ would kiss thee into patience, dear ! 
And make thee smile at all the magic tales 
Of star-light bowers and pUnetary vales. 
Which my fond soul, inspired by thee and leva, 
In alumber's loom hath exquisitely wove. 
But no ; no more«HM>on as to-morrow'a ny 
0*er soft Ilissus shall diasojve away, 
ril fly, my Theon, to thy burning breast. 
And there in murmura tell thee all the rest : 
llien if too weak, too cold the vision seems. 
Thy lip shall teach me something more than dreams ! 



among those ancients who were obliged to have recourse to 
the " coma apposititia.*' I/Hint. des Perruques, Chap I. 

1 The river Alpheus ; which flowed by Pisa or Olympia, 
aod into which it was customary to throw offeriop of dif- 
ferent kinds, during the celebration of the Olympic games. 
In the pretty romance of Clitophon and Leucippe, the rivai 
is Bopposed to carry these offerings as bridal gifts to the 
fottntain Arethusa* X«« ivi t^v Afi5«r«v srorsr Axe**Sf 
v«^f«(TSX«i*STai> Mv q rmw OKvftwtmv ttftn^u.r.K. I^ib ^ 
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THE SENSES. 

ADEEAM. 

» 

IiiBOWEa*D in the vernal shades, 

And circled all by rosj fences, 
I saw the five luzurious maids. 

Whom mortals love, and call The Senses. 

Manj and hUssful were the ways^ 
In which they seem'd to pass dieir hours— 

One wander'd through the garden's maxe» 
Inhaling all the soul of flowers ; 

Uke those, who live upon the smell 

Of roses, by the Ganges* stream,* 
With perfume from the flowret*s bell, 

She fed her life's ambrosial dream ! 

Another touch'd the sflvery lute. 

To chain a charmed sister's ear. 
Who hung beside her, still and mute. 

Gazing as if her eyes could hear ! 

The nymph who thriU'd the warbling wire, 

Would often raise her ruby lip. 
As if it pouted with desire 

Some cooling, nectar'd draught to sip. 

Nor yet was she, who heard the lute. 

Unmindful of the minstrel maid. 
But press'd the sweetest, richest fruit 

Tb bathe her ripe lip as she play'd ! 

But, oh ! the fairest of the group 

Wss one, who in the sunshine lay, 
And op'd the cincture's golden loop 

Tliat hid her bosom's panting play ! 

And stin her gentle hand she stole 
Along the snows, so smoothly orb'd, 

And look' the while, as if her soul 
Were in that heavenly touch absorb'd ! 

Another nymph, who linger'd nigh, 

And held a prism of various light. 
Now put the rainbow wonder by, 

To look upon this lovelier sight. 

And still as one's enamour'd touch 

Adown the lapsii^ ivory fell, 
Tbe other** eye, entranc'd as much. 

Hung giddy o'er its radiant swell ! 

Too wildly charm'd, I would haye fled — 

But she, who in the sunshine lay, 
Replac'd her golden loop, and said, 

** We pray thee for a moment stay. 

** If true my counting pulses beat. 

It must be now almost the hour. 
When Love, Mdth visitation sweet. 

Descends upon our bloomy bower. 

** And with him from the sky he brings 
Our sister-nymph who dwells above— 

Oh ! never may she haunt these springs, 
With any other god but Love ! 

1 Circa fontem Gaofu Attomorum gentam halita 

untum viventttm el oflore qaem omnboB trthant. Plin. 
Uh vii. cap 2 



'^ When he illumes her magic urn. 
And sheds bis own enchan|ments in it, 

Though but a minute's space it bum, 
'Tis heaven to breathe it but a minute ! 

** Not all the purest power we boast. 
Not silken touch, nor vernal dye. 

Nor music, when it thriUs the most. 
Nor balmy cup, nor perfume's sigh, 

** Such transport to the soul can give. 
Though felt till time itself shall wither. 

As in that qpe dear moment live. 
When Love conducts our sister hither !" 

She oeas'd— <che air respir'd of bliss— 
A languor slept in every eye ; 

And now the scent of Cupid's kiss 
Dedar'd the melting power was nigh! 

I saw them come — the nymph and boy, 
In twisted wreaths of rapture bound ; 

I saw her light the urn of Joy, 
While all her sisters languish'd round ! 

A sigh from every bosom broke— 
I felt the flames around ine glide. 

Till with the glow I trembling woke. 
And found myself by Fanny's side ! 



THE STEERSMAN'S SONG. 

WaiTTKN ABOARD THX BOSTON FEIOATK 28tb ktMlh 

When fteshly blows the northern gale. 

And under coursers snug we fly ; 
When lighter breezes swell the sail. 

And rojrals proudly sweep the sky ; 
'Longside the wheel, unwearied still 

I stand, and as my watchful eye 
Doth mark the needle's fiuthful thrill, 

I think of her I love, and ciy, 

Port, my boy ! pott. 

When calms delay, or breezes blow 

Right from the point we wish to steer ; 
When by the wind close-haul'd we go. 

And strive in vain the port to near ; 
I think 'tis thus the Fates defer 

My bliss with one that's fkr away, 
And while rememtmmce springs to her, 

I watch the sails and sighing say. 

Thus, my boy ! thoa 

But see ! the wind draws kindly aft. 

All hands are up the yards to square, 
And now the floating stu'n-sails waft 

Our stately ship through leaves and air. 
Oh ! then I think that yet for me 

Some breeze of Fortune thus may spring, 
S<Hne breeze to waft me, love, to thee ! 

And in that hope I smiling sing. 

Steady, boy! so. 



1 I left Bermuda in the Cotton, about the middle of April, 
io companjr wiih the Corobrian and Leander, aboard Uic 
latter of which was the Admiral, Sir Andrew Mitchell, who 
divides his year between Halifax and Bermuda, and is the 
very soul of lociety and ffood-feUowihio to both. We 
separated in a few days, and tl|e Boston after a short cruise 
procesded to New- York. 



EPISTLES, ODES, ETC. 
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TJOCLOE. 

IMITATKD FROM MAETIAL. 

I COULD raaign that eye of blue. 
However it burn, howe'er it thrill me ; 

And, though your lip be rich with dew. 
To lote it, Clob, scarce would kill me. 

That inowy neck I ne'er should miss. 
However warm Tve twin*d about it ! 

And though your bosom beat with bliss, 
I think my soul could live without it 

In dioit, Tve leam*d so well to fast. 
That, sooth my love, I know not whether 

I might not bring myself at last. 
To— do without you altt^ther ! 



TO THE FIRE-FLY.' 

This morning, when the eaith and sky 

Were burning with the blush of spring, 
I saw thee not, thou humble fly ! 
' Nor thought upon thy gleaming wing. 

But now the skies have lost their hue, 
And sunny lights no longer play, 

I see thee, and I bless thee too 
For sparkling o'er the dreary way. 

Oh ! let me hope that thus for me. 
When life and love shall lose their bloom. 

Some milder joys may come, like thee. 
To light, if not to warm, the gloom ! 



THE VASE. 

TmrnK was a vase of odour lay 

For many an hour on Beauty's shrine, 
So sweet that Love went every day 

To banquet on its breath divine. 

• 

And not an eye had ever seen 

The fragrant charm the vase concealed— 
Oh Love ! how happy 'twould have been. 

If thou hadst ne'er that charm reveal'd ! 

But Love, like every other boy. 

Would know the spell that lurks within ; 
He wish'd to break the crystal toy, 

But Beauty murmur'd ** 'twas a sin !" 

He swore, with many a tender plea, 
Tliat neither heaven or earth forbad it ; 

She told him. Virtue kept the keyi 
And look'd as if^-ehe wiah'd he had it ! 

He stole the key when Virtue slept, 
(E'en she can sleep, if Love but aak k !) 

And Beauty sigh'd, and Beauty wept. 
While silly Love unlock'd the casket 



1 The lively and varying iUaminatioDe, with which these 
fire-fliei lifht up tho woods at night, gives quite an idea of 
enchantment. " Puis cct moaches se d^reloppant da Tob- 
•carite de cei aibrea et a'approchant de nooa, nooe lea 
voyiona lur lea orangers vomum. qu'ila mettajent tout en 
feu, ooua rendant la vue de lean beaux fruiui dorfta que la 
omt avait ravie,*' etc. etc.— See VmtUvre dts JtmlOU*, 
4n. 3. Ckap. 4. Lh. 1. 

a 



Oh dulcet air that vanish'd then ! 

Can Beauty's sigh recall thee ever ! 
Can Love, himself, inhale again 

A breath so precious 7 never ! never ! 

Go, maiden, weep— -the tears of woe 
By Beauty to repentance given. 

Though bitterly on earth they flow. 
Shall turn to fragrant balm in heaven ! 



THE WREATH AND THE CHAIN. 

I BRING thee, Love, a golden Chain, 
I bring thee too a flowery Wreath ; 

The gold shall never wear a stain. 
The flow'rets long shall sweetly fareatbe 

Come, tell me which the tie shall be 

To bind thy gentle heart to 



The Chain is of a splendid thread, 

Stol'n from Miaerva's ypllow hair. 
Just when the setting sun had shed 

Tlie sober beam of evening there. 
The Wreath 's of brightest myrtle wove, 

With brilliant tears of bliss among it, 
And many a rose-leaf, cull'd by Love, 

To heal hii lip when bees have stung it ! 
Come, tell me which the tie shall be. 
To bind thy gentle heart to me. 

Yes, yes, I read that ready eye. 

Which answers when the tongue Is loath, 
Thou lik'st the form of either tie, 

And hold'st thy playful hands for both. 
Ah ! — if there were not something wrong. 

The world would see them blended oft; 
The Chain would make the Wreath so strong ! 

The Wreath would make the Chain ao aoft ! 
Then might the gold, the flow'rets be 
Sweet fetters for my love and me ! 

But, Fannv, so unblest they twine, 

That (heaven alone can tell the reason) 
When mingled thus they cease to shine. 

Or shine but for a transient season ! 
Whether the Chain m^ y press too much. 

Or that the Wreath is stightly braided. 
Let but the gold the flow'rets touch. 

And all theur f^ow, their tints, are fiided ! 
Sweet Fanny, what would Rapture do, 

When all her blooms had lost their' grace 7 
Might she not steal a rose or two, 

From other wreaths, to fill their place 7 — 
Oh! better to be always fiee. 
Than thus to bind my love to thee. 

Thk timid girl now hung her head. 

And, as she tum'd an upward glance, 
I saw a doubt its twilight spread 

Along her brow's divine expanse. 
Just then, the garland's dearest rose 

Gave one of its seducing si^is — 
Oh ! who can ask how Fanny choee. 

That ever lookM in Fanny's eyes ! 
** The Wreath, my life, the Wreath shall oe. 
The tie to bind my soul to thee !" 
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TO 



And hast thou mark*d the pensive shade, 
That many a time obscures my brow, 

Midst all the blisses, darling maid,' 
Which thou canst give, and only thoa 7 

Oh ! 'tis not that I then forget 

The endearing charms that round me twine- 
There never throbbed a bosom yet 

Could feel their witchery, like mine ! 

When bashful on my bosom hid, 
And blushing to have felt so blest. 

Thou dost but lifl thy languid lid. 
Again to close it on my breast ! 

Oh ! these are minutes all thine own. 
Thine own to give, and mine to feel; 

Yet e'en in them, my heart has known 
The sigh to rise, the tear to steal. 

For I have thought of former houri. 
When he who first thy soul ponesi'd. 

Like me awak'd its witching powers, 
like me was iov'd, like me was blest I 

Upon his name thy murmuring tongue 
Perhaps hath all as sweetly dweU ; 

For him that snowy lid hath hung 
In ecstasy, as purely felt ! 

For him — ^yet why the past recall 
To wither blooms of present bliss ! 

Thou'rt now my own, I clasp thee all. 
And Heaven can grant no more than this ! 

Forgive me, dearest, oh ! forgive ; 

I would be first, be sole to thee ; 
Thou should'st but have began to live. 

The hour that gave thy heart to me. 

Thy book of life tiU then effaced. 
Love should have kept that leaf alone. 

On which he first so dearly trac*d 
That thou wert, soul and all, my own ! 



EPISTLE VI. 
TO LORD VISCOUNT FORBES. 

FEOM THE CITT OP WASHINGTON. 

kAI MH eATMA£HI£ MHT" £1 MAKPOTEPAK TE- 
rPA«A THN £ni£TOAHN, MHA* EI TI nEPIETTO- 
TEPON H nPEZBTTIK£>TEPON EIPHKAMEN EATTH. 

f»0crat. Epist. 4. 

Lp former times had never left a trace. 
Of human frailty in their shadowy race. 
Nor o*er their pathway written, as they ran. 
One dark memorial of the crimes of man ; 
If every age, in new unconscious prime. 
Rose, like a phoenix, from the fires of time. 
To wing its way unguided and alone. 
The future smiling, and the past unknown — 
Then ardent man would to himself be new. 
Earth at his foot, and heaven within his view, 



Well might the novice hope— the sanguine Bcbenkt 
Of full perfection prompt histlaring dream. 
Ere cold experience, with her veteran lore. 
Could tell him, fools had dream'd as much before ! 
But tracing, as we do, through age and clime 
The plans of virtue 'midst the deeds of crime, 
The thinking follies, and the reasoning rage 
Of man, at once the idiot and the sage ; 
When still we see, through every varying frame, 
Of arts and polity, his course the same. 
And know that ancient fools but died to make 
A space on earth for modern fools to take ; 
'Tis Grange, how quickly we the past forget ; 
That wisdom's self should not be tutor'd yet. 
Nor tire of watching for the monstrous birth 
Of pure perfection 'midst the sons of earth ! 



Oh ! nothing but that soul which God has given. 
Could lead us thus to look on earth for heaven ; 
O'er dross without to shed the flame within. 
And dream of virtue while we gaze on sin ! 

Even here, beside the proud Potomac's stream, 

Might sages still pursue the flattering theme 

Of days to come, when man shall conquer late, 

Rise o'er the level of this mortal state. 

Belie the monuments of frailty past. 

And stamp perfection on this world at last ! 

** Here," might they say, ** shall power's divided reig 

Evince that patriots have not bled in vain. 

Here godlike liberty's herculean youth, 

Cradled in f>eacc, and nurtur'd up by truth 

To full maturity of nerve and mind. 

Shall crush the giants that bestride mankind !' 

Here shall itoligion's pure and balmy draught. 

In form, no more from cups of state be quaffed ; 

But flow for all, through nation, rank, and sect, « 

Free as that heaven its tranquil waves refleot. 

Around the columns of the public shrine 

Shall growing arts their gradual wreath entwine, 

Nor breathe corruption from their flowering braid, 

Nor mine that fabric which they bloom to shade. 

No longer here shall justice bound her view. 

Or wrong the many, while she rights the few ; 

But take her range through all the social frame, 

Pure and pervading as that vital flame. 

Which warms at once our best and meanest part, 

And thrills a hair while it expands a heart !" 

Oh golden dream ! what soul that loves to scan 
The brightness rather than the shades of man. 
That own the good, while smarting with the ill 
And loves the world with all its frailty still — 
What ardent bosom does not spring to meet 
The generous hope with all that heavenly heat, 
Which makes the soul unwilling to resign 
The thoughts of growing, even on earth, divine ! 
Yes, dearest Foebes, I see thee glow to think 
The chain of ages yet may boast a link 

1 Tbos Morae: — " Here the Bcicnces and the arts of ei« 
vilixed life are to receive their his best improvements ; here 
civil and religious liberty are to flouriah, unchecked by the 
cruel hand ofcivil or eccleaiaatical tyranny; here fenlus, aided 
by all the improvementa of former af ea, ta to he exerted in 
humanisinf mankind, in •xpandioc and enrichhif thai, 
minda witb rsUgio^ ^nd philosophical knowlsdfe,** slo 
step. 
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Of poiw teitnrs than the world hu known, 
And fit to bind ot to a Godhead's throne ! 

Bat, 18 it thot ? doth eren the glorious dresm 
Borrow from truth that dim uncertain gleam. 
Which bids us give such dear delusion scope, 
As kills not reason, while it nurses hope 7 
No, no, believe me, tis not so—e'en now. 
While yet upon Columbia's rising brow 
The showy smile of young presumption plays, 
Her bloom is poison'd and her heart decays ! 
Even now, in dawn of life, her sickly breath 
Bums with the taint of empires near their death. 
And, like the nymphs of her own withering clime. 
She's old in youth, she's blasted in her prime!' 

Already has the child of Gallia's school. 
The foul Philosophy that sins by rule, 
\^th all her train of reasoning, damning arts 
Begot by brilliant heads or worthless hearts, 
like things that quicken after Nilus* flood. 
The venom'd birth of sunshine and of mud ! 
Already has she pour'd her poison here 
O'er every charm that makes existence dear— 
Already blighted, with her black' ning tracei, 
The opening bloom of every social grace. 
And all those courtesies, that love to shoot 
Round Virtue's stem, the flowerets of her flruit ! 

Oh ! were these errors but the wanton tide 
Of young luxuriance or unchasten'd pride ; 
The fervid follies and the faults of such 
As wrongly feel, because they feel too much ; 
Then might experience make the fever less, 
Nay, graft a virtue on each warm excess : 
But no ; 'tis heartless, speculative ill — 
^AU youth's transgression with all age's chili— 
The apathy of wrong, the bosom's ice, 
A slow and cold stagnation into vice ! 

Long has the love of gold, that meanest rage. 
And latest folly of man's sinking age. 
Which, rarely venturing in the van of life. 
While nobler passions wage their heated strife. 
Comes skulking last, with selfishness and fear, 
And dies, collecting lumber in the rear ! 
Long has it palsied every grasping hand 
And greedy spirit through this bartering land ; 
Tum'd life to traffic, set the demon gold 
So loose abroad, that Virtue's self is sold. 
And conscience, truth, and honesty, are made 
To rise and ftll, like other warts of trade !* 

Already in this free, this virtuous state. 
Which, Frenchmen tell us, was ordain'd by fiite. 



1 ** What will be the old age of ihi« gorernmeoL if it is 
(has early decrepit !** Such was the remark of PaucheC, 
the French miniater at PhllailelphiBf in that &idoim despatch 
to hii foremtnent which waa intercepted by one of our 
emteer* in the year 1794. This carious ntemorial may be 
found in Poreopino's Works, vol. i. p. S79. It rsoBaiDs a 
striking monument of republican intrtfue on one side, and 
republican profligacy on the other ; and I would reeommend 
the perusal of it to every honest politician, who may labour 
rnider a moment's delusion with respset to the parity of 
American patriotism. 

9 " Nous voyons que dans Iss pays oA Ton n'est allbctA 

SOS de i'asprit ds commeras, oo traflaos ds toatss Iss aetkNis 
nmaiaes st ds toutss lea vsrtns morales ** Montssquiso, ds 
"Esprit dts Lais, Lhr. 9a Chap. 9. 



To show the world, what high perfection springs 
From nibble senators, and merchant kingt— 
Even here already patriots learn to steal 
Their private perquisites from public weal. 
And, guardians of the country's sacred fire. 
Like Afric's priests, they let the flame ft>r hire f 
Those vaunted demagogues, who nobly rose 
From England's debtors to be England's foes,^ 
Who could their monarch in their purse forget, 
And break allegiance, but to cancel debt,* 
Have prov'd, at length, the mineral's tempting hue, 
Which makes a patriot, can unmake him too.' 
Oh ! freedom, freedom, how I hate thy cant ! 
Not eastern bombast, nor the savage rant 
Of purpled madmen, were they number'd all 
From Roman Nero down to Russian Paul, 
Could grate upon my ear so mean, so base. 
As the rank jargon of that factious race. 
Who, poor of heart, and prodigal of words. 
Bom to be slaves and struggling to be lords. 
But pant for licence while they spurn control. 
And shout for rights with rapine in their soul ! 
Who can, with patience, for a moment see 
The medley mass of pride and misery. 
Of whips and charters, manacles and rights. 
Of slaving blacks and democratic whites,* 
And all the pye-bald polity that reigns 
In free confusion o'er Columbia's plains 7 
To think that man, thou just and gentle God ! 
Should stand before thee, with a tyrant's rod 
O'er creatures like himself, with soul from thee, 
Yet dare to boast of perfect liberty : 
Away, away — I'd rather hold my neck 
By doubtful tenure ft-om a sultan's beck. 
In climes, where liberty has scarce been nam*d. 
Nor any right but that of ruling claim'd. 
Than thus to Uve, where bastard freedom waves 
Her fustian flag in mockery over slaves ; 
Where (motley laws admitting no degree 
Betwixt the vilely slav'd and madly free) 



1 I trust I shall not be suspected of a wish to justify those 
arbitrary steps of the Eof liflb (government whicn the ColO> 
nies found it to neicvu^rj to re«itt ; my only object here is 
to expose tho selfish motives of some of the leading Ameri- 
can deroagofues. 

9 The moat pcrseverinjf enemy to the interests of this 
country, among the politicians of the western world, has 
been a Virginian merchant, who, finding it easier to settle 
his conscience than his debts, was one of the first to raias 
the standard against Great Britain, and has ever since en- 
deavoured ti) revenge upon the whole country the obliga- 
tions which he lies under to a few of its merchants. 

3 See Porcunine's account of the Pcnnsvlvania Insorreo- 
tion in 17M. In short, see Porcupine's Works throughout 
for ample corroboration of evenr sentiment which I have 
ventured to express. In saying thb, I refer less to ths com- 
ments of that writer, than to the occurrences which bs has 
related, and the documcoti which he has preserved. Opi- 
nion may be siupected of bias, but facts speak for tnem 
selves. 

4 In Virginia the effects of this system begin to be felt 
rather seriously. While the master ravarf of liberty, the 
slave cannot but catch the contagion, and accordingly there 
seldom elapses a month without some alarm of insurrection 
amongst the negroes. The accession of Louisiana, it ia 
feared, will increase this embarrassment ; as tbs numeroos 
emigratioos which are expected to take place from tbs 
sooUiem statea to this newly acouired territory, wil' oon- 
■iderably diminish the white popalatioo, and thus strsngtiisn 
the proportioo of nsgross to a dsgrse which must nltimalsly 
be rninoos. 
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Alike the bondage and the licence suit. 
The brute made ruler and the man made brute ! 
But, oh my Forbes ! while thus, in flowerless song, 
I feebly paint, what yet I feel so strong, 
The ills, the vices of the land, where first 
Those rebel fiends, that rack the world, were nurst ! 
Where treason^s arm by royalty was nerr'd. 
And Frencltmen leam'd to crush the throne they 
* serv'd — 

Thou, gently luUM in dreams of classic thought. 
By bards iliumin'd and by sages taught, 
Fant'st to be all, upon this mortal scene. 
That bard hath fancied or that sage hath been ! 
Why should I wake thee ? why severely chace 
The lovely forms of virtue and of grace. 
That dwell before thee, like the pictures spread 
By Spartan matrons round the genial bed. 
Moulding thy fancy, and with gradual art 
Brightening the young conceptions of thy heart ! 

Forgive me, Forbes — and should the song destroy 

One generous hope, one throb of social joy, 

One high pulsation of the zeal for man, 

Which few can feel, and bleas'd that few who can ! 

Oh ! turn to him, beneath whoee kindred eyee 

Thy talents open and thy virtues rise. 

Forget where nature has been dark or dim, 

And proudly study all her lights in him ! 

Yes, yes, in him the erring world forget. 

And feel that man may reach perfection yet ! 



SONG. 
The wreath you wove, the wreath you wove 

Is &ir— 4>ot oh ! how fair, 
If Pity's hand had stolen from Love 

One leaf to mingle there ! 

If every rose with gold were tied. 

Dim gems for dew-drops fkll, 
One faded leaf where love had sigh*d 

Were sweetly worth them all ! 

The wreath yon wove, the wreath yon wove 

Our emblem well may be ; 
Its bloom is yoon, bat hopelen love 

Must keep its tears for me ! 



LYING. 
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Che con le k>r bojis pajon divwL 

I DO confess, in many a sigh, 
My lips have breath*d yon many a lie, 
And who, with such delights in view, 
Wonld lose them for a lie or two? 

Nay^look not thus, with brow reproving; 
Lies are, my dear, the soul of loving \ 
If half we tell the girls were tme. 
If half we swear to think and do. 
Were anght bat lying's bright illusion. 
The world would be in strange conflnioB ! 
If ladies' eyes were, every one. 
As lovers swear, a radiant ton. 



Astronomy riiould leave the sUee, 
To learn her lore in ladies* eyes ! 
Oh no ! — believe me, lovely girl. 
When nature tarns your teeth to pearl, 
Your neck to snow, your eyes to fire, 
Your yellow locks to goklen wire. 
Then, only then, can heaven decree. 
That you should live for only me. 
Or I for you, as night and mom. 
We've swearing kiss*d, and kissing sworn ! 



And now, my gentle hints to clear. 
For once, FU tell you truth, my dear ! 
Whenever you may chance to meet 
A loving youth, whose love is sweet. 
Long as you're false and he believes you. 
Long as you trust and he deceives you. 
So long the blissful bond endures; 
And while he lies, his heart is yours : 
But, oh ! you've wholly lost the youth 
The instant that h«» tells you truth ! 



ANACREONTIC. 

I fill'd to thee, to thee I drank, 
I nothing did but drink and fill ; 

The bowl by turns was bright and blank, 
'Twas drinking, filling, drinking still ! 

At length I bid an i\aatL paint 
Thy image in this ample cup, 

Tliat I might see the dimpled saint 
To whom I qnaff'd my nectar op. 

Behold how bright that purple lip 
Is blushing through the wave at me ! 

Every roseat drop I sip 
Is jost like kissing wine from thee ! 

But, oh ! I drink the more for this ; 

For, ever when the draught I drain. 
Thy lip invites another kiss, 

And in the nectar flows again ! 

So, here's to thee, my gentle dear ! 

And may that eye for ever shine 
Beneath as soft and sweet a tear 

As eathes it in this bowl of mine! 



TO 



•S PICTURE. 



Go then, if she whose shade thou art 
No mote will let thee soothe my paiih— 

Yet tell her, it has cost this heart 
Some pangs, to give thee back again ! 

Tell her the smile was not so dear. 
With which she made thy sembknoe mine^ 

As bitter is the homing tear. 
With which I now the gift resign ! 

Yet go— and could she still restore. 
As some exchange for taking thee. 

The tranquil look which first I wore, 
When her eyes found me wild and fitee: 

Coald she give back the careless flow, 
Tim spirit which my fimcy knew— 

Yet, ah ! 'tis vain— fo, pictnre, go- 
Smile at me once, and than adien ! 
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FRAGMENT OF A MYTHOLOGICAL HYMN I ^'f ?^^* ^°™ *? ^l!"*^**? 7^ 

And fix, by mimic light and shade, 



TO LOVE.* 

Blkst infant of eternity ! 
Before the daj^vtar ]eam*d to move. 
In pomp of fire, along his grand career, 

Glancing the beamy shafts of light 
Ynan his rich quiver to the farthest sphere, 
Thou wext alone, oh Love ! 
Nestling beneath the wings of ancient night 
Whose horroFB seem*d to smile in shadovring thee ! 

No form of beauty soothM thine eye. 
As through the dim expanse it wandered wide; 

No kindred spirit caught thy sigh. 
As o*er the wateiy waste it lingering died. 

Unfelt the poise, tmknown the power, . 

That latent in his heart was sleeping ; 
Oh Sympathy ! that lonely hour 

Saw Love himself thy absence weeping ! 

But look what glory through the darkness beaini ! 
Celestial airs along the water glide : 
What sfNrit art thou, moving o'er the tide 
So lovely? Art thou but the child 

Of the young godhead's dreams. 
That moek his hope with fancies strange and wild 7 

Or were his tears, as qoick they fell, 

Collected in so bright a form. 

Till, kindled by the ardent spell 
Of his desiring eyes, 

And an impregnate with his sighs, 
They spring to life in shape so fair and warm ! 

Tisshe! 
I^yche, the Cist bom spirit of the air ! 
To thee, oh Love ! she turns. 
On thee her eye-beam bums : 
Blest hour of nuptial ecstacy ! 

They meet — 
The blooming god — the spirit fair-^ 

Oh ! sweet, oh heavenly sweet ! 
Now, Sympathy, the hour is thine ; 
All nature feels the thrill divine, 
The veil of Chaos is withdrawn. 
And their first kiss is great Creation's dawn! 



TO HI8 BKEKNX RIGHNC88 

THE DUKE OF MONTFENSIER, 



OS ns roRTEArr ovtu last aoilaiimi r- 

D9niMgi9% Parkt 180SL 

To catch the thouf^t, by painting's spell, 

Howe'er remote, howe'er refin'd, 
And o'er the magic tablet tell 

The silent story of the mind ; 

1 Love and Psyche are here conndered as the active and 
paMiTe principles of cnsatioD, and the universe is supposed 
lo have received its first harmonizing impulse from the 
nuptial svmpathv between these two powert. A marrisfe 
is generally the nrst step in cosmogony. TimBns held Form 
to he the father, and Matter the mother of the world ; Elion 
Mid Berouth. I think, are 8anchoniatbo*i first spiritual 
k>T«rs, and Manco-capae and his wife introduced creation 
amonfst the Peravians. In short. Harlequin seems to have 
slodiM cosmogonies, when be said **tutlo il noodo A fatto 
some la nostra frmiglia.*' 



Her morning tinges, ere they fly, 
Her evening blushes, ere they fade ! 

These are the pencil's grandest theme, 

Divinest of' the powers divine 
That light the Muse's flowery dream. 

And these, oh Prince ! are richly thine ! 

Yet, yet, when Friendahip sees thee trace. 

In emanating soul express'd. 
The sweet memorial of a face 

On which her eye delights to rest ; 

While o'er the lovely look serene, 
Tlie smile of Peace, the bloom of youth. 

The cheek, that blushes to be seen, 
The eye, that tells the bosom's troth ; 

While o'er each line, so brightly tme. 
Her soul with fond attention roves, 

Blessing the hand, whose various hue 
Could imitate the form it loves ; 

She feels the value of thy art. 
And owns it with a purer zeal, 

A rapture, nearer to her heart. 
Than critic taste can ever feel ! 



THE PHILOSOPHER ARISTIPPUS* 

TO A LAMP WHICH WAB GIVEN HIM BT LAI8. 

Dulcis conscia lectuli lucornu. 

Martial f LiL*. xiv. Epig. 39. 

** Oh ! love the Lamp (my mistress said) 
The faithful Lamp that, many a night. 

Beside thy Lais' lonely bed 
Has kept its little watch of light 

** Full often has it seen her weep. 

And fix her eyes upon its flame. 
Till, weary, she has sank to sleep, 

Repea^ng her beloved's name ! 

** Oft has it known her cheek to bum 

With recollections, fondly free. 
And seen her turn, impasaion'd turn. 

To kiss the pillow, love ! for thee. 



1 It was not very difficult to become a phikwophe 
amongst the ancients. A moderate store of loarning , with 
a considerable portion of confidence, and wit enough to pro- 
duce an occasional apophthegm, were all the necessary 
qualifications for the purpose. The principles of moral 
science were so very imperfectly understood, that the foun- 
der of a new sect, in forming hu ethical code, might consult 
eithfiT fkncy or temperament, and adapt it to his own pas- 
sions and propensiues ; so that Mahomet, with a little more 
learning might have flourished as a philosopher in those 
dayii, and wouM have re<f uired but the polbh of the schools 
to Wcomi the rival of Anstippns in morality. lu the science 
of nature too, though they discovered some valuable tmtbs, 
yet they seemed not to know ibey were truths, or at least 
were as well satisfied with errors ; and Xcnophanes, who as- 
serted that the stars were igneous clouds, lighted up every 
night and extiriguuhed again in the morninc , was thought 
and styled a philosopher, as generally as he who anticipated 
Newton in developitur the arrangement of the universe. 

For this opinion of Xenophnnes, see Plutarch de Placit. 
Philosoph. lib.Ti. csp. 13. It u impossible to read thu treatise 
of Plutarch, without altematelv admiring and smiling at tbs 
genius, tbs absurdities of the pnilosophm 
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MOORE'S WORKI^. 



And, in a mnnnur, wish thee there, 
That kin to fe^l, that thought to share ! 

** Then love the Lamp — *twill often lead 
Thy step through leaming^s sacred waj ; 
And, lighted by its happy ray, 
Whenever those darling eyes shall read 
or things sublime, of Nature's birth 
Of all that 's bright in heaven or earth, 
Oh ! think that she, by whom *twas given. 
Adores thee more than earth or heaven !'* 

Yes-— dearest Lamp ! by every charm 
On which thy midnight beam has hung ;< 

The neck reclined, the graceful arm 
Across the brow of ivory flung ; 

The heavmg bosom, partly hid, 
The sever'd lip's delicious sighs, 

The fringe, that from the snowy lid 
Along the cheek of rOses lies : 

By these, by all that bloom untold. 
And long as all shall charm my hearty 

ni love my little Lamp of gold, 
My Lamp and I shall never part S 

And often, as she smiling said. 

In fancy's hour, thy gentle rays 
Shall guide my visionary tread 

Through poesy's enchanting maxcr ! 

Thy flame shall light the page refin'd. 
Where still we catch the Chian's breathy 
Where still the bard, though cold in deaths 
Has left his burning soul behind ! 
Or, o'er thy humbler legend shine. 

Oh man of Ascra's dreary ghides !' 
To whom the nightly-warbling Nine* 

A wand of inspiration gave,* 
Pluck'd from the greenest tree that shades 

The crystal of Castalia's wave. 
Then, turning to a purer lore. 
We'll cull the sages' heavenly store, 
From Science steal her golden clae^ 
And every mystic path pursue. 
Where Nature, far from vulgar eye« 
Through labyrinths of wonder flies ! 

nSs thus my heart shall learn to know 
The passing world's precarious flight, 

Where ail, that meets the morning glow. 
Is chang'd before the &11 of night !* 



1 Tbn a«e»ents bad their lacema cobicularia, or bed- 
efaambsr lajnps, which, as ihs Emperor Galienua aaid, " nil 
eras meminere; and wHh the same commrpdation of 
aeccecy, Praxafora addreaaea her lamn, in Ariatopbanea, 
Ei%Knt. We mayjodfe bow Tanciful they w«re, in the vae 
and einbellisbment of their iampa, from the famous aymbolic 
Lucefiia which we find in the Romanam Moaei^, Mich. 
Anf . Caoaei, p. 127. 

3 Heaiod, who tella oa in melancholy terma of bis father*a 
flight to the ^icretchsd village of Aacra. Mfy, ««« H/aip. 
>v.«H. 

3 Evr«x*«< rrnxev, trtftarnkKtm trrmt (Kr**.— Theof. 
V. 10. 

4 Ksi ^01 rxi|irr^ev i^ev, ^a^v^c i^i^Xis 0^0*. Id. v. 30. 

5 Pitv T* •\» irora^eo ftx^r, aa expreaaed among the 
dofmaa of Heraclitua the Epbeaian, and uMi the aame 
hnage Sy Seoeea, in whom we find a heantifnl diiTunon of 
ibe though* ''Nanio-est mane, qni fait pridie. Corpora [ 



r41 tell thee, as I trim thy fire, 

• ** Swift the tide of being runs. 
And Tmie, who bids thjr flanie expire. 
Will also quench yon heaven of sons'." 

Oh ! then if earth's united power 
Can never chain one feathery hour ; 
If every print we leave to-day 
To-morrow's wave shall steal away ; 
Who pauses, to inquire of Heaven 
Why were the fleeting treasures given^ 
The sunny days, the shady nights, 
And all their brief but dear delights. 
Which Heaven has made for man to ose^ 
And man should think it guilt to lose 7 
Who, that has cuU'd a weeping rose. 
Will ask it yvby it breathes and glows, 
Unmindful of the blueing ray, 
In which it shines its soul away ; 
Unmindful of the soented sigb^ 
On which it dies and loves to die 7 

Pleasure ! thou only good on earth !' 
One little hour resign'd to thee — 

Oh ! by my Lais* lip, 'tis worth, 
Tbtd sage's immortality ! 

Then far be all thb vrisdom hence. 
And all the lore, whose tame control 

Wotdd wither joy with chill delays ! 

Alas ! the fertile fount of sense. 
At which the young, the panting soul 

Drinks life and love, too soon decays ! 

Sweet Lamp ! thou wert not form'd to shed 
Thy splendour on a lifeless page — 

Whate'er my blushing Lais said 
Of thoughtful lore and studies sage 

*Twas mockery all — her glance of joy 

Told me thy dearest, best employ !* 

And, soon as night shall close the eye 
Of Heaven's young wanderer in the wesV 

When seers are gaxingon the sky, 
To find their future orbs of rest ; 

Then shall I take my trembling way, 
Unseen, but to those worlds above, 



nostra rapiuntor fluminnm more ; qnicquid videa corrit cam^ 
tempore. Nihil ex hbqoa videmua manet. Ego ipae,daat 
loouor motari ipaa, motatoa anm," etc 

1 Artatippua conatdered motion as the principle of hap|rf* 
neaa, in whidh id^ he differed from the Epicureans, who 
looked to a atate of repose aa the only true voluptuouaneaa, 
and avoided even the too lively agitation* of pleaaure, as a 
violent and utigraceful doranjrement of the aenaes. 

3 Maupertuia hat been ttiU more explicit than thia phi 
loaopber, ia' rankin|; the pleaanrea of aenae above the aubli. 
meat purauita of wiadum. Speaking of the infant roan, in 
hia production, he calb him, " one nouvelle creature, qni 
|x>urra com prendre lea choaea lea plua aubli mca, et ce qui 
e«t bien an-desaua, qui pourra ^fiter lea m^mea plaiaira.** 
See hia Vinua Pkv»iqme. This appeara to be one of the 
effbrta at Fontenelle'a gallantry of manner, for which the 
learned Preaidont is ao well ridiculed in the Akakia of 
V(>4taire. 

Maupertnia may be thouf ht to have borrowed from the 
ancient Aristippua that indiacriminate theory of picaaurea 
which he haa aet forth in hb Katai da PkUoaopkw Morale^ 
and for which he waa ao very juatly condemned. Ariaiippoa, 
according to Laertioa, held mi it»9if** ▼• niovnw nJeviic,. 
which irrational aentiment haa been anopted by Maup?rluii: 
"Tant qn*on ne conaidire que Tdtat pr^aent, tons lev 
plaiaira aont du mftme genre,V act eeii 
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And, led by thy mjnterioiia imy. 
Glide to the pillow of my love. 

Calm be her sleep, the gentle dear ! 
Nor let her dream of bliss so near, 
Tin o*er her cheek she thrilling feel 
My sighs of 6re in murmurs steal. 
And I shal] lift the locks, that fiotr 
Unbcaided o'er her lids of snow, 
And softly kiss those sealed eyes. 
And wake her into sweet surprise f 

Or if she drettn, oh ! let her dream 

Of those delights we both have known 
And felt so truly, that they seem 

FormM to be felt by us alone ! 
And I shal] mark her kindling cheek. 

Shall see her bosom warmly move. 
And hear her faintly, lowly speak 

The murmur'd sounds so dear to love ! 
Oh ! I shall gaze, till even the sigh. 
That wafts her very soul, be nigh. 
And when the nymph is aU but blest. 
Sink in her arms and share the rest ! 
Sweet Lais ! what an age of fafiss 

In that one moment waits for me! 
Oh sages ! think on joy like this. 

And where*s your boast of apathy f 



TO MRS. BL-H— D. 

WftlTTXN IN HVE ALB JK. 

TvT« 9t Tt irri T« irorov ; irXavii, t^^t 

CehtlU TaJMm, 

• 

Thkt say that Love had once a book, 

(The u/cl^n likes to copy you,) 
Where, all who came the pencil took. 

And wrote, fike us, a line or two. 

*Twaa Innocence^ the maid cBvine, 
Who kept this volume bright and fair^ 

And saw that no unhallow'd line. 
Or thought profane should enter there 

And sweetly did the pages fill 
With fond device and loving lore. 

And eveiy leaf she tum*d was stiU 
More bright than that she tum*d before ', 

Beneath the touch of Hope, how soft. 

How lig^t the magic pencil ran ! 
Till Fear would come, alas ! as oft. 

And trembling close what Hope began 

A tear or two had dropped from Griei^ 
And Jealousy would, now and then, 

Ruffle in haste seme snowy leaf. 
Which Love had still to soM>oth again \ 

But, oh \ there was a blooming boy, 

"Wkio often tumM the pages o*er, 
And wrote therein such words of joy. 

As all who read still sigh'd for more. 

And Pleasure was this spirit's pame. 
And though so soft his voice aMhlook^ 



Yet Innocence, whene'er he came, 
Would tremble for her spotless book ! 

For still she saw his playful fingers 
Fill'd with sweets and wanton toys ; 

And well she knew the stain that lingers 
After sweets ftvm wanton boys ! 

And so it chanc'd, one luckless night 

He let his honey goblet fall 
O'er the dear book, so pure, so white, 

And sullied lines and marge and aU ! 

In vain he sought, with eager lip. 
The honey from the leaf to drink. 

For still the more the boy would sip, 
The deeper still the blot would sink ! 

Oh ! it would make you weep to see 

The traces of this honey flood 
Steal o'er a page where Modesty 

Had freshly drawn a rose's bud ! 

And Fancy's emblems lost their glow. 
And Hope's sweet lines were all de&c'd. 

And Love himself could scarcely know 
What Love himself had lately trac'd ! 

At length the ureUn Pleasure fled^ 
(For how, alas ! could pleasure stay 7) 

And Love, while many a tear he shed. 
In blushes flung the book away f 

Tlie index now alone remains. 
Of all the pages spoil'd by Pleasure, 

And though it bears some honey stains. 
Yet Memory counts the leaf a treason ! 

And oft, they say, she scans it o'er. 
And oft, by this memorial aided. 

Brings back the pages now no more. 
And thinks of lines that long have faded ! 

I know not if this tale be true. 
But thus the simple facts are stated ; 

And I refer their truth to jou. 
Since Love and you are near related ! 



EPISTLE Vn. 
TO THOMAS HUME, ESQ. H D. 

FEOM THK CITT OF WASHINOTOIT. 

AIHTHZOMAI AIHTHMATA IZQf AHIXTA, XOIKOKA 
QNnEnONSA OTK EXUN. 

Xenopkont. Epket. Efktaiac lib. v. 

'Tis evening now ; the beats and cares of day 
In twilight dews are calmly wept away. 
The lover now, beneath the weSfcm star. 
Sighs through the medium of his sweet segar, ^ 
And fills the ears of some consentine she 
Widi pufis and vows, with smoke ana constancy . 
The weary ststfwnan for repose hath fled 
From halls of council to his negro's shed« 



M 



MOORE*S WORRS. 



Where blest he wooi some black A8]Muua't grace. 
And dreams of freedom in his sla?e*s embrace !' 

In fancy now, beneath the twiliglK gloom, 
Come, let me lead thee o'er this modem Rome !' 
Where tribunei rule, where dusky Davi bow. 
And what was Goose-Creek once is Tiber now !* — 
This fam'd metropolis, where fancy sees 
Squares in morasses, obelisks in trees ; 
Which tra?elling fools and gazetteers adorn 
With shrines unbuilt, and heroes yet irabom, 
Though nought but wood* and ******^ they see. 
Where streets should run, and sages <n^ht to be ! 

And look, how soft in yonder radiant wave, 

The dying sun prepares his golden grave ! — 

Oh great Potomac ! oh you banks of shade ! 

You mighty scenes, in nature's morning made. 

While ttill, in rich magnificence of prime, 

She pour'd her wondere, lavishly sublime. 

Nor yet had leam*d to stoop with humbler care, 

From grand to soil, from wonderful to fair! 

Say, were your towering hills, your boundless floods. 

Your rich savannas, and majestic woods. 

Where bards should meditate, and heroes rove, 

And woman charm, and man deserve her love ! 

Oh ! was a world so bright but bom to grace 

Its own half-organiz*d, half-minded race* 



1 The '* black Aipa«ia*' of the present •••«•••♦• of the 
United States, " inter ATernalen hand ifnotiMima njmiphat" 
baa fiven rise to much pleasantry among the anti-democrat 
wits in America. 

2 ** On the orif inal location of the noond now allotted 
for the seat of the Federal City (says Mr. Weld,) the iden- 
tical spot on which the capitol now stands was called Rome. 
This anecdote is related by many as a certain prognostic of 
the future magnificence of this city, which is to be, as it 
were, a second Rome." — IVcUTs Travels^ Letter iv. 

3 A little stream that runs Uirough the city, which with 
intolerable aflfeclation, they hare styled the Tiber. It was 
originally called Goose-Creek. 

4 " To be under the necessity of ^ing throogfa a deep 
wood for one or two miles, perhaps, m order to see a nozt 
door neighbour, and in tlie same city, is a carious, and I be- 
lieve a novel circumstance." — Wtld, Letter iv. 

The Federal City (if it must be called a cily.) has not 
been much increased since Mr. Weld visited it. mmt of the 
public buildings, which were then in some decree of forward- 
ness, have been since utterlv cuspended. The Hotel b al- 
ready a ruin : a great part or its roof has fallen in, and the 
rooms are left to be occupied rratuitously by the miserable 
Scotch and Irish emigrants. The President's House, a very 
noble structure, is by no means suited to the philosophical 
humility of its present posseMor, who inhabits but a comer of 
the mansion himself, and abandons the rest to a state of un- 
cleanly desolation, which those who are not philosophers 
cannot look at without regreU This ^rand edifice is en- 
circled by a very rude pale, throoah which a common rustic 
stile introduces the visitors of the first man in America. 
With respect to all that is in the house, I shall imitate the 
prudent forbearance of Herodotus, and say, ts ^i iv $twof- 

The private buildings exhibit the same characteristic die- 

J>Iay of arrogant speculation and premati\re ruin, and the 
ew ranfes of houses which were begun Home years ago, 
have remained so long waste and unfinished, that they are 
now ffir the most part dilapidated. 

5 The picture which Buffon and De Pauw have drawn 
of the American Indian, though verv humiliating, is, as far 
as I can judge, ranch more correct than the fluttering repre- 
sentations which Mr. Jsflerson has given us. See thn JVoC«s 
im Virginia, where this gentleman end«!avours to disprove 
in geneial, the opinion main'ained so strongly by some phi- 
losophers, that nature (as Mr. JefTfrsoo exDresses it,) Mit- 
Uu her productions in the western world. M. de Pauw 
attributes the imprrfection of animal life in America to tl>e 
ravages of a very recent deluge, from who«e effects upon its 
soil and atmosphere it harnot yet sufficiently recovered. 
flee his lUtkerdUt »ur Us ^merieainSt Part L ton. L p. lOS. 



Of weak barbarians, swarming o*er its breast, 
Like vermin, gender'd on the lion*s crest 7 
Were none but brutes to call that soil their hoTnr^ 
Where none but demi-gods*should dare to roam 7 
Or worse, thou mighty world ! oh ! doubly woMe, 
Did Heaven design thy lordly land to nurse 
The motly dregs of every distant clime. 
Each blast of anarchy and taint of crime 
Which Europe shakes from her perturbed sphere. 
In full malignity to rankle here 7 

But hush !^K>bserve that little mount of {unes, 
Where the breeze murmurs, and the fire-fly shioM 
There let thy fancy raise, in bokl reUef, 
The sculptured image of that veteran chief,' 
Who lost the rebeKs in the hero's name. 
And stept o'er prostrate loyalty to fame ; 
Beneath whose swoid Columbia's patriot train 
Cast off their monarch, that the mob might reigm 
How shall we rank thee upon glory's page 7 
lliou more than soldier, and just less thrji sage ! 
Too form'd for peace to act a conqueror's part. 
Too train'd in camps to learn a statetiiun's art— 
Nature deslgn'd theo^for a hero's mould. 
But ere she cast thee, let the stufi* grow cold ! 
While warmer souls command, nay, make their fttv 
Thy &te made thee, and forc'd tbec to be great. 
Yet Fortune, who so oft, so blindly sheds 
Her brightest halo roimd the weakest headi, 
Foimd thee undazzled, tranquil as before, 
Ph>ud to be osefhl, scorning *^ be more ; 
Leas prompt at glory'a than at duty's claim. 
Renown ihe meed, bat self-applause the aim ; 
All thou hast been reflects less fame on thee. 
Far less, than all thou hast forborne to be ! 

Now turn thine eye where faint the moonU^ fidl* 
On yondet dome— «nd in those princely halls. 
If thou canst hste, as, oh ! that sotd mtet hate, 
Which loves the virtuous, and reveres the great. 
If thou canst loathe and execrate with me 
That Gallic garbage of philosophy. 
That nauseotu slaver of these frantic times, 
With which false Uberty dilutes her criflies ! 
If thou hast got within thy free-bom breast. 
One pulse that beats more proudly than the rest, 
With honest scorn for that inglorious soul, 
Which creeps and winds beneath a mob's controlf 
Which courts the rabble*s smile, the rabble*s nod. 
And makes, like Egypt, every beast its god ! 
There, in those walls— but, boming tongue, forbear T 
Rank must be reverenc'd, even the rank that's there: 
So here I pause — and now, my Hums ! we part ; 
But oh ! full ofl, in magic dreams of heart. 
Thus let us meet, and mingle converse dear 
By Thames at home, or by Potomac here ! 
O'er lake and marsh, through fevers and throogh fogs. 
Midst bears and yankees, democrats and fVogs, 
Thy foot shall follow me, thy heart and eyes 
With me shall wonder, and with me despise !* 



1 On a small hill near the capitol, there is to be an eques 
trian statue of General Wanhington. 

2 In the ferment which the French revolution excited 
among the democrats of America, and the licentious sym- 
pathv with which they shared in the wildest excesses of 
jacobinism, we nay find one source of that vulsarity of 
vice, that hostility »o all the graces of life, which distin- 



EFUntUS^ OMB8, ffTC. 



While I, as oft, in witddiig thtni^t thaH rove 
To thee, to frieiKlBliip, and tliat land I love. 
Where, Ifke the air ^at ftn her fiekla of green, 
Her freedom spreada, uniever'd and iMene ; 
Where aovereign man can condeaeend to aee 
The thrxme and lawa more a ovei e ig n itiH than het 



THE SNAKE. 

isn. 

Mr lore and I, the other day, 
Within a myitle arbour lay, 
When near ut firom a rosy bed, 
A little Snake put forth iu head. 

** See,* ' aaid the OMid, with langbiBf ey< 
** Yonder the Altai embleai lies ! 
Who eeuM eorpeet eQeli ludden barm 
Beneath the reae'e TehreC charm t 

Never did mortal thouf ht eccur 
In more unlueky hour than this ; 

For oh ! I just was leading her 
To talk of feve and think of bliaa. 

I rose to kill (he snake, bat she 
In pity pra/d, it might not be. 



" Nov" '^ the gi ^ and ohuij a apaik 
Flash*d horn her eyelid, as she said it— 



** Uaier the mea^ or in the daik. 

One might, pe>hB|M, hare cansd to dread it ; 
But when its wicked eyes appear. 

And whan we knoW for what tlwy wiidi aQ« 
One mnsi be very simple^ dear. 

To let it sting oiie--don'l yon diink so 7*' 



LINES, 
WRITTBV Oir LCATIHa JMiLAimLraLk. 
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-T^¥St T^V WtKtP 9<X«C 



SofAocL CEdip. CoUm v. 796. 



Axjoirc by the Schuylkill a wanderer rov'd. 
And bright were its flowwy hanks to his eye ; 

0tiMar, very fkr were the friends that he lov*d. 
And he gax^d oa its flowery banks with a si^^ ! 

Ob, nafeve ! though blessed and bright are thy rays, 
O^er the brow of creation enchantingly throwa, 

Yet laiat are they all to the lustre that plays 
In a smile firoa the heart that is dearly our own ! 



ciuahss liw {MMMOt demfofUM of the United Stales, and 
has h off— i e indeed loo genereUy the charaoteristie of their 
oottolrysaMi. B«t there is aooUier cauae of the oorraption 
of private aioreb. wbicb, esAourafed aa it ia by the fovem- 
aimt, sad irientined wiih tbe intereaU of tbe eonnniimty, 
•aeou to^eateo ihedeeay of all bouost |irinciple fai Ame- 
rifsa^ fIBuda to thoae fraudolent violauooa of neutrality 
to wbicb ihoy are indebted for tbe HM»at lucrative pert -of 
their eommeroe, and by which they have ao long infrioged 
and eonnteraetad the maritima righta and advantagea of 
fhia coontry. Thia unwarrantable trade ia neceaaarily abet- 
ted by auch a ayatam of colluaion, impoature, and perjory, 
u cannot fail tr spread rapid contamination iroond it. 



Nor long did the sool of tbe stranger lemam 

Unbless'd by the smile he bad languish'd to meet : 
Thoogb scarce did be hope it wouM soothe hmi 
again, 
Tifl the threshold of home had beea kissed by bis 
ieet! 

But the lays of his boy<Jiood had stoi'n to their ear, 
And they lov'd what they knew of so bumble a 
name. 
And they told bin, with flnttery weleeae and dear, 
That they fotmd in his heut sometbfaig sweeter 
than fame ! 

Nor did woman— oh, womm ! whose forin and whoso 
soul 

Are tbe spell and the light of each path we pursue ! 
Whether sunn'd in the tropics or chili'd at the pole. 

If woman be there, there is happineaa too 1 

Nor did ahe hor enamouring magic deny. 
That magic his heart had relinqnisbM so long, 

Like eyes he had loted was her eloquent eye, 
Like them did it soften and weep at his 



Oh ! bless'd be the tear, and in memory oft 
May its sparkle be shed o*er his wandering dream! 

Ob ! Meat be that eye, and may passion ss soft. 
As free from a pang, ever mellow its beam I 

The stranger is gone— bot be will not forget. 
When at home he sfanll talk of the tcil he has 
known, 

To tell, widi a si^ what endeafmemls be nset. 
Ae be smy'd by the wave of the Schuyikiil alaae! 



THE FALL OP HEBE. 



A DITHTKAMBIC OOS.* 

'Twas on a day 
When the immettals at their baaqoet lay) 
Tbe bowl 
Sparkled with starry dew, 
Tbe weeping of thoae myriad nrao of ligbt« 
Within whose orbs, the nimigbty Power^ 
At Nature'a dawning boor^ 



1 Though 1 osU thia a Diihytaaihk Ode, I canoot preaune 
to aaj that it poaseaaes, in any degree, the cbaracteriatica of 
that ipeciea of poetry. Tbe nature of the ancient Dithy* 
nuabts ii vary mperieetlir bnowa. Aeeordiog to If. Bu- 
rette, a licentioua irregularity of metres an extravagant 
reaearch of thought and expreauon, and a rudo enibarraa«ed 
eonstroetioai are among ita moat diatinguiahing featurea. 
He adda^ **Om caractdrea dea dityiamb«i ae font sentir d 
ceox qui liaent attenliven>ent lea odea de Pindare.'* Jtf^ 
■Mirea d* F^cad. voL x. p. 306. And the aame oiiininn may 
be collecled from Schmiat'a diasertation upon the aohjf>rt. 
But I thmk if tbe DItbyrambica of Pindar wvre in our |>o»- 
aeaaioa, we abould 6od, that, however wSd and faiteifat, 
they were by no meaoa tbe taateleaa jargon tbev are repre- 
aented. and that even their irregularity waa what Boiieau 
calla '*nineau diaordre/' Chiabrera. who haa been atylcd 
the Pindar of Italy, and from whom all ita poetry upon the 
Greek mode! waa called Chiabrcreaco (aa Creacimbeni in- 
forms nt. Lib. i. cap. 13.^ haa given amonpt bia Vemlrm 
mie, a Dnbyrambic, "all* uao de* Greci:*' it ia ftall of thoae 
Qomponnd epitbeta which, wo are loM, wen a chief c barn &• 
terofthestne (rvv^rtfvySvxi^irf i«««»ev. Botm Ar*^vpai^- 
/Bo^rX^ aoch aa 

BrisUndorato Pegaao 
KoDtealpeatator. 

But I eaanot soppoae that Pindar, even amidst all the I* - 



190 



MOORE'S WORK& 



Scor'd the rich fluid of ethareal tool !* 

Around, 
8oR odorans doadi, that u|>ward wing their 

From eastern ialea 
(Where they have bathed them in the orient ray. 
And with fine fragrance all their boaoms fill*d,) 
In drclea flew, and, melting as they flew, 
A liquid day-break o>r fhe board diatill*d i 

All, aH was luxmy 

All nmml be loxnry, where Lysoa amilev! 
Ifia locks divine 
Were crown*d 
Mfith a bright meteor-braid, 
Whichf like an ever-springing wreath of vine, 

Shot into brilliant leafy shapes. 
And o*er his brow in lambent tendrils play*d f 
While 'mid the foliage hung, 
Like lucid grapes, 
A thousand clustering blooms of light, 
Cuird from the gardens of the galaxy ! 
Upon his bosom Cytberea's head 
Lay lovely, as wnen first the Syrens rang 

Her beauty's dawn, 
And all the curtains of the deep, undrawn, 
Reveard her sleeping in its azure bod. 
The captive deity 
Languish'd upon her eyes and lip. 
In chains of ecsucy ! 

Now in his arm. 
In blushes she reposed, 
And, while her zone resigned its every ehanB, 
To shade his burning eyes her hand in dalliance stole; 
And now she raised her rosy mouth to sip 
The nectar'd wave 
Lyxus gave. 
And from her eyelids, gently closed. 
Shed a dissolving gleam. 
Which fell, like sun-dew, in the bowl ! 
While her bright hair, in mazy flow 

Of gold descending 
Along her cheek's luxurious g^ow. 
Waved o'er the goUet's aide. 
And was reflected bf its crystal tide. 

Like a sweet crocua flower, 
Whose sonny leaves, at evening hour. 
With roses of Cyrene Mending,' 



eefiM of dithyrambios, woahl ever have deseaoded to ballad- 
lanf usfe Kke the foUowing : 

BeUa Filli, e bolls Clori 

Non pill dsr prcgio a tue bellezse e tad, 

Cbe M Racco fa rezzt alio mic labbra 

Fo le fiche a' vostri baci. 

oMor vorrei Coppior, 

E le troppo d«siro 

Deh foMi io Botti^lier. 

Rime del CkiabrerOy part ii. p. 353. 
1 Thif is a Platonic fancy ; the philnaopher ■uppoaes, in 
hi* Timcus, that, when the Deity had formed thevbul of the 
wrorM, he procecdtMl to the composition of other souls ; in 
wbirh process, says Plato, he made oee of the same cup, 
thnuifb the ingredieota be rainfled were not quite so pore as 
fur tlio former; and baring rcfinod tlie mixture with a little 
of ii I own caseoce, he diitributed it amongit the stars which 
aerved as reaerroirs of the fluid. Tb«t* iDrt »•< iroiXiv 
$wt Tor wf9Tip9v xp«Tiip«t iv « ri|* rev ir«rTO{ t^vXfv xi> 
fU9»\ic luiryt, K. r. K. 

9 We learn from Tbeophrastua, that thr roses of Cyrano 
were pariiculsrly frsgraol. Ewor^aT«ir«» roi 5t tm <v Xv- 



The Olympian cap 
Buni*d in the hands 
Of dimpled Hebe, as she wing'd her feel 
Up 
Tlie empyreal mount. 
To drain the aoul-dropa at their stellar fount;' 
And still. 
As the resplendent rill 
Flamed o*er the goblet with a mantling heat, 
Her gracefiil care 
Would cool its heavenly fire 
In gelid waves of snowy-feather'd air. 
Such as the children of the pole respire, 
In those enchanted lands* 
Where life is all a spring and north windli never Mow! 

But oh ! 
Sweet Hebe, what a tear 
And what a blush were thine. 
When, as the breath of every Grace 
Wafted thy fleet career 
Along the studded sphere. 
With a rich cup for Jove himself to drink. 
Some star, that glitter'd in the way, 
Raiaing its amoroua head 
To kiss so exquisite a tread, 
Check'd thy impatient pace ! 
And all Heaven's host of eyes 
Saw those luxuriant beauties sink 
In lapse of loveliness, along the asure akiea!* 

Upon whose starry plain they lay. 
Like a young blossom on our mMda of gold. 

Shed ftom a vernal thorn 
Amid the liquid aparides of the mom ! 
Or, as in temples of the Paphian ahade. 
The myrtled votaries of the queen behold 
An image of their rosy idol, laid 
Upon a diamond shrine ! 
The wanton wind. 
Which had pursued the flying fair, 

And aweetly twinM 
Its spirit with the breathing linga 
Of her ambrosial hair, 

1 Heraclitns (Physicua^ held the aoul to be a marltartha 
■tellar eaaence. " SBintilla atellaria easentiaB.'* — JifsersMas, 
an Somn. Scip. Lib. i. cap. 14. 

S The country of the Hyperboreans ; tlwy Were supposed 
to be placed so far north, that the north wind ooold not af- 
fect them ; they lived lonfer than any other mortals ; passsd 
their whole time in music and daaciaf , etc. ele. Bat the 
most extravagant fiction related of them is that to which^lM 
two linos preceding allude. It waa naagined, that instead 
of our vnlffar atmospheire,'1fibs ffywrboreass breathsd 
nothing but feathera ! AccoMmg to Herodotus and Plinj^ 
this idea was anggeated by the quantity of snow which was 
observed to fall m those regkma ; thus the fbmi«r : Te mv 
trrifm iixa^eyT«( ti|I' X^o*" '^^^S £kv-^bc ti x«i r*«f *•• 
pip<Kev( fexiw Ktynu. — Herodot.Mh. iv. cap. 31. Ovid teOs 
the fable otherwise. See Mttawt0rmk. Kb. zv. 

Mr. O'Halloran, and some other Irish Antiquarians, have 
been at great expense of learning to prove that the stranga 
country, where they took snow for feathers, was Irslaiid, 
and that the famous Abaria waa an Irish Dnnd. Mr. Row- 
land, however, will have it that Abaria was a WelsliBBaB, 
and that hia name ia only a corruption of Ap Rees ! 

3 I helievo it ia Serriua who mentiooa this unlucky trip 
which Hebe made in her occupation of eup-baaiiar ; and 
Hoffman tella it afYerhim; "Cum Hebepoeula JMf sAlmi- 
niatrana, perque lubrieom minna caute moedeos, co ct dissst 
reToIutisqoe veatibua** — in abort, ahe fell in a very awkward 
manner, and though (as the Encyelopediatea think) it would 
liare amused Jova at any other time, yet, aa he happeosd 
to ho out of temper on that day, the poor girl was " 
fruiii her empTuyment. 
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Sour'd u ihe fell, and on itt raffling wingi, 

(Oh wanton wind !) 
Wafted the robe, whoae aacred flow. 
Shadowed her kindling charma of anow. 
Pure, aa an EUeuainian veil 

Hanga o*er the myateriea !* 

* * * * 

* the brow of Juno floahed — 
Love bleaa'd the breeze ! 
The Muaes blush'd. 
And eTery cheek waa hid behind a Ijre, 
While every eye waa glancing througfa the atri^ga. 
Dropa of ethereal dew, 
Tliat burning giiah*d, 
As the great goblet flew 
From Hebe's pearly fingere througfa the aky ! 
Who waa the spirit that rememberM Man 
In that voluptuous hour? 

And with a wing of Love 
BrushM off* your scatter*d tears, 
As o*er the spangled heaven they xan. 
And sent them floating to oar orb below !' 
E^ence of immortali^ ! 

The shower 
Fell glowing through the spherea 
While all aroond new tinta of bliaa, 
New perfumea of delist, 
£Inrich*d ita radiant flow ! "' 

Now, with a humid kiaa, 
It thriird along the beamy wire 
Of Heaven's illuminM lyre,* 
Stealing the sOul of music in its fligltt ! 
And now, amid the breexea bland. 
That whisper from the planets aa thc^ roll, 
The bright libation, softly fann'd 
By all their sighs, meandering stole ! 
They who, from Atlas* height, 

Beheld the hill of flame 
Deacending through the waate of night, 
Thought *twaa a planet, whose stnpendooa fiwoe 

Had kindled, as it rapidly revolved 
Around ita fervid axle, and dissolved 
Into a flood so bright ! 
The child of day. 
Within his twiUght bower. 
Lay sweetly sleeping 

On the fluah*d bosom of a lotoa-flower;* 

* — I 

1 The arcane ■ymbola of (hit ceremony were depoihed in 
Ibe ciata, where they lay relifionaiy concealed from the eyes 
of the profeoe. Thev were generally carried in the pcooes 
sion by an ass; and nence tne proverb, which one may so 
ofVea apply in the world, " aainus portal mysteris/' See 
Ihe Divin* LegAiinn^ Book li. sect 4. 

S In the Oeoptmieoj Lib. ii. cap. 17, there is a fable some 
what like this descent of the nectar to earth. £v •vfvm 

wrtfm row xpaiTiipo( ti|v /B«^<«r, %m» wtftTft^mt fttw •vrov 

T« /• M«T«tf i<c Till' y^9 •sxwi'fv, «. T. A.. See ./fueter. ds 
Re Am(, edit. Contab. 1704. 

.1 The constellation Lyra. The astrologers attribute 
fieat virtues to this sifn in cscendeoti, which alto ename- 
tated by Pontaao, in bis Urania: 

Ecce novem cum peetine chordae 
Emodulam, moleet que novo vaf a sidera canto, 
Quo ospts nascenlam animw eoocordia dueunt 
Pectora, etc. 

4 The Egyptians represented the dawn of day by a young 
boy seated upon a lotos. X<«« Ai^^mtf trnfmumf »fxn* 
mtmr^Km <r»««(*r vi»yf9 yfrn^twrmf tin Kmrm *»^t(^t9t9. 



When round him, in proftiaion tlrwping, 
DroppM the celestial showcfr, 

Steeping 
^Thb rosy clouds, that curlM 
About his infant head, 
Lik& q^nh upon the locka of Cupid abed t 

* Biit, when the waking boy 
Waved hia exhaling treaaea thro^ the aky, 
O mom of joy I 
The tide divine^ 
AU'^littering with the vendeil djnt 
It drank beneath hia orient eye. 
Distilled in dews upon the world. 
And every drop waa wine, waa heavenly wins * 

BleaaM be the sod, the flow'ret bleat. 
That caught, upon their hallowM braaat. 
The necCarM apray of Jove'a perennial apringa ! 
Lesaaweet the flow*refi) and lesaaweet the aod 
O'er which the Spirit of the iminbow flinga 
The magic mantle of her aolar god !* 



TO 



That wrinkle, when fim I eepied it| 
At once pot my heart out of plain, 

Tm the eye that waa glovring beaide it 
Diatarb*d my idea* again ! 

Thou ait juat in the twilight at preaent 
When woman*8 declension begins. 

When, fading from all that is pleaaant. 
She hida a good night to her aina ! 

Yet thou atill art ao lovely to me, 
I would aooner, my exquisite mother ! 

R^KMC in the atmset of thee 
Than baak in the noon of another! 



ANACREONTIC. 

** Shd never look*d ao kind before— 
Yet why the wanton*s anfile reeaU i 

Fve teen this witchery o'er and o'er, " 
'Tia hollow, vain, and heartleaa all !*** 

Thoa I aaid, and, aighing, aipp'd 
The wine which ahe had lately taated; 

Hie cup, where ahe had lately dipp'di 
Broath, ao long in felaebood waated. 

I took the harp, and would have anng 
Aa if 'twere not ef her I aang; 



Plutarch. iri^< rs ftn xp»* if^frf. See abo his treatise 
I»id. et Otir. Obierving that the lotos showed its head 
above water at snu-rise, and sank a^tein at hn setting, they 
conceived the idea of consecrating it to Osiris, or the sun. 

This symbol of s yout^ Bittin|^ tfpoto a Idtos, is rwj fre- 
quent on the Abrsxases. or BaBuidian stones. Bee Mont- 
faneo% Tom. ii. planche 158, and the SufpUwienl, etc. 
Tom. ii. lib. vii. chap. 5. 

I The ancients estesnsd those flowers and Irses the 
sweetest upon wUch the rainbow had appeared to rest; and 
the wood they chiefly burned in sacrifllces, was that which 
the smile of Iris had consecrated. — Plut«u-ek Symyt. lAh 
iv. cap. S, where (ss Vossius remarks) R«iit^<, mstead of 
K«x»ri, is undoubtedly the genuine readin|. Bee FesstM^ 
for some curious particularities of the rainbow, Ds Origim 
ct Pr0grt»*f IdoloUL Lib. iii. cap. 13. 
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fiat Mill th« flotet ba Lamia kung^ 
On whom but LaAia etmld they hang ! 

That ki«, for which, if worldi were mine, 
A world for every luM Fd give her ; 

Those floatixig &yes, thai floating shine 
Like diamo^s in an eastern river ! 

That moitkii w& fiiie^s»peariy br%ht^ 
Of which luxurious Heaven hath ettt her,. 

Through which her soul doth beam «•• whit« 
As flame tiirough kunt» <of abtbaater ^ 

Of these I sung, aiid ttbtes and words 
Were sweet as if 'tWa* Lamia** hair 

That lay upoA my lute for chords, ' 
And Lamia\ lip that warbled there ! 

But when, alas ! I tum*d the theme, 
And when of rows and oaths 1 spoke^ 

Of truth, and hope's beguiling drean»— 
The chord beneath my finger broke ! 

False harp ! false woman ! — such, oh ! such 
Are lutes too frail and maids too willing; 

Every hand's Ucentious touch 
Can learn to wake their wildest thrilling ! 

And when that thrill is most awake. 
And when you think heaven's joys await yon. 

The nym|A will change, the chord will 
Oh Love ! oh Muaio ! how I hate you I 



TO MRS. 



ON SOME CALmnriKS AOAIRgT HKH CHAHACTKK. 

Is not thy mind a gentle mind? 

Is not thy heart a heart refin'd? 

Hast thou not every Uaaielesa grace. 

That mail should leve^ or Htevea caA tMbt 7 

And oh ! art thou a shrine for Sin 

To hold her hateful wonhip in 7 



No, no, be happy-nhy UnR 

Though some thy heart hath haifaour*d near 

May now vqwy its love with blame ! 

Though man, who ought to shield thy fame, 

Ungenerooa man, be fint to wound thee ! 

Though the whole world may freeze around (hee. 

Oh ! thoult be like tliat hxnd eoar," 

Which, bright, KFMnn the ctyaiid^a tfplww 

In liquid pilrHy wis fowid. 

Though aU had grown congMi'd mMmd ; 

Floating in fsoit, it meek'd the chill. 

Was pure, was soft, was biiUiaat stilL 



HYMN OF A VIRGIN OF DELIHl, 
AT mi Toif^ OP Htm notmt. 
Oh! lost, for ever k>at !- 



more 
Shall Vesper light our dewy way 
Along the roeka of Ciiasa's ^re. 
To hymn the fiuttng flrM of day ! 

1 This anodes to a curious gem, upon whicfi Claodlao 
hss left OB HMne poinUesi epigrafn*. It waa a drop of pure 
water isekiBed withio a piece of erystal. See CttMoian. 
K/iifrttm. dt CknttalU au afvs nurmi. AddiaoD men- 
tioB> a cnikMity or tbie kind at Milsn. Ho says, " It la tfu'ch 



No radM tb Tempi6*B ditttabt vato 

In holy muainga shall wis roatH, 
Through summer's glow, and wintcir*8 gatei 

To bear the mystic ehaplets home !* 
*Twas then my soul's expanding seal. 

By nature warm'd and led by thee. 
In every breeze was taught to feel 

The breathings of a deity ! 
Guide of my heart ! to memory true. 

Thy looks, thy woids, are still my oWi 
I see thee raising fVoni the dew. 

Some laiirel, by the wind o'erthrowik. 
And hear thee aay, ** This humble bong^i 

Was planted for a doom divine. 
And, though it weep in languor now. 

Shall flourish on the Delphic shrine ! 
Thus, in the vale of earthly sense. 

Though sunk awhile the spirit lies, 
A viewless hand shall cull it thence. 

To bloom immortal in the skies !'* 

Thy words had su^h a melting flow. 

And spoke of truth so rweetly vrell, 
They dropp'd like heaven's serenest snow. 

And all was brightness where tbey foil ! 
Fond soother of my infant tear ! 

Fond sharer of my infant joy ! 
laoot thy shade still finj^ring )»re f 

Am I not still thy soul's employ ? 
And oh ! as oft, at cleae of day 

When, meeting oa the sacred BKmnt^ 
Our nympbs awak'd the choral lay. 

And danc'd around Cassotis' fount i 
As then, twas all thy wish and eare, 

That mine should be the simplest mitn» 
My Ijrre and voice the sweetest there, 

My foot the Ugfaiest o'er the green i 
So still, each little grace to mould. 

Around my form thine eyes are shed, 
Anani^g every ^nowy fold, 

And guiding everv mazy tread I 
And, when t lead ue hymning choir, 

Thy spirit still, unseen and free, 
Hovers between my lip and lyre, 

And weds them into harmony ! 
Flow, PliatuS, flow ! thy murmuring 

Shall never drop its silvery tear 
Upon so pure, so blest a grave. 

To memory so divinely dear ! 



RINGS AND SEALS. 



jftAfllM Tattet, Lib. fb 

** Go r' said the angry wiping maid, 
* The charm is broken! — once betray'd. 



a rarity as this that I saw at Vendteie io Franes, whMk 
Ihqr there pMlead w a tear that our Savioor shad over La- 
sams, asd wai gathered up by an ai^l, who pat it in a Httla 
crystal vial and made a preoent of it to Marv Mafdalsaa.** 
— 'Addison* s Bnmnrka o» several Pmrt* •/ /Ufy. 

1 The Iftiirol. (br the common uses of the tempfo, fbr 
hdorrting the Anntt and ivroepiAg the pavemsot, wu ta|H 
^ilifid by a tree near the fountain of Castalia. But e)i6li Bl 



Emnut, oM8» 4Krc. 



m 



Ob! Be»«r enny tetit icijr 
Oa word or look, om oath or wgh. 
TVke back the gifts, ao aweeily giyen, 
With prooui'd fkith and vows to Heavon ; 
That little ring, which, night and mom. 
With wedded truth my hand hath worn; 
Tliat seal which oft, in moment blest, 
iHioa hast upon my Up imprest. 
And swoni its dewy spring should he 
A foonlidB seal'd' for only thee ! 
TUe, take then hack, the gift and vow. 
All sallied, lost, ud haieftil, nowf * 

f look the ling— 4he seal I took. 
While oh ! her every tear and look 
Were such as angels look and shed. 
When man is by the world misled ! 
Oently I whisper'd, • PANirr, dear f 
Not half thy lovers gifts are here : 
Say, where are all the seals he gave 
To every ringlet's jet^ wave. 
And where is eve^ one be printed 
Upon that lip, so ruby-tinted — 
Seals of the purest gem of bliss. 
Oh ! ncher, softer, &r than this ! 

** And then the ring — my love ! recall 
How many rings delicious aQ, 
His arms around that neck hadi twisted. 
Twining warmer far thaii this did ! 
Where are they all, so sweet, so many ^ 
Oh ! dearest, give back all, if any !*' 

While thus I murmur'd, trembling too 
Lest all the nymph had vow*d was true, 
I saw a smile relenting rise 
'Mid the moist aaure of her eyes, 
like day-ligfat o*er a sea of blue. 
While yet the air is dim with dew ! 
She let her cheek repose on mine. 
She let my arms around her twine— 
Oh ! who can tell the bliss one feels 
In thus eichsnging lings and seals! 



TO MISS SUSAN B-^KF^D. 

HEm 8INGIITG. 

t MOKE than once have heard, at nigfat, 
A song^ like those thy lips have given, 

And it was sung by shapes of liglit. 
Who seem'd, like thee, to breathe of 

But this was all a dream of sleep. 
And I have said, when morning shone. 



*« Oh! vlv shoiiU ftuQF Fancy knep 
These wonders ft>r heiself alone 2"^ 

I knew not then that Fate^had leiA 
Such tones to one of mortal birth ; 

I knew not then that Heaven bad sent 
A voice, a form like thine on earth ! 

And yet, in all that ftowory naao 
Through wUch ay UA has lov*dloti«^ 

When I have heard the sweetest lays 
FVom lips of dearest lustre shed ; 

When I havet fek the warbled word 
FVom Beauty's month of perfume oi^iiiig, 

Sweet as music's hallow'd bird 
U^n a rose's bosom \juig ! 

Though ftmn and song at once eoariiin'd 
Their loveliest bloom and softest thriU, 

My heart hath sigh*d, my heart hath pin'd 
For something softer, lovelier stiH ! 

Oh! I have found it dl, at M, 
In thee, thou sweetest, living lyre, 

Throu^ which the soul hath ever pass*d 
Its harmonising breath of Aw.! 

^^^-AU that n^ best and wildest dnam, 
/ In Fancy's hour, could hear or set 
I Of Music's sigh or Beauty's beam 
\ Are reoliz'd, at onee, in thee! 



■uiortaai occsmoim, tboy wot to 'i'«m|ie fur iheir laurel. 

We HoA in PaiiMniw, timl Ibni VMlloy supplied Uiu braocbea, 
of wbioh tbe temple w«i originally eoiMtructed; and Plu- 
toreh tafa, io bis Dimiofue on MiuU, " The youtb who 
brings the Tenpic laorel to Dtlphi is aUays attuoUed by a 
frfayer oo the flute.** AKKm^nv *** T«x»T««oyut^evT< irai^i 

1 ** Tfaore are gardens, supposetl to be tboee of Kiog Solo- 
moo, in the neighbourhood of BcUilebem. Tb« friars »how 
a ibnntaio wbieh they say ia the * sealed fountain,* to which 
Iks holy spouse io tbe CMtUkt is compared ; and they pre- 
lead a traiditioo, that SoJoni^ shut op tbese sprincs and put 
4hs sigiMt open the door, to keep tbem for his own drinking.** 
^MammdtaWt Trami: See also tbe JVelss U Mr. OsmTs 
7^9nglmti0n •/ the S^nf •f Solemn. 



UNES, 

WmiTTBN AT THE COHOO, OK WkhLB OP 
TBE MOHAWX KHTEft.* 



Gia era in loco ore B*odia "^ riBibomhs 
DelTacqna. • • • 



Teom rise of mom till set of son, 

I've seen the mighty Mohawk ran. 

And aa I mark'd the woods of piao 

Along his mmor darfc^ shine, 

like tall and gloomy forms thit pnas 

Before the wixavd's Ottdaight ^ass ; 

And as I view'd the hurryiog pnoo 

With which be ran his tnihid laeei, 

Rushing, alike ontii'd and wild, 

7*hrough shades that frown'd, and flowers that 

smil'd. 
Flying by every green recess 

That woo'd him to its calm caress. 

Yet, sometimes ttirning with the wind. 

As if to leave one look behind ! 



iin 



1 There is a dreary and savage character in tbe eoaniry 
...tmediaiely above tbese Falls, which ia moeh monr fai har- 
mony with the wildness orsoen a scsoe,4han the cultivated 
lands in the neichbouriiood of Niagara. See tbe drawing 
of them in Mr. Weld's book. According to him, the per* 
peodieolar height of tbe Cobos Falls b fifty feet^ but tbs 
Marquis de Chastellux makes it seventy-aix. 

Tbe fine rainbow, which is continually fbrodag and dis- 
solving as tbe spray rises lata the light of the son, is psr- 
hapsUis oMMt iiHsrisiiiy bsaaty whieh thsss w 9 t4 m L 
cataracts sxhibit. 



mi 



MOOBM^S WOBXB. 



Oh ! I hsv9 tboaglit, and thinking, aighV 
How like to thee, thou regtlen tide ! 
M»j be the lot, the life of him. 
Who roams along thy water's brim ! 
Through what alternate shades of woe. 
And flowers of joy my path may go ! 
How many a humble still retreat 
May rise to couiC my weaiy feet. 
While still pursuing, still onblest, 
1 wander on, nor dare to rest ! 
But, urgent as the doom that calls 
Thy water to its destin*d falls, 
I see the world^s bewilderidg force 
Hurry my heart's deroted course 
FVom lapse to lapse, till life be done. 
And the last current cease to ran ! 
Oh, may my fells be bright as thine ! 
May Heaven's forgiying rainbow shine 
Upon the mist that circles me. 
An soft, as now it hangs o'er tl^ee ! 



CLORIS AND FANNY. 

Cloris ! if I were Persia's king, 
rd make m^ graceful queen of thee : 

While Fannt, wild and artless thing, 
Should but my humble handmaid be. 

There is but one oferjection in it;— 
That, verily, I'm much afraid 

I should, in some unlucky minute. 
Forsake the mistress for the maid I. 



TO MISS 



With woman's form and woman's tricks 
So much of inan you seem to mil. 

One knows not where to take you ; 
I pray you, if 'tis not too far, 
Go, ask of Nature which you are. 

Or what she meant to make you. 

Yet stay-!— you need not take the pains — 
With neither beauty, youth, nor brains 

For nan or maid's desiring ; 
Pert as female, fool as male. 
As boy too green, as girl too stalA-^ 

The thing 's not worth inquiring ! 



TO 



ON HER ASKING MK TO ADDRESS A POKM TO HRR. 

Siue TSDore friget Apollo. 

JE^id. Menaghu. 

How can I sing of fragrapt si^ 

I ne'er have felt from thee 7 
How can I sing of smiling eyes. 

That ne'er have smil'd on me ? 

The heart, 'tis true, may fancy much. 
But, oh ! 'tis cold and seeming — 

One moment's real, rapturous touch 
Is worth an sge of dreaming ! 



Think'st thou, when Julia's lip and 
Inspir'd my youthAil tongue, 

I coldly spoke of lips unprest. 
Nor felt the heaven I sung ? 

No, no, the spell, that warm'd so long, 

Was still my Julia's kiss. 
And still the girl was paid, in song^ 

What she had giv'n in bUss ! 

Then beam one burning smile on me, 
And I will sing those eyes ; 

Let me but feel a breath ftom thee. 
And I will praise thy sighs. 

That rosy mouth alone can bring 
What iQakes the bard divine— 

Oh, Lady ! how my lip would sing. 
If once 'twere prest to thine ! 



SONG 

O^ THR EVIL SPIRIT OP THE WOODS.' 

Qua via diffieilU, qoaque est yia nulla. . . . 

Chiid. Metam. Lib. iii. v. 9(7. 

Now the vapour, hot and damp. 
Shed by day's expiring lamp. 
Through the misQr ether spreads 
Every ill the white man dreads ; 
Fiery fever's thirsty thrill. 
Fitful ague's shivering chiU ! 

Hark ! I hear the traveller's song, 
As he winds the woods along, 
Christian ! 'tis the song of fear; 
Wolves are round thee, night is near, 
And the wild thou dar'st to roam — 
Oh ! 'twas once the Indian's home !' 
Hither, sprites, who love to harm, 
Wheresoie'er you work your charm, 
By the creeks, or by the brakes. 
Where the pale witch feeds her snakes, 
And the cayman* loves to creep. 
Torpid, to his wintry sleep : 
Where the bird of carrion flits. 
And the shuddering murderer sits,* 



1 The idea of this poem occurred to me in passing throiwli 
the very dreary wUJcrncM between Batavia, a new tetue- 
oMot in tlie midm of the woodi, and (he little village of 
Buffalo upon Lake Brie. Thii n the most fetigaiog part 
of the loute, in travelUug through the OensMe country to 
Niagara. 

S " The Five Coorederated Nations (of Ipdians) were 
settled along the banks of the Susquebnnna and the ai^a- 
cent country, until the year 1779, when Geaeral Ballivan, 
with an army of 4000 men, drove them from their ooontry 
to Niagara, where, being obliged toUveon salted provisiooa, 
to which tbev were unaccustomed, great Dombers of them 
died. Two hundred of theo), it is said, were burled b oos 
grave, where tbey had encamped.** — Jforse's ^smHmii 
Oeojn'apkw. 

3 The alligator, wlio is supposed to lie in a torpid slate all 
the winter, in the bank of some creek or pood, having pre 
vioualv swallowed a large number of pine-knots, which ars 
his only sustenance dorin| the time. 

4 This was the modeot punishment for murder (as Father 
Charlevoix tells ua) among the Hurons. ** Th^ laid the 
dead body upon poles at Uio U»p of a cabin, and the mur> 
derer was obliged to remain several dajrs together, and to 
receive all that dropped from the carcass, nst only on hinv 
selfbutonhisfood." 
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Lone beneath a roof of blood, 
Wldle upon his poisoned food, 
From the corpse of him he slew 
Drops the chill and gory dew ! 

Hither bend, you, turn you hither 
Eyes that blast and wings that wither ! 
Cross the wandering Christian's way. 
Lead him, eie the glimpse of day. 
Many a mile of madd*ning error 
Through the maie of night and terror, 
Till the mora behold him lying 
O'er the damp earth, pale and dying I 
Mock him, when his eager si^ 
Seeks the cordial cottage-light ; 
CUeam then, Uke the lightning-bug, 
Tempi him to the den that's dug 
For the foul and iamish'd brood 
Of the she-wolf^ gaunt for blood ! 
Or, unto the dangerous pass 
O'er the deep and dark morass. 
Where the trembling Indian brings 
Belts of porcelam, pipes, and rings. 
Tributes, to be hung in air 
To the Fiend presiding there !' 
Then, when night's long labour past, 
WUder'd, faint, he falls at last. 
Sinking where the causeway's edge 
Moulders in the alimy sedge. 
There let every noiious thing 
Trail its filth and fix its sting ; 
Let the bull-toad taint him over. 
Round him let musquitoes hover, 
In his ears and eye-balls tingling. 
With his blood their poison mii^ling, 
Till, beneath the solar fires, 
lt«nkHn|^ aU, the wretch expires ! 



TO MRS. HENRY T-OHE, 

ON READING HKR ** P8YCHK.*' 

• 

Till me the witching tale again. 
For never has my heart or ear 

Hung on so sweet, so pure a strain. 
So pure to feel, so sweet to bear ! 



Say, Love ! in all thy spring of fame, 
When the high heaven itself was thiMCi 

When piety confess'd the flame. 
And even thy errors were divise ! 

Did ever Muse's hand, so fkir 
A glory round thy temple spread 7 



1802. 



1 " We And alto cullf'* of porcelaio, tobacco, ean of 
maize, ikiDa, etc. by tlic«i(lo uf difficult and danj^rom wajn, 
CO rockf , or by the tide of the falla ; and theM Are »o many 
ofieringi made to lAe spirita which preside ia thcpe niacea. 
Bee CkarUvoix*' Letter on the Tradition* and the Religion 
oftJU Savage* of Canada. 

Father E^anepio too mentioni thii ceremony; he alto 
•ays, " Wo took notice of one barbarian, who made a kind 
ofsacridce upon an oak at the Caacade of Bu Antony of 
Padua, upon tne river Miaaiaiippi." See Hennepin** Voyage 
6U0 /forth Ameriea, 



Did ever lip's ambrosial air 
Such perfUme o'er thy altars shed f 

One maid there was, who roimd her lyre 
The mystic myrtle wildly wreath'd — 

But all her sighs were sighs of fire. 
The myrtle withered •» she breath'd * 

Oh ! you that love's eelestial dxeara. 

In all its purity, woold know. 
Let not the senses* ardent beam. 

Too strongly through the vision glow ! 

Love sweetest lies, conceal'd in night, 
Tlie night where Heaven has lud him lie ; 

Oh! shed not theie aAhaUowed light, 
Or P0TOHC knows, the boy will fly i' 

Dear Pmtohb ! many a chaimed hoai^ 
Through many a wild and magic waste, 

To the &ir fount and blissful bower* 
Thy mazy foot my soul hath trac'd ! 

Where'er thy joys are nuniber'd now. 
Beneath whatever shades of rest. 

The Genius of the stany brow^ 
Hath chain'd thee to thy Cupid's breast ; 

Whether above the horiaon dim. 

Along whose verge our spirits stny, 
(Half sunk within the shadowy brim, 
> Half brigfaten'd by the eternal ray.)* 



7*hou risest to a cloudless pole ! 

Or, lingering here, dost love to maifc 
The twilight walk of many a soul 

Through sunny good and evil dark ; 

Still be the song to Pbtchb dear, 
The song, whose dulcet tide was given 

To keep her name as fadeless here. 
As neocar keeps her soul in heaven ! 



1 See the atory in Apuleiui. With respect to thia beautiful 
allefory of Love and Piyche, there ia an infenioua idea 
aufgested by the lenator Buonarutti, In kia " OaMrvaitM^ 
semrn aicnni framwMiUi di vasi' antitkC* Ue thinka the 
fable IB taken from some veiy occult mysterioi, which had 
long been celebrated in honour of Love : and 4m «ecoaotB, 
upon thia auppoaitwa, for the aiJeaco 4M Ilia «M»re aocieBt 
authora u|ion the aubjuct, a« it was nut till towarda the ds> 
chne of pagan ■upGniilion, tliat w/itera coukl venture to 
reveal or diicnai lueh ceremoniea ; accocdingiy, he observe^ 
we find Luoian and Plutarrh treatiag, wii^uc reserve, of 
the Dea Syria, aad leii and Oairia; and Apuieiua, who baa 
giren ua t}ie itury of Cupid and Pnyclie, hai alao detailed 
•omo of the mysteries of liis. See tKe GiomaUdi IMUratt 
d'ltaliaf torn, xxr'u. artico!. 1. See also tke Oketrvaliotu 
upon tko ancient Qswu in ti* JUuseum Fiorenlinum^ vol. 
I. p. 150. 

I cannot avoid remarking here an error into which the 
Freneh Encydop6diatea have been Ivd bv M. 8|m»o, in their 
article Psyche. They say, ^etron fait un r^cit de la 

Kmpe nuptiale de eea deux aroaoa (Amour ot Psycsbe.) 
ija, dit-iV* etc. etc. The Psycho or Petrontus, however, 
is a servant -maid, and the marriage which he deacrtbes ia 
that of the young Pannychia. See Spon'a tUekoreJUa 
OtarituMOi etc. Diasnrtat. 5. 
S Alluaions to Mrs. T — ghe's poem. 

3 Constancy. 

4 By thia image the Platonlats expreased the middle stals 
of the soul between tensible and intellectual r-'-^ 
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IMPROMPTU. UPON LEAVING SOME 
FRIEND& 

O dolot* oomitum vftlaic ootiu I — CtUuUuB, 

NO| never ibaU my muI foifet 
The frieoda I found to cordial-heaited ; 

Dear shall be Ihe daj we net. 
And dear ahail be Ibe niifat we parted I 

Oh ! if regrets, however sweet, 
Must with the lapse of time decay, 

Yet still, when thus in mirth you meet, 
FiU high to him that's far away ! 

Long be the flame of memory foond, 
Afive-^when with your social glaaa, . 

Let that be still the magic round, 
0*er which obhtion dares not peas ! 



EPISTLE Vm. 
TO THE HONOURABLE W. R. SPENCER, 

Nco venit ad duroii musa vocata gelas. 

Ovid ex PdiUOt Lib. 1. ep. 5. 

FROM BUFFALO UPON LJULK KRIC 

Thou of\ hist told me of the fairy hevis 
Thy heart hae namber*d ih those elaaaie bowers^ - 
Where fancy sees the ghost of ancient wit 
*Mid cowls and cardinals proftsely flit^ 
And pagan spirits, by the pope unlaid^ 
Haunt every su««m and aing throogh ewry shade ! 
There still the batd, who, (if his Bumbers be 
His tongue*s light echo,) must have talked like thee. 
The courtly bard, from whom thy mind has caught 
Those playful, suaihine bolidaya of thought 
In which the basking soul reclines and glows, 
Warm without toil and brilliant in repose. 
There still he roves, and laughing loves to see 
How modem monks with ancient rakes agree ; 
How mitres hang, where ivy wreaths might twine, 
And heathen Massic *a damnM for stronger wine! 
"niere too are all those wandering souls of soBg» 
With whom thy spirit hath commun*d so long. 
Whose rarest gems are, every instant, hung 
By memory's magic on tliy sparkling tongue* 
But here, alas ! by Erie's stormy lake. 
As fkr from thee, my lonely course I take, 
No bright remembrance o'er the fiiney pinyi, 
No classic dream, no star of other days 
Has left that visionary glory here. 
That relic of its light, so sof^ so dear. 
Which gUds and uUows even the rudest scene. 
The humblest shed, where genius once has been ! 

All that creation's varying mass amumet 
Of grand or lovely, here aspires and blooms ; 
Bold rise the mountains, rich the gardens glow, 
Bright lakes expand, and conquering' rivers flow ; 



Mind, mind alone, wilboot whoee qaickeoing Off 
The world *s a wildemeas, and man but chj^ 
Mind, mind alone, in barren, still repose. 
Nor blooms, nor rises, n<Nr expands, nor flows ! 
Take Christians, Mohawks, Democrats and all 
From the rude wigwam te the ■mngrrsrhsHi 
From man Hie saVage, whmher slav'd or ll«% 
To man the civiHx'd, lew tame than he ! 
'Tis one dull chaos, one unfertile strife 
Betwixt half.polish'd and halAfaarbarous life ; 
Where every ill the ancient world ean1>rew 
Is mix'd with evety groesnem ef the flew; 
Where all cemipts though little can eniioa^ 
And nothing 's known of luxvry, bat vk^t 



Is this the region then, is this the clime 
For golden fancy ? for those dreams mbtimfe, 
Which all their mitHcles oF light reveal 
To heads that meditate and hearts that Ibel f 
No, no— the muse of inq>iratiefB plays 
O'er every scene ; i^e walks the foreiit-iiiate. 
And climbs the moantain ; e^ery Moomiilg ^n»I 
Bums with her step, yet man regards it not ! 
She whispers round, her words are in the iir, 
But lost, unheard, they linger freecing there» 
Without one brsadi of sool, divmely streng, 
One ray of heart to thaw them into song ! 

Yet, yet forgive me, oh, yon saered ibw 1 
Whom late by Delaware's green banki I knew , 
Whom, known and k>T'd throngh many a seeial eve 
'Twas bUss to lire with, and 'twas pain to leave !■ 
Less dearly welcome were the lines of yore 
The exile saw upon the sandy shore, 
When his lone heart but faintly hop'd to find 
One print of man, one blessed stamp of tnind ! 
Less dearly welcome than the liberal teal, 
The strength to reason and the warmth to feel. 
The manly polish and the ilhunin'd taste. 
Which, *inid the melancholy, heartless waste 
My foot has wander*d, oh yon sacied few ! 
I found by Delaware's green banks with you. 
Long may you hate the Gallic /irots that runs 
O'er your &ir country and corrupts its sons ; 
Long love the arts, the glories wUdi wimm 
Those fiekk of ftvedom, when yvor aires weM bom 
Oh ! if Americ» can yet be great, 
B^ neither chain'd hj choiee, nor damn'd by fitte 



I Thb ejiiilM't u a« tugfojted by Charl«vo!i*i atrikiiw df 
vciipUoa of the oonfltMiice of lb« Mi«K>nri with th« MttmiM- 



■ippi' *^ I beUeve (hii i« the finest confluence in tbe world. 
Tbe two riven are mach of the lame breadth, each about 
half a league ; but the lliaeouri ia by far the Boet rapW, and 
seems to enter the Miasnsippi like a conqueror, through 
which it oarries tti white waves to the opposite shore with- 
out mixing them : afterwards it ^ives its colour, to the Bl is- 
sisiippi, vrhich it never loses again, boi eatries <|uits down 
to the sea.** — LetUr xxvU. 

1 In tbe society of Mr. DiMinie and his fNendt, at Phils 
delphia, 1 passed the few agnneble moassnis which any toiif 
through the States afforded mo. Mr. Denaie has lucceedeil 
in diflhsing through this elennt Wttle circle that love <br 
good literature and sound ptililios, whieh he feels so trmV" 
ously himself, and which is so very rsNly the characterbtic 
of his countrymen. They will not, I trust, acrose me of 
iniberality for the picture which I have given of the igtit#- 
ranee and corruption that surround them. If I did not hate, 
as I ought, tliP rabble tn which thcv are oppow^d, I roolil 
not vnluo, ns I do, the Hpirit with which they defy it; and 
in lenrning from tiiem what Americana can Ae, I but s«^ 
with tiu* m<^v indii'natiun uimt Amerirans arc 
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To the mob-maaia which imbruea her now, 

She yet can rabe the bright but temperate brow 

Of aingle majesty, can grandly place 

An empire's pillar upon freedom's b Me» 

Nor fear the mighty shaft will feebler prove 

For the &ir capital that floweie above 7 — 

If yet, releas*d from all that vulgar throng. 

So vain of dulness and so pleas'd with wroag. 

Who hourly teach her, like themaelvee, to fanik 

Folly in froth, and bairennesa in pride. 

She yet can rise, can wreath the attic chanaa 

Of soft refinement round the pomp of anna, 

And see her poets flash the fires of aong, 

To light her warriors' thunderbolts along ! 

It is to you, to souls that favouriqg Heaven 

Has made like yours, the glorious task is given — 

Oh, but for fiicA, Columbia's days were done ; 

Rank without ripeness, quicken'd without sun. 

Crude at the suiiace, rotten at the core. 

Her fruits would fall, before her spring were o'er ! 

Believe me, Spinckr, while f wing'd the hodn * 
Where SchuyUdO undulates through banks of floW' 

era. 
Though few the ^ys, the happy evenings fibw. 
So warm with heart, so rich with mind they flew. 
That my full soul forgot its wish to roam. 
And regted there, as in a dream of home ! 
And looks I met, like looks t k>v*d before. 
And voices too, which, as they trembled o'er 
The chord of memory, found fUll many a tone 
Of kindness there in concord with their own ! 
Oh ! we had nights of that communion free. 
That flush of heart, which 1 have known wilh thee 
So oft, so warmly ; nights of mirth and mind, 
Of whims that taught, and fnQk» that TCi6n'd ; 
When shall we both raoow them 7 whoa feiiot'd 
To the pore SmM. and inteUeetnal boerd, 
Shall I once more eiqoy with thee nad tUnB 
Those whima that teach, those foUies that refine? 
Even now, aa waadering upon Erie's shore, 
I hoar Niagara's distant cataract roar, 
I sigh for England— oh ! these weary feet 
Have many a mile to joomey, ore we neet ! 



D nATMX, aE ZOT XAPTA NTN ilNSIAN BUI, 

A WARNING 
TO^ 



On! ikir aa Heaven and chaate as li|^ ! 
bid Nature mould thee all so bright. 
That thon ahooldat ever learn to weep 
O'er langoid Viitue's fatal aleep^ 
O'er shame eztinguiah'd, honoor fled. 
Peace lost, heart wither'd, ieeling dead? 



No, no— <« star waa bom with thee, 
Which aheds eternal purity ! 
Thou hast, within those sainted eyea, 
So (kiT a tfnnoeript of the 



In lines of fire such heavenly lore. 
That man should read them and adore ! 

Yet have 1 known a gentle maid 
Whose early charms were just amy'd 
In nature's loveliness tike thine. 
And woM that oloar, eeleaiia] irign, 
Which seema M awrtt the btnHf thafa Ikir 
For Deaiioy'B peeallnr eare t 
Whose bosom too vraa once a aone. 
Where the bright gem of virtue shone 
Whose eyes were talismans of fire 
Against the spell of man's desire ! 
Yet, hapless girl, in one sad hour. 
Her charms have shed their radiant flower 
Tlie gem has been beguil'd away ; 
Her eyef have lost their chastening ray ; 
The simple fisar, the goihlesa ahame. 
The smiles tint fttrni reflection came. 
All, all have fled, and left her aind 
A faded monam«it behind ! 
like some wave-beaten* moaldering atotw 
To memory raia'd by hands imknowiv 
Which, many a wintry hour, has stood, 
Beside the ford of Tyra's flood. 
To tell the traveller, as he cross'd. 
That there some loved friend waa lost! 
Oh ! 'twas a sight I wept to see — 
Heaven keep the lost-one'a fate from theo ! 



S 



TO 

Ti8 time, I feel, to leave thee now. 
White yet my aoul is aomething fVee ; 

While yet Uiose dangerous eyes allow 
One momem's thought to stray fi^m thee' 

Oh ! thon art every instant dearer— 
Every chance that brings me nigh diee, 

Brings my ruin nearer, nearer i 
I am lost, unless I fly thee ! 

Nay, if thou dost not scorn and hate me^ 

Wish nse not so soon to fidl, 
Duties, &me, and hopes await me. 

Oh ! that eye would blast them all I 

Yea, yea, it wo«ld--4br thon'it aa eold 

As evor yet allur'd or sway'd. 
And weuld'st, without a sigh, behold 

Tbm nSm wUch thyself had made ! 

Yet— eoicU I think that, truly fend, 
'That eye hot onoo would aaaile on me, 

Good Hoaveo ! how much, how &r beyond 
TVmke, duty, hojie, that smile would be! 

Oh ! but to %vin it, night and day, 

Ing^orioua at thy feet reclin'd, 
Fd aigh my dreama of fhme away. 

The world for thee forgot, reaign'dl 

Bat no, no, no-— farewell — we part. 
Never to meet, no, never, never • 

Oh, woman I what a mind uid heart 
Thy coMnesB haa undone for over ! 
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FROM THE fflGH PRIEST OF APOLLO, TO 
A VIRGIN OF DELPHI.' 

Cum difno difna. — Sulpidm. 

** Who M the maid, with golden hair, 
With 07M of fire and feet of air, 
Whoae harp around my altar awella 
The sweetett of a thooaand •hellaf* 

*Twaa thua the deity, who treads 
The arch of heaven, and grandly sheds 
Day from his eye-lids ! — thus he spoke. 
As through ray cell his glories broke. 

**Who is the maid, with golden hair, 
With eyes of fire and feet of air. 
Whose harp around my altar swells. 
The sweetest of a thousand shells 7" 

Aphelia ia the Delphic fiiir,* 
With eyes of fire and golden hair, 
ApheUa's are the airy feet, 
And hers the harp divinely sweet ; 

For foot so light has never trod 
The laurerd caverns' of the god. 
Nor harp so soft has ever given 
A strain to earth or sigh to heaven . 

''Then tell the virgin to unfold, 
In looser pomp, her locks of gold. 
And bid those eyes with fonder fire 
Be kindled for a god's desire ;* 
Since He, who lights the path of years — 
Even from the fount of morning's tears, 
To where his sitting splendours bum 
Upon the western sea-maid's urn — 



1 Thin poem requires a little explanation. It ia well 
kcjwo that, in the ancient templea, whenever a raverend 
priaat, like the lupiioaed author of the invitation before us, 
was inaptred with a tender "inclination towards any fair 
viaitor of the shrine, and, at the aanM time, felt a diflulence 
in hia own powers of persuasion, he had but to proclaim 
that the Ood himself was enamoured of her, and had si^i- 
fled his divine will that ahe ahould sleep in the interior of 
the temple. Many a pious husband connived at this divine 
assifnation, and even declared himself proud of the selec- 
tioo, with which his family had been diitin^ished by the 
deity. In the temple of Jupiter Bolus, there was a splendid 
bed fur these occasions. In Egyptian Thebes the same 
mockery was practised, and at the oracle of Patara in Ly- 
eia, the prieateaa never could prophesy till an interview with 
the deity was allowed her. The story whii^ we rend in 
Joaephus (Lib. xviii. cap. 3.) of the Roman matron Paulina, 
whom tlie priests of Isia, for a brilx^ betrayed in this mamier 
t J Mundua. ia a sinfular instance 01 the impudent excess to 
which creoulity suffered those impostures to be carried. 
This story has been put into the form of a little novel, under 
the name of '* La Pudicitia Schemita,** by the licentioua 
and unfortunate Pallavicino. Bee his Opere Seelle, tom. i. 
I have made my priest here prefer a cave to the temple. 

S In the 0th Pythic of Pindar, where A^iollo, in the same 
manner, requires of Chiron some information respecting the 
fair Cyrees. the Centaur, in obeyin(^, very gravely apolo- 
gises for teiling the god what hia omniscience must know so 
perfectly already : 



I Cannot, in all his course, heboid 

8och eyes of fire, such hair of gold ! 
Tell her, he comes, in blissful pride. 
His lip yet sparkling with the tide. 
That mantles in Olympian bowls, 
The nectar of eternal souls ! 
For her, for her he quits the skies, 
And to her kiss from nectar flies. 
Oh ! he would hide his wreath of rays, 
And leave the world to pine for days. 
Might he but pass the hours of shade, 
Imbosom'd by his Delphic maid — 
She, more than earthly woman blest. 
He, more than god on woman's breast !** 

There is a cave beneath the steep,' 
Where living rills of crystal weep 
O'er herbage of the loveliest hue 
That ever spring begem'd with dew : 
There oft the green bank's glossy tint 
Is brighten'd by the amorous print 
. Of many a faun and naiad's form. 
That still upon the dew is warm. 
When virgins come, at peep of day, 
To kiss the sod where lovers l|iy ! 
** There, there,^' the god, impassioned, said, 
"Soon as the twilight tinge is fled, 
And the dim orb of lunar souls^ 
Along its shadowy path-way rolls — 
There shall we find our bridal bed. 
And ne^er did rosy rapture spread. 
Not even in Jove, voluptuous bowers, 
A bridal bed so blest as ours !'* 

" Tell the imperial God, who reigns. 
Sublime in oriental fiuies, 
Whose towering turrets paint their pride 
Upon Euphrates* pregnant tide;' 
Tell him, when to his midnight loves 
In mystic majesty he moves. 
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3 Axx* iif Im^vmI^ yjiuKm finT9fimt rutt, Ewripid. 
/•a. V. 76. 

4 Ne deve pariorir ammiratione ch* egli si nregiasse di 
iver una Deitl eoneorrente nel poaaeaso della moflie; 



aaver 



itr^ anche, nei noetri aecoli, non oetante coal rigoroee 
— «• d'ooora, trovasi chi s'ascrive k gloria il veder la mo- 
llis hooorata da gT amplesai di un Principe.— PoiZavtcma. 



1 The Corycian Cave, which Pansaniaa mentions. The 
inhabitants of Parnassus held it sacred to the Coryeiaa 
nymphs, who were children of the river Plistus. 

S See a preceding note, page 119. It should seem that 
lunar spirhs were of a purer order than spirits in general, aa 
Pytha^ras was said by his followers to have dcscendedmm 
the regions of the moon. The heresiarch Manes too ima- 
gined that the sun and moon are the residence of Christ, 
and that the aacenaion was nothing more than hia flight to 
those orbs. 

3 The temple of Jupiter Bclua at Babylon, which con- 
sialed of aeveral chapels and lowers. " In the hist tower 
(says Herodotus) is a large cha|iel, in which there lies a bed, 
very splendidly ornamented, and beside it a table of gold; 
but there is no statue in the place. No man is allowed to 
aleep here, but the apartment b appropriated to a female, 
whom, if we believe the Chaldean priests, the deity selects 
from the women of the country, as his favourite."— Lib. i 
cap. 181. 

The poem now before the reader, and a few nK>re Is the 
present collection, are taken from a work, which I rather 

Cematurely announced to the public, and which, perhans very 
ckily for myaolf, was interrupted by my voyage to Ameri- 
ca. The following fiagmerMs from the same work describe 
the efieet of one of th<«e invitations of Apollo upon the 
mind of a young entbnaiastic giri : — 

Delphi heard her ahrine proclaim, 
Id oracles, the guilty flame. 
Apollo lov'd my youthful cbama, 
Apollo woo'd me to his arms !— 
Sure, sure when man so o(l allows 
Relif ion*s wreath to blind his browrs, 
Weak wondering woman mtiaC believe, 
Where pride anoseal at once deceive. 
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fightiitd by many an odorous fire, 
And hynin'd by all Chaldea's choir — 
Oh ! tell the godhead to confeM, 
The pompous joy delights him less, 
(Even though his mighty arms enfold 
A priestess on a couch of gold) 
Than, when in lovers unholier prank. 
By moonlight cave or rustic bank, 
Upon his neck some wood-nymph lies, 
Eihajing from her lips and eyes 
The flame and incense of deUght, 
To sanctify a dearer rite, 
A mystery, more divinely warm*d 
Than priesthood ever yet perfonn*d !'* 

Happy the maid, whom Heaven allows 
To l»eak for Heaven her virgin vows ! 
Happy the maid ! — her robe of shame 
Is whiten'd by a heavenly flame. 
Whose glory, with a lingering trace, 
Shines through and deifies her race ! 

C^ viigin ! what a doom is thine ! 
To>nigbt, to-night a lip divine* 



When flattery takes a holy vest. 

Oh ! *tis loo much for woman** breast ! 

How of^n ere the destio'd time. 

Which wss to seal mv joys lublime, 

How often did I tremohng run 

To meet, st morn, the mounting luo, 

And, while bis fervid beam he threw 

Upon my lips* luxuriant dew. 

I thouffat-^^lat ! the simple dream — 

There burn*d a kia in every beam ; 

With parted lips inhal'd their heat. 

And s((h*d, ** oh god ! thy kisi is sweet !** 

Oft too, St day*f meridian hour, 
When to the naiad *■ gleam v bower 
Our virgins steal, andj^ blushing, hide 
Their beauties in the folding tide. 
If, through the grove, whoM modest arms 
Were spread around my robeless charms, 
A wandering i unbeam wanton fell 
Where lover's looks alone should dwell. 
Not all a lover's looks of flame 
Could kindle such an amorous shame. 
It was the lun** admirins glance, 
And, as I fislt its flow advance 
0*er my young beauties, wildly flnsh*d 
I bum*d and panted, thrilTd and blush'd! 
e * ♦ • • • 

No deity at midnight came — 
The lamps, that witness'd all my shame, 
Eeveal*d to these bewilder*d eyes 
No other shape than earth lupplies ; 
No solsr light, no nectar'd air, 
All, all, alas! was human there : 
Woman*! faint conflict, virtue's fall. 
And passion*! victory — human all! 

How gently must the guilt of love 
Be eharm'd away by Powers above, 
Wh«i men poueu such tender skill 
In softening crime and sweetening ill ! a 
*Twai but a ni«ht, nnd morning's rays 
Eiaw me, with fond forgiving gsze. 
Hang o*sr the quiet slumbering breast 
Of him who ruin'd all my rest ; 
Him^ who had taught these eyes to weep 

Their first sad tears, and yet could sleep ! 

♦ » • ♦• ♦ 

1 Pootaoelle, in his playful rifatimmU of the Isamsd 
UkitOTials of Vao-Dsls, hss related in his own inimitable 
BBaanar an adventure of this kind, which wss detected and 
azpossd at Alazandria. See VUittorU du OratUa^ s#- 
•oMJe disssrtat ebap. viL CrebiUoo, too, in oos of his SMist 
amoiing little stories, has made the O^nis Mange-Taopss, 



In every kiss shall stamp on thee 

A seal of immortality ! • 

Fly to the cave, Aphelia, fly ; 

There lose the world, and wed the sky ! 

There all the boundless rapture steal 

Which goda can give, or woman feel ! 



WOMAN. 

AwAT, away— you*re all the same, 
A fluttering, smiling, jilting throng ! 

Oh ! by my soul, I busn with shame. 
To think Tve been your slave so long ! 

Slow to be warm'd, and quick to rove, 
From folly kind, from cunning loath, 

Too cold for bliss, too weak for love. 
Yet feigning all that *s best in both. 

Still panting o'er a crowd to reign. 
More joy it gives to woman*s breast 

To make ten frigid coxcombs vain. 
Than one true, manly lover blest ! 

Away, away — ^your smile 's a curser- 
Oh ! blot me from the race of men. 

Kind pitying He«ven ! by death or worse, 
Before I love such things again ! 



BALLAD STANZAS. 

I KNEW by the smoke that so gracefblly curFd 
Above the green elms, that a cottage was near. 

And I said, ** if there's peace to be found in the worl^ 
A heart that was humble might hope for it here !** 

It was noon, and on flowers that languish*d around 
In silence repos*d the voluptuous bee ; 

Every leaf was at rest, and 1 heard not a aonnd 
But the wood-pecker tapping the hollow beech-tree. 

And ** Here in this lone little wood,** I exclaim*d, 
*' With a maid vvho was lovely t»soul and to eye, 

Who would blush when I praisM her, and weep if I 
blam'd. 
How blest could I live, and how calm could I die * 

** By the shade of yon stmiach, whose red berry dips 
In the gush of the fountain, how sweet to recline, 

And to knoi^ that I sigh'd upon innocent lips, 
Which had never been sigh'd on by any but mine !** 



TO 



NOZEI TA «IATATA. E^ripidet. 



1803. 



Com K, take the harp— 'tis vain to muse 
Upon the gathering ills we see ; 

Oh ! take the harp, and let me lose 
All thoughts of ill in hearing thee ! 



of the Isle Jonquille, assert this privilege of spiritual bangs 
in a manner very formidable to the husbaods oC \kib vficvSk, 
He savs, however^ " Lea mam wwvNa \^va«, ^ 
icNmaHDB\s^n!Ub\ «ii\ax«\«sa^O*^'»»^^«* 
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Sing to mc, love ! — though de^h were near, 
Thy song could make my suul forget — 

Nay, nay, in pity dry that tear, 
All may b« well, be happy yet ! 

Let me but ste that nnowj arm 
Once more upon the dear harp lie, 

And I will cease to dream of harm. 
Will smile at fate, while thou art nigh ! 

Give me that strain of mournful touch. 
We U8*d to krve long, long tgo^ 

Before our hearts bad known aa mudi 
As now, alas ! they bleed to kaow ! 



Sweet notes ! they tell of former peace. 
Of all that look*d so rapturous tlien^. 

Now withered, lost—oh ! pray thee, ceaee, 
I cannot bear those soiuda again ! 

Art thou too, wretched 7 yes, thou art ; 

I see thy tears flow fast with miii^^ 
Come, oome to this devoted heart, 

*Ti8 breaking, but it stUl is tUne ! 



A VISION OF PHILOSOPHY. 

*TwAS on the Red Sea coast, at mora, we met 
The venerable man :' a virgin bloom 
Of softness mingled with the vigorous thought 
That tower*d upon his brow ; as when we see 
The gentle moon and the fiiU imdiaat 'tain 
Shining in heaven together. When he spoiie, 
*Twas language sweetened into song — iuch holy 

sounds 
As ofl the spirit of the good man hean^ 
Prelusive to the harmony of heaven, 
When 4eatk is aigh !' and still, as he imclos'4 
His sacred lips, en odoor, all as blind 
As oceen^fareeaea gather from die flowen 
That blonoai in etysiuns,' brsadi*d areewli 
With silent awe we listen'd, while he told 
Of Xh^ dark veil, which many an age had hung 
0*er Nature's form, till by the touch of Time 
The mystic shroud grew thin and luminous, 
And half the goddess beam'd in glimpses through it ! 
Of magic wonders, that were knovm and taught 
'^ hiod (or Cham or Zoroaster nam'd) 

1 lo PluUrch*B Essajf on the Decline ^f the Ormtles, 
Cleombrotoii, one of the tnterlocuton, describef an extra- 
ordinary roan whom he had met with, after long rewarch, 
4i|KM the banks of the Red Sea. Once in every year thii 
•uperaatural perMnage appearad to mortab, and conrerMd 
wiih them ; the reel of hu time he pawed among the Genii 
and the Nympha. Hipt rnv tfv^f»9 ^mKmrrsv iv^ov, ■»- 
^ftwitf mvM w»v irof »w»^ ivTu^xxvef tm, ToiXXa {f rvv 
T»tt ¥Vft^mt(,*Ofturi xat ituftort^ «( i^atomi. He spoke 
in a tone not far removed from nng ing , and whenever he 
opened hit lips, a fragrance filled the place: ^^lyyti^viv 
It T9V TOirov $vaitM xsTi<Xf,TOvrTP^«T*( i|l'<rT«v atjreirvf- 
^vrs;. Prom him Cleombrotui learned the doctrine of a 
plurality of worlds. 

9 The celebrated Janiu Dousa, a little before hb death, 
imagined that he heard a straia of mosie In the air. See 
the poem of fleinnmt ^ to harraonian qaam paelo laite 
Abitura audire ribt rbus eat Douaa.** Page fiOl. 
3 — — ^— ^^— i»5« /Kax«f ev 
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Who mus*d amid the migliiy cataclysm, 
O'er his r«dc tabiets of primeval lore,' 
Nor let the living star of science^ sink 
Beneath the waters which ingulfd the world !— 
Of visions, by Calliope reveal'd 
To him,' who trac'd upon BTs typic lyre 
The diapason of man*s mingled frame. 
And the grand Doric heptachord of Heaven ! 
With all of pure, of wondrous and arcane. 
Which the grave sons of Mochus, many a night, 
Told to the young and bright-hair'd visitant 
Of Carmers sacred mount !^ — ^Then, in a flow 

1 Cham, the son of Noah, is aapposed to have taken with 
him into the ark tho princijial dootriaaa of maficair or rathoi 
of natural, acieuct!, wliicli he had inscribed upon aoiue very 
durable sabalancea, in order that ikNSjr sngbt leaist the 
ravages of the deluge, and trananiit the aeerota of antedilu- 
vian knowledge to his |M>aterity. — See the exlracta made by 
Bayle, iu his anicle Ckam. The ideniitv of Cham and Zo- 
roaster depends upon ibe auliiority of Betoaas, or iktb im- 
poaior Anniua, and a few mora suoh respectable teatioaonies. 
Bee Maude's Apulogic pour ies GnauU Hommt$t eto. 
Chap. 8, where ba takea more trouble thaa b ascassary in 
refuting this gratuitous supposition. 

U Chamuin a poataha fanjoa artb adaiiratorlbea Soroae* 
trum, aeu vivum astrum, proptaraa foMM dicUm at^ce Dao 
habitum. — Bockort. Geograpk. Sacr. lib. iv. cap. i. 

3 Orpheua. — Paulinua, in his Hebdomadee, Cap. il. L<b. 
iii. has endeavoured to diow, after tlie Platonials, that man 
is a diapason, tnttde up of a diateaaeroa, which b hb aoul, 
and a diapente, which b hb body. Thuse fteouent alluaioaa 
to music, by which the ancient philoaophers illustrated their 
sublime theories, mtut have (ended %'ery much to elevata 
the character of the art, and to enrich it with asaociationa 
of the grandest and most interesting nature. See a pre- 
ceding note, page 107, for their ideas upon the harmony ot 
the sphert». Heraclitus compared the mixture of good and 
evil in this world to the bletnled variuties of bariitony in a 
musical instrument: {Piutarek de Animm PToero4U.) and 
Euryiihamaa the Pylhagurean, in a fVagment preaerved by 
StobiBus, describes human life, in its perfection, as a aweat 
and welhiuned lyre. Some or the aocieata were ao fanciftti 
as to suppose that tho operations of the memory ware regu- 
lated by a kind of musical cadence, and that ideas oocurriad 
to it " |ier arsin et theaio ;** while othera converted the whole 
man into a mere harmonized machine, whoae motioo de- 
pended upon a certain tension of the body, analogous to that 
of the strings in an instrument. Cicero indera ridieulas 
Arbtoxenus lor thb fancy, and says. " let him teach singiiup. 
and leave nhiloaophy to Arbtollu ;** but Arbtotle himsslK 
though decidedly opposed to the harmonic apeculatiooa of 



apeculatiooa or 

the Pythagoreans and Platooists, could sometimes conde- 
scend to enliven hb doctrines by reference to tho beautias 
of muaiesj science ; as. in the treatise Ili^i xe«-^*v, attri- 
buted to him, JCxS'Ajri^ 41 t¥ X^f*, x9pv^«ie« %»rmfJ^»9r»%. 

«. T. X. 

The Abbi Batteux, upon the doctrine of the Stoics, attri- 
butes to those pbiloaophera the aane mode of illustration. 
**L'ameetait cause active, irattv atm;, le corps cause 
paaaive nit tou ir»«-x<«v. L*une agisaant dans Tautre; et 
y prvnant, par son action mdme, un caractcre, dea formes, 
des modifications, quVHe n'avalt pas par elle-mdms : a pan 

£r^ eommo Tair, aui, chasa^ dana un instrument de miuiane, 
tit connaitre par loa diflT^rens aons qu^il prodoit, las diffbr- 
entes modifications quMI y rct^oit** See a floe aimilo of 
thb kind in Cardinal Polignae*t Poem^ Lib. 5. v. 734. 

4 Pjrthagoraa is represented in Jamblichtia as dss ce odiag 
with great solemnity from Mount Carmel, for which reason 
the Carmelites have claimed him as one of their l^atemity. 
This Mochtu or Moachux, with the descendants of whons 
Pythagoras conversed in Phcraicia, and firom whoai Im da- 
rived tho doctrines of atomic philoaopby, b auppoaod by 
some to be the same with Moaes. Hoett has adopted this 
Idea, Diwtonttration HangHiquty Prop. rv. chap. i. $ 7; 
and Le Clerc, amongst others, has refuted it. See BiblioUu 
ekoisiej, torn. i. p. 75. — It is certain, however, that the doe- 
trine of atoms was known and promulgated long before Epi- 
curus. " With the fountains of Democritus," says Cicero, 
" the gardana of Bpteurua were watered -/* and i w de p d the 
learned author of the hUlUeiuai SyHom haa sbowa, fluff 
all the aarW pMloeophers, till the time of Plato, wars alem- 
isti. WaftM Epicuma, however, boasthig that Ma tsesii 
■vw aad unbenowed, and perhaps law aawe g the 
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Of ctlmer conTene, he beguilM Of on 
Throogh many a maze of garden and of%porcli. 



andMita bad a itronger elaim to orifinality ; for, in tniih, 
if wo examioo ibeir icboola of pbiloi^ihjr, BOtarithouMiMuf 
the pocttliaiilMO whiflh mmd lo dMlinfuisli then flroa each 
olb«r, we may generally ooaorve that the ditfvrance u but 
▼orbal and trilliag| and that, among those voiious and learn- 
ed h«reuee, there it scarcely one to be ielected, whooe opi- 
nions are its own, original, and exclu«iv«. Tha doctrine of 
the workl's etenirty may be traced through aU the sects. 
The oontinaal metempsychosis of Pythsforas, the grand 
periodic year of the Sioics, (at the concluiion of which the 
universe is supposed to return to its origioa] order, and 
commence a new revolution,) the successive dissolution and 
eombination of atoms maintained by the Epicureans, all 
these tenets are but difllereat inlimations of the same jgane- 
ral belief in the eternity of the world. As St. Austin ex- 
plains the periodic year of the Stoics, it disagrees only so far 
with the idea of the Pythagoreans, that instead uf anendlcM 
Iraosmission or the loul turoogh a variety of bodies, h re- 
store the same body and-socrf to repeat their former round 
of existence, and ** that identical Plato, who lectured in the 
Academy ot Athons, vhail again and again, at certain inter- 
vals during the lapse of eternuy, aupear in the same academy 
and rvsuiite the same runctions— * .... sic eadera tempore 
teroitoraiiuiiiquu rvtmn vulumina repeii, ot v.g. siciit in isto 
ssKulo Pluto philosophus in urbe Atheniensi, in ea scbola 
quu Academia dtcta est, discipulos docuii, ita per innume- 
rabilia retro s«cula, multum plexis quidero iniervallis, sed 
certis, et idem Plato, et eadem civitos, eHdem^ue scbola, 
iidemqoe discipuli re|)«titi ct |)«r ionumerabilia demde sscula 
repetendi sint— <de CivitaU Dei. lib. xii. cap. 13. Vanini, 
in hb diatngaes, has given us a similar explication of the 
periodic revolutions of tlie world. "Ea de causa, qui nunc 
sunt in usu ritiu, centies millies foeront, toticsque renaseen- 
tur quoiles oecMeront.** — 59. 

The paradoxical notions of the Stoics, upon the beauty, 
the riches, the dominion of their imaginary sage, are aaftons 
the most distin^ishing characteristics of the school^ ana, 
according to tlieir advocate Lipsius, were peculiar to that 
sect. " Priorn ilia (decreta) que passim in philesephantium 
scholis fere ubtinent, ista quv peculinria huic seoia et ha- 
bent contradictionem : i. e. paradoxa." — Manudutt ad 
Stok. Pkilos. lib. ill. diasartat. 3. But it is evident (as 
the Abbe Gawsr has remarked, Mimoiret de VJlcnd, torn. 
35.) that even thtrse absurdities of the sioics are burrowed, 
and that Plato in the source of aH their evtrsvagant para- 
doxes. We find their dogma, *' rlives oui saniens,'* (which 
Clement of Alexandria has transferred from the Philosopher 
to the Christian, Pmdagog. lib. iii. cap. 6.) expressed in the 
prayer of Socrates st the end of the PbBdius. Q 9<x.« XImv 
r» %$n »\K»t ere< mli .^loi, feiiiTi /vei x«X.« ytrtrimt T«r- 
le^iv TS(».^iv {| era IX", to<( ivra; iira« /toi f(X4«* 
irXsrtov it r*/(<^oi^< T^vre^Av. And many other instances 
might be adduced from tlie AvTtpai«>T«i,the nex<T<KO(,etc. 
to prove that these weeds of paradox, were gathered among 
the bowers of the Acodumy. Hence it is thst Cicero, in the 
preface to his Paradoxes, cafb them Bocratica ; and Lipsiu^ 
exulting in the patronage of Socrates, says, " lllo totua est 
nosier.** This is inde^ a coalition which evinces as much 
as can be wished the confused similitudo of ancient philo- 
sophical opinions: the fbthet of scepticism is hare enrolled 
amcngst the founders of the Portico ; he, whose best know- 
ledge was that of his (fvfn ignorance, is called in to aofhoifaa 
tlic pretensions of tba Moot obatinate dognatists in all an- 
tiouity. 

Rtttilins, in his ItmeraYium^ has ridiculed (he sabbafh of 
the Jews, ss " lassati molNs imago Dei ;** bot Epicorus gave 
an eternal holiday to his gods, and, ratlier than disturb the 
slumbers of Olymnus, dtmicd at once the inteiftroaoe of a 
PhiVNMlMe. lie dt«es not, however, seem to have baeo sin- 
gular in this opinion. Thaopbilus of Antioch, If he deserve 
any credit, in a letter to Antolycos, Tib. iil. Itnpntei a simi*> 
lar belief tb P^thaeoras. ^n* • (Ilvlirt^iMic) tt tm* wmrrmv 
5fsc mvbfmwmv t^n^tv ^fivrtO**', Bod Piularch, though so 
hostile to xhe followefs of Epieunis, has oiteceoontabfy 
adopted the very same thaologioal error ; having quoted the 
cpioions of Anaixagoras and Plato upon divinity, he adds, 

tirtm^9ftt9»9 T«v i$v^fmWif»*. t)9 PUgit. Pki U Mph^ 

lib. i. cap. 7. — Plato himself has attributed a deqree of in- 
diflTarence to the gods, wbkJh is not far removed from Iha 
apathy of Epicunis*sheaven; as thus, in his Philebos, where 
PlOlarchos asks, Ovwr lixo; yt vTi ^aifitv d*i«c, k-r* T* 
•vsvTtp* ; and Socrates answers, n«rv /vcr m»v •(«»«•, •rxn- 
^9* yv9 •vT«v maTifov^iyvo/tfvsv t«>riv : while Aristotle 
soppoaas a still more absiird neutrality, and concludes, by no 



Through many a 17110111, whevt the ■catter'd light 
Of heavenly truth lay, like a broken 
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very flattering aoaiogjr, that the Deil^ is m iocapahla of vir- 
tue as ol vice: IfM* y»^mrirt( evjiv ^i|^««u irrt xmkib, sul* 
•fiTii, ewT«( ev^i ^lou. — Ethic. ITtcoMnuk. lib. vii. cap. 1. 
In irttih, Aristotle, upon the salgeci ol Provideace, was little 
more correct than Epicurus, lie lUppostMl the moon to be the 
limitof divinu iaierlerence, excluding ul'cuume this sublunary 
world from its iiittuemu. The Hrit deiinition of the world, 
in his treatise ll«e« ncr^v, (if this ueatise bo resUy tlia 
work of Aristotle,) agrees, almost vorbum verbo. with that 
in the letter of Epicurus to Pyihocles; tliuy both omit the 
mention of a deity ; and, in his Ethics, he mtimates a doubt 
whether the gods fcMl any interast in the ceaoerns of man- 

kiodk £• y^ ▼•( fir«/«iA.iis rw sr^^wiriireuir vim ^tmv 
yt¥tTut. It is true, he udds, ^llrwi^ ioxii, but even this is 
very sceptical. 

In iheso erronuous ooaeo)itions of Aristeth), we trace tha 
cause of that genural negit ct, which his philosoptiy expe- 
rienced among tlie early l.iin^iiuits. Pluto is seldom much 
more orthodox ; but the obscure eHthusiasm of Ms style al* 
lowed tlicMii to interpret all his loiicies to their puqjose ; such 
glowift|f stetH was easily monM«:d, and llatonism became a 
sword in the hnods of the I'sthers. 

The Providence of the Stoics, so vaunted in their school, 
was a |)ower as contemptibly inetttcienl as the rest. All 
was fate in the system of the Portico. Tim ehatiis of deMiay 
wore thrown over Jupiter himselt^ and their deity was like 
Borgia, et Cesar el nihil. Not wvcn the laiigMage of Seneca 
can reconcile this degtadation of divinity : •* Ule ipso omnt- 
um eondltor ac rector scrtpsit quidam fata, set! sequitar ; 
seaftper paret, semel jussit." I^ib. de I*revidt$uid^ Cap. 5. 

WitJi reopect to the difference between the Stoics, Peripa- 
taticsf and Academicians, the following words of CicerO| 
prove that he saw but little to distinguish them from each 
other: " Peripateticos et Academicos, numinibus difTerentes, 
re coa^uetii«s; a quibus Sloici ipsi verbis roagis qusm 
senlenuis disstiusoruot." .^caderuic. lib. ii. 5., and peihaps 
what Keid has remarked u|)oii one of their points of contro- 
versy might be applied ac ulfectually to the reconcilement 
of all tiie rest: *'The dispute between the Stoics and 
Peripatetics was probubly all fur wont of definition. The 
one said ihoy were good under tlio control of reason, tlie 
other that they should be eradicotod." Essays^ vol. iii. 
la short, from the little which I know upon the subject, it 
appt^-ars to me as ditlicult to establish the boundaries of 
opinion between any two of the philosophical sects, as it 
would bo to fix tho land-marks of those estates in the moon, 
which Ricciolus so generously alloiied to his brother as> 
trooomers. Accordingly we i*bscrve some of the greatest 
men of antiquity passing without scruple from school to 
school, according to the fancy or convenience of the mo- 
men*. Cicero, the father of Roman philosophy, is some- 
times an Academician, sometimes a Stoic; and, more than 
onco, he arknowfedges a conformity with Epicurus : " non 
sine causa igitur, Epicurus ausus est dicere semper in plu- 
ribus boots esse sapiontem, ouia semper sit in voluptatibus.** 
TmscidaM, Qa^sst. lib. v.— Though often pure in hb theo- 
logy, he sometimes smiles at futurity as a fiction; thus, in 
his Oration toi Cluentius, speaking of punishments in the 
lift to coma, he says, ** Quie si falsa suntj id quod omnes 
inteliigunt, qnid ei taodom aliud mors eripuit, prxter sensoin 
doloris 1** though here perhaps we should do film justice by 
agreeing with his commentator Sylvius, who remarks upon 
this passage, " Hsm autem dixit, ut caus» snie subserviret.** 
Horace roves like a butterfly through th« schools, and now 
winn along tha walb of the Porch, and now basks among 
tha lowers of the Garden ; while Virgil, with a tone of mmd 
strooglT philosophical, has left as uncertain of the sect 
which he espoused ; the balance of opinion declares him nn 
Epicurean, out the ancient author of^his Ilfb asserts that he 
^'i\9 OM Academician, and we trace throngh bb poetry the 
iciieis of almost all the leading sects, "nte same kind of 
eli'Ctrio indiflerence is o1)servabIe in most of the Roman 
\vriiors. Thus Propertitts, in the Una elegy of Cfnthia, 00 
Ilia doparture for Athens, 

una vel studJM animum enoaadaie Platonis, 
Incipiam, ant hortb, dode Epicure, tnis. 

Lib.iii. Elag.SI. 

Tboogb Broukhinhis fame roads, " dnx Epieure,** afhieh 
saems to fi)c the poet under the banners of Eplearia. fivew 
the Stoic Seneca, whose doctrines have been eonsiderad so 
orthodox, that Bt. Jerome has ranked him amongst the 
ecclesiastical writers, and Bnecaecio, in his eonaionCary 
tipon Dante, has doubted, (in conskbratioa ^ v^i« < ' 
phar*s soppoaad «(Rt«agnQAaT«» ^wV^^.'Yvik^ 
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From the pure sun, which, though refracted ail 

Into a thouaand huea, ia aimahine atill,* 

And bright through every change ! — he apoke of Him, 

The lone,' eternal One who dwella above, 

And of the aouFa untraceable deacent 

From that high fount of apirit, through the grades 

Of intellectual being, till it mix 

With atoma vague, corruptible, and dork ; 

Nor even then, though aunk in eaithly droaa, 

Corrupted all, nor ita ethereal touch 

Quite loat, but taating of the fountain itill! 

Aa aome bright river, which boa roU*d alo&g 

Through meada of flowery light and mines of gold, 

When pourM at \enftth into the duaky deep, 

Disdains to mingle with ita briny taint. 

But keeps awhile the pure and golden tingey 

The balmy freahneaa of the fielda it left !* 

And here the old man oeaaed — a winged train 
Of nymphs and genii led him from oureyea. 
The fair illusion fled ; and, aa I wak'd, 
I knew my viaionary aoul had been 
Among that people of aerial dreams 
Who hve upon the burning galaxy !^ 

Dante should have placed him in Limbo with the rest of the 
Piigaus — tho rifid S«noca has bestowed soeh commeoda- 
tiuiu on Epicurus, that if only those passsfes of his WforiEs 
were preserved to uf, we could not, I think, hesitate in pro- 
nouncing him an Epicurean. In the same manner we find 
Porphyry, in his work upon abstinence, referring to Epicurus 
as an example of the most strict Pythagorean teroperanee ; 
and Lanceiotti, the author of Farfmlloni degh anlieki 



TO 



latarieij has been seduced by this ^ave reputation of Epi- 
curus inio the absurd error of associating him withChryaipi 
put, as a chief of the Stoic school. There is no doubt, 
indeed, that however the Epicurean seel might have relaxed 
from iu original purity, the morals of its founder were as 
correct as those of anv among the ancient philosophers; and 
uht doctrines upon pleasure, as explained in the letter to 
MencDceus, are ratiunal, amiable, and ooh«istent with our 
nature. M. de Sabluni, in his Orand* hammes vengis ex- 
prenes strong indignation against the Encydopedistes for 
their just and animated praises of Epicurus, and discussing 
the question, '* si ce philosopbe ^tait vertueux,** he denies it 
upon no other authority than the calumnies collected by 
Plutarch, who himself confesses that, on this particolsr sub- 
ject, be consulted only opinion and report, without pausing 
to investigate their truth. AKKm ri|v f olMvif ov ri|v mKt^tav 
97Loir»vft.nv . To the factious seal of hts illiberal rivals the 
Stoics, Epicurus owed those gross misrepreseotations of the 
life and opinions of himself and his associates, which, not- 
withstanding the learned exertions of Oaaseixii, have still 
leA an odium on the name of his philosophy ; and we ought 
to examine the ancient accounts of Epicurus with the same 
degree of cautious belief which, in reading ecdesiaBtieal 
history, we yield to the declamauons of the fathers against 
the heretics ; trusting aa little to Plutarch upon a dogma of 
this philosopher, as we would to St Cyril upon a tenet of 
Nestorius. (1801.) 

The preceding remarks, I wish the rvader to obasrve, 
were written at a time when I thought the studies to which 
they refer much more important and much more amusing 
than, I freely confess, they sppear to me st present 

1 Lactantius SMerts that all the truths of Christianity may 
be found d (opened through the ancient philosophical sects, 
and tha( any one who would collect these scattered frag- 
ments of orthodoxy, might form a code in no respect differ- 
ing from that of the Christian. " Si extitisset aUonis, qui 
veritaiem ' spars^m per singulos per seetaaque uifTusam 
colligeret in unum, ac redigeret in corpus, is profbeto non 
dis«cntiret a nobis.*' — Inst. Ub. vi. c. 7. 

2 To ft«¥»v xai ifnfttw. 

3 This fine Platonic image I have taken from a paaaage 
in Fsther Bouchet's letter upon the Metempsychosis, in- 
serted in PiearCa Orim. Relig. tom. iv. 

4 Accocdinff to Pythagoras, the people of Dreams are 
suals eoHectad together in the Galaxy. ^ni*«9 i* •v««^«'*, 



The world had just begim to steal 
Each hope that led me lightly on, 

I fiek not, as I ua*d to feel. 
And life grew dork and lore was gone! 

No eye to mingle aorrow*8 tear. 
No lip to mingle pleaaure*a breath, 

No tongue to call me kind and dear — 
*Twaa gloomy, and 1 wiah*d for death ! 

But when I aaw that gentle eye. 
Oh ! aomething aeem'd to tell me tbent 

Hiat I waa yet too young to die. 
And hope and blisa might bloom again f 

With every beamy amile, that cross*d 
Your kindling cheek, you lighted home 

Some feeling which my heart had lost. 
And peace, which long had leam*d to roam 

'Twaa then indeed ao aweet to lire^ 
Hope l€K>k'd ao new^ and lore so kind/ 

That, though I weep, I still forgive 
The ruin, which they've left behind! 

I could have lov'd you — oh ao well ; — 
The dream, that wishing boyhood knowSf 

la but a bright beguiling apell. 
Which only lives, while paasion glows : 

Bat when this early fluah declines, 
When the heart's rivid morning fleets, 

You know not then how close it twines 
Round the first kindred soul it meets ! 

Yes, yes, I could have lov'd, as one 
Who, while his youth's enchantmeits ftUr 

Finds something dear to rest upon, 
Which pays him for the loss of all ! 



DREAMa 



TO 



In alunriier, I prithee how is it 
That aouls are oti taking the air. 

And paying each other a Tisit, 
While bodies are — Heaven knows where T 

Last night, *tis in vain to deny it, 
Your aoul took a fancy to roam. 

For I heard her, on tiptoe ao quiet. 
Come aak, whether mine waa at home. 

And nune let her in with delight. 
And they talk'd and they kiss'd the time 

For, when aoula come together at night, 
There ia no knowing what they may*nt do ! 

And your little aoul, Heaven bless her ! 

Had much to complain and to aay, 
Of how aadly you wrong and oppreas her 

By keeping her priaonM all day. 



If I happen,** said she, ** but to 
For a peep now and then to her eje^ 
Or to quiet the fever I feel, 
Juat venture abroad on a si^; 
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** In an instant, the frightena me in 
** With some phantom of prudence or terror, 

For fear I should stray into sin, 
Or, what is still worse, into error ! 

" So, instead of <fispla7ing my greoee 

Through look, and through words, and through 
mein, 
I am shut up in comers and places. 

Where ttiily I blush to be seen !" 

Upon hearing this piteous confession* 

Afy Soul, looking tenderly at her. 
Declared, as for grace and discretion. 

He did not know much of the matter ; 

*• Bat, to-morrow, sweet Spirit !" he said, 
** Be at home after midnight, and then 

I will come when your lady's in bed. 
And we'll talk o'er the sul^ect again." 

So she whispered a word in his ear^ 

I suppose to her door to direct him. 
And— just after midnight, my dear,^ 

Your polite httle soul may expect him 



TO MRS. 



To see thee every day that came. 
And find thee every day the same. 
In pleasure's smile or sorrow's tear 
The same benign, consoling dear ! — 
To meet thee early, leave thee late. 
Has been so long, my bliss, my fate. 
That life, without this cheering ray. 
Which came, likt; sunshine, every day, 
And all my pain, my sorrow chas'd. 
Is now a lone and loveless waste. — 
Where are the chords she used to touch 7 
Where are the songs she lov'd so much 7 
The songs are hush'd, the chords are still. 
And so, perhaps, will every thrill 
Of friendship soon be luH'd to rest. 
Which late I wak*d in Anna's breast ! 
Yet no — the simple notes I play'd. 
On memory's taUet soon may fiuie ; 
The songs, which Anna lov'd to hear. 
May all be lost on Anna's ear ; 
But friendship's sweet and fairy strain 
Shall ever in her heart remain : 
Nor memory lose nor time impair 
The sympathies which tremble there I 



A CANADIAN BOAT-SONG. 

WRITTEN ON THK RIVKR ST. LAWRENCE.' 

Et remigem cantus bortatttt. 

^uintiliaM. 

Faintly as tolls the evening chime 

Our voices keep tune, and our oars keep timec 



1 1 wrole these words to an sir, which our boatmen sung 
to tti very freqoeoUy. The wind was so uafsvoaraUe, that 
thev were obliged to row all the way, and we were five days 
in deseeodinf the river from Kingston to Montreal, expoeed 
to aa intenss sun during lbs day, and at night forced to take 



Soon aa the wooda on ahore look dim, 
WeHl aing at St. Ann's our parting hymn,* 
Row brothers, row, the stream runs fast, 
The Rapids are near and the day-light 's past ! 

Why should we yet our sail unfurl 7 
There is not a breath the blue wave to eori ! 
But, when the wind blows off the shore. 
Oh ! sweetly we'll rest our weary oar. 
Blow, breeies, blow, the stream runs fiut. 
The Rapids are near and the day-light 's past ! 

Utawas' tide ! this trembling moon. 
Shall see us float over thy surges soon: 
Saint of this green isle ! hear our prayers. 
Oh ! grant us cool heavens and favouring airs. 
Blow, breezes, blow, the stream runs fast. 
The Rapids are near and the day-light's past ! 



EPISTLE IX. 
TO THE LADY CHARLOTTE Rr-WD— N. 

rROM THE BANKS OF THE RIVKR ST. LAWRENCE 

Not many months have now been dream'd away 
Since yonder sun, (beneath whoae evening ray 
We rest our boat among these Indian Isles,) 
Saw me, where mazy Trent serenely smiles 
Through many an oak, as sacred as the grovee, 
Beneath whose shade the pious Persian roves. 
And hears the soul of father or of chief, 
Or loved mistress, sigh in every leaf!" 

■belter fVom the dewi in tiny miserable hut upon the banks 
that would receive us. But the magnificent scenery of the 
St. Lawrence repays all these difficultiet. 

Our Vowagturs had good voices, and sang perfectly in 
tune togeuer. The original words of the air, to which I 
adapted these stansas, appeared to be a kMig, iaeolisrMit 
story, of which I could uoaerstand but little, from the baiba 
rous pronunciation of the Canadians. It begins, 

Dans raon chemin j'ai rencontrA 
Deux cavaliers ir^s-bien montte ; 

And lbs n{fr«t» to every verse was, 

A I'ombre d*uo hois js m'en vaisjeaar, 
A Tombre d'un hois je m*eo vais danssr. 

I veotursd ta harmoaise this air, and have published it. 
Without that charm, which association gives to every Uttla 
memorial of scenes or fbelings that are past, the melody may 
porhaps be thought common and trifling ; bat I remember 
when we had watered, at sunset, upon one of those beautiful 
lakes, into which the St. Lawrence ao grandly and unex- 
pectedly opens, I have heard this simple air with a pleasure 
which the fincit compositions of the first masters have never 
given me; and now, there is not a note of it, which does not 
recal to my memory the dip of our oars in the St. Lawrence, 
the flight of our boat down the rapids, and all those new 
and fanciful impressions to which my heart was alive, dur- 
ing the whole of this very interesting voyage. 

llie above staoxas are supposed to be sung by those 
voysgeurs, who go to the Grande Portage by the Utawas 
river. For an account of thb wonderful undertaking, set 
Sir ^Umander MacktMiWs Oeneral Uittorjf tf UU Fur 
TVade. prefixed to bis JouniaL 

1 " At the Rspids of St. Aon they are obliged to take out 
a part, if not the whole, of their ladmg. It is from this spot 
the Canadians consider they take their departure, as It 
possesses the last church on the island, which is dedicated 
to the tutelar saint of voyagers.** — Jladkeaxte's Oenertl 
HiMUry •fUu Fur Trade. 

S " Avendo easi per costume di avers in v«MratioiM fjLv^ 
aiberi grandi ed antichi, quasi cha aVanA ' 
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MOORE'S WORKS. 



There liatenitig, I^y ! while thy lip hath tung 
My own unpolish'd lays, how proud Tve hung 
On every mellow'd number ! proud to feel 
That notes like mine should have the fate to steal. 
As o*er thy hallowing lip they sigh*d alMig» 
Such breath of passion and such soul ofsoig. 
Oh ! I have wonder'd, like the peasant boy 
Who sings at eve his sabbath strains of joy, 
A.nd when 1m heaia the rude, luxuriant note 
Back to his ear on softening echoes float, 
Believes it still some answering spirit^s tone. 
And thinks it all too sweet to be his own ! 
1 dream*d not then that, ere the rolling year 
Had fill'd its circle, I should wander here 
In musing awe ; should tread this wondrous world, 
See all its store of inland waters hurl'd 
In one vast volume down Niagara*8 steep,' 
Or calm behold them, in transparent sleep. 
Where the blue hills of old Toronto shed 
Their evening shadows o*er Ontario*s bed ! 
Should trace the grand Cadamqui, and glide 
Down the white Rapids of his lordly tide 
Tbfoogk massy woods, through isleta flowering Adr, 
Through shades of bloom, where the first sinful pair. 
For consolation might have weeping trod. 
When hanishM (Jrom the garden of their God ! 
Oh, Lady ! these are miracles, which man, 
Cag*d in the bouods of Europe*s fNgmy plan. 
Can scarcely dream of; which his eye must see, 
To know how beaittiful this world can be ! 

Rut soft ! — the tinges of the west decline, 
And night falls dewy o'er these banks of pine. 
Among the reeds, in which our idle boat 
Is rock'd to rest, the wind's complaining note 
Dies, like a half-breath'd whispering of flutes ; 
Along the wave the gleaming porpoise shoots, 
And I can trace him, like a watery star,* 
Down the steep current, till be fades afar 
Amid the foaming breakeis* sflvery light, 
Where yon rough rapids sparide through the night ! 
Here, as along this shadowy bank 1 stray, 
And the smooth glass-snake,' gliding o'er my way, 
Shows the dim moonlight through his sc^ fbni, 
Fancy, with all the scene's eachantaent waim. 
Hears in the murmur of the nightly breexe. 
Some Indian Spirit warfole words like these s-— 



di aiiime beate.**— Pieero deiU VmUe^ Pari. Seoood. LsWsr a 
16 d.n i finrdini di flriraz. 

1 When I arrived at Chippewa, within three arilei of the 
Falls, H wai too Inle to think of viiHing them that eveolif, f 
aod I lay awake all nisht with the sound of the eatar»et la 
my ear*. The dty foUowhig I comider as a kind of era in 
my Nfe, and the flrat glimpse which I causbt ef thoss won- 
derfhl Falb ^ave me a feeling which nothiof in this world 
can ever excite again. 

To Colonel Brock, of 1^ 40th, who eemmaaded at the 
Fort, I am particularly Indebted for his kindness to me dur- 
ing the fortnight T remains) at Ninfara. Among many 
pleasant dnys which I passed with htm and hit bretber-oA- 
cers, that of our visit to the Tusearora IndiaiM was not the 
least interesting. They received as in all thetr ancient cee- 
tumo ; the young men exhibited, for onr amosemeat, in the 
race, tb'> t>r*t-game, etc while the old and the women sat 
in rroups under th«> sarronnding trees, and the picture alto- 
gether was a8b<>an^fbl as it was new to me. 

S Anburev in his travels, has irot'eed this shoodnc HHiml- 
nation ^hich porpoises dimne at night throtqjh dM 8l Law- 
fsnce. — Vol. i. p. 99. 

3 The glass-snake is brittle and traospareoL 



From the cline oTsaered doves,* 
Where the Messed Indian roves. 
Through the air on whig, as white 
As the spirit'atones of light,* 
Which the eye of morning cooata 
On the ApaUachiaa mounta ! 
Hither oft my flight I take 
Over Huron's lucid lake. 
Where the wave, as clear as dew, 
Sleeps beneath the light canoe. 
Which, reflected, floating there. 
Looks as if it hung in air \* 

Then, whea I have stray'd awhile 
Through the Manataulin isle,* 
Breathing all its holy bloom. 
Swift upon the purple plume 
Of my Wakon-bird* I fly 
Where beneath a burning sky. 
O'er the bed of Erie's lake. 
Slumbers many a water snake, 
Basking ii^lhe web of leavvs. 
Which the weeping lily weave*!' 

Then I chase the flow'vet-king 
Through his bloomy wild of spring ; 
See him now, while diamond huee 
Soft his neck and wings auffuae. 
In the leafy chalice sink. 
Thirsting for his balmy drink ; 
Now behold hun all on fire. 
Lovely in his looks of ire. 
Breaking every infant stem. 
Scattering every velvet gem. 
Where his liule tyrant lip 
Had not foand enough to sip ! 

Then my plajrful hand I steep 
Where the gold-thn»d' loves to creeps 



1 The departed spirit goes into the Couatry of Bonis, 
where, according to some, it is trnosformed iate ^ A^mm^ 



the 
trnosformed iato a dove.' 
CkartevoiZy upon Ike Traditiona and the Rdigwn t/ lk$ 
Savages •/ Canada, Ben Ihe curious Fable qf the Jtwieri- 
eon Orpkevs in F^afitaVj torn. i. p. 402. 

3 " The mount* ins appear to be sprinkled with white slonesy 
which glistened in the son, and were caHed by the Indians 
monetoe aseniah, or spirit-Ptones ** — Maekemie*» JawmoL 

3 \ was thinking hero of what Carver savs so beaulifally 
in his description of one of these lakes: " When it was calro 
and the sun shooe bright, I could sit in mv canoe, where the 
depth was upwards of six fathoms, and nlainly see huge 
piles of stone at the botton, of different shapes, some of 
which appeared m if they had been hewn ; Um water was at 
this time as pure and transparent as air, and my eanoe 
•corned as if it hung suspended in that element, ft was im- 
possiblf to look attentivehr through this limpid medium, at 
the rncks below, without nnding, before many minutes were 
elapsed, your hetd swim and your eyes no longer able to 
behold the dastllng scene.** 

4 Apr6s avoir traverse plosieurs isles pea conaidArables, 
nous en Irawrimes le qualri^NM joor one fcmeuse, aomm^ 
rifle de Manitoualin.— Feyo^M d« Baron de i^MkentOM. 
torn. i. lett. 15. Manataulin signifies a place of Spirits, ana 
this Island in Lake Huron in held sacred by the Indians. 

5 "The Wakon-bird, which probnbly is of the same 
species with the bird of paradise, reeoives its name from the 
ideas the Indians batve of ita superior ezeelleooe; the Wa- 
kon-bird being, in their language, the Bisd of the Gnat 
Spirit** — Morse. 

6 The islands of Lake Erie are surrounded to a cowstdlCT' 
aMe distanee by a large pond-lily, w h ose Isavss apread 
thiekty etvsr the sorfiMe of the lake, and Ibnn a kind of bed 
for the water-snakes in summer. 

7 " The cM-lhread is of the vine kkid, 
•wampa. The roots spraad themselves jost 
faea of the morasses, and are easily drawn out by handfnls 
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Cull from thence a tangled wreath. 
Words of magic round it breathe. 
And the tunny chaplet spread 
O'er the sleeping fly-bird's head,* 
Till with dreams of honey blest. 
Haunted in his downy nest 
By the garden's fairest spells. 
Dewy buds and fragrant bells. 
Fancy aO his soul embowers 
Ini the fly>bird*s heaven of flowers ! 

Oft when hoar and silrery flakes 
Melt along the ruflled lakes ; 
When the gray moose sheds his horns, 
When the track, at evening, warns 
Weary hunters of the way 
To the wigwam's cheering ray. 
Then, aloft through freezing air, 
With the snow-bird' soft and fidr 
As the fleece that Heaven flings 
O'er his little pearly wings, 
Light above the rocks I play, 
Where Niagara's starry spray, 
Frozen on the clifl*, appears 
Like a giant's starting tears ! 
There, amid the island-sedge, 
Jost upon the cataract's edge. 
Where the foot of living man 
Never trod since time began. 
Lone I sit, at close of day, 
MThile, beneath the golden ny. 
Icy colunms gleam below, 
Feather'd round with fallhig snow. 
And an arch of glory springs, 
BriJliam as the chain of rings 
Round the neck of virgins hung — 
Virgins,* who have wander'd young 
O'er the waters of the west 
To the land where spirits rest ! 

Thus have I charm'd, with visionary lay. 
Hie lonely moments of the night away ; 
And now, freah day-light o'er the water besmi ! 
Once more embark'd upon the glittering streams. 
Oar boat flies light along the leafy shore. 
Shooting the falls, without a dip of oar 
Or breath of aephyr, like the mystic baik 
Hie poet saw, in dreams divinely dark. 
Borne, without sails, along the dusky flood,* 
While on its deck a pilot ang«l stood. 



Tksv ressBibls a laifs sotaaglsd skein of silk, and srs of a 
bright yellow.*' — Mor§e, 

1 L*oia6«a moocbef sros comnM on haoaofOB, ssl d« lou- 
tss coaloon, titm et changeantat : U Uie sa •abwstonoe des 
flaaiB eomme les abeill«s ; too nid est fait d*an coton tr^ 
in mnpendu 4 uim brancbe d*srbre. — Vojitigi* sax Jnie» 
OcCTJOTilslet, par M. Bomo. Beeood Part, leU. zz. 
BBmberisa liTomafii. — See Iwdaff*» Kentnckjfy psss 980. 
3 Lafltao wttnes to beliers, for tho take or bis Uioorjr, 
that tbero wai an order of restali estsblbhed arooog the 
Iroquois lodiaos ; bat I am afraid that Jaeqoes Carthior, 
upoo whoso aathority bs sopports himsoM^ mmai any thiof 
hot TSBtal idMitatioos by the ** cabanes pobliqaaa** wnieh bs 
BBSt with at Montreal. — See LafttaOt Mmrnrt det Smtvmge$ 
tfSMriestes, €U. torn. i. p. 173. 

4 Vsdi ehe idsf na gli arfomeoli anani ; 
Si obs remo oon tuoI, n^ altro tsIo, 
Chs r ale soo tra liti si k>otani. 
Vsdi corns '1 ha dritto vsiso M 
T 



And, with his wings of living light unfurl'd, 
Cossted the dim shores of another world ! 

Yet oh ! believe me, in this blooming maxe 
Of lovely nature, where the fancy strays 
From charm to charm, where every flow'ret's hue 
Hath something strange and every leaf is new ! 
I never feel a bliss so pure and still. 
So heavenly calm, as when a stream or hill. 
Or veteran oak, like those remember'd well. 
Or breeze, or echo, or some wild-flower's smell, 
(For, who can say what small and fairy ties 
The memory flings o'er pleasure, as it flies !) 
Reminds my heart of many a sylran dream 
I once indulg'd by Trent's inspiring stream ; 
Of all my sunny moms and moonlight nights 
On Donnington's green lawns and breezy heights ! 

Whether I trace the tranquil moments o'er 
When I have seen thee cull the blqoms of lore, 
With him, the polish'd warrior, by thy aide, 
A sister's idol and a nation's pride ! 
When thou hast read of heroes, tropfaied hig^ 
In ancient fame, and I have seen thine eye 
Turn to the living hero, while it read. 
For pure and brightening conmients on the dead ! 
Or whether memory to my mind recalls 
The festal grandeur of those lordly halls. 
When guests hare met around the sparkling board. 
And welcome warm'd the cup that Inzniy poor'd ; 
When the bright future Star of England's Throne, 
With magic smile, hath o'er the banquet shone, 
Winning respect, nor claiming what he woo. 
But tempering greatness, like an evening sun 
Whose light the eye can tranquilly admire. 
Glorious but mild, all softness yet all fire !— 
Whatever hue my recollections take. 
Even the regret, the very pain they wake 
b dear and exquisite !— but oh ! no more~ 
Lady ! adieu — ^my heart has linger'd o'er 
These vanish'd times, till all that round me lies, 
Stream, banks, and bowers, have fkded on my eyes . 



4 



IMPROMPTU, 

AFTSm A VlSlf TO MK8. , 07 MONTKSAL. 

^^ « 

'TWAS but for a moment and yet in that time 
She crowded the iminwssions of many an honri 

Her eye had a glow, like the sun of her dime. 
Which wak'd every feeling at once into flower. 

Oh ! could we have stol'n but one nptnroqs day. 
To renew such impressions again and again. 

The things we could look, and imagine, and say. 
Would be worth all the life we had wasted till then ! 

What we had not the leisure or language to speak. 
We should find some more exquisite mode of re- 
vealing. 

And, between us, sho(Ud feel just as muchinaweek. 
As othen would take a millenniimi in feeling ! 



Trattando *] aere eon *l eteme penne ; 
Che son ai mutan, come mortal pelo. 
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WRITTEN 
, ON PASSING DEADMAN'S ISLAND.' IN 
THE GULF OF ST LAWRENCE, 

LATE IN THS EVENING, SEPTEMBER, 1804. 

See you, beneath yon cload so dark, 
Fatt gliding along, a gloomy bark ! 
Her sails are full, though the wind is still, 
And there blows not a breath her sails to fiU ! 

Oh ! what doth that v^sel of darkness bear 7 
The silent calm of the grave is there, 
Sare now and again a death-knell rung, 
And the flap of the sails with night-fog hong ! 

There lieth a wreck on the diamal shore 
Of cold and pitiless Labrador ; 
Where, under the moon, upon mounts of frost, 
Full many a mariner*s bones are tost ! 

Yon shadowy bark hath been to that wreck 
And the dim blue fire, that lights her deck. 
Doth play on as pale and livid a crew, 
Am ever yet drank the church-yard dew ! 

To Deadman*s Isle, in the eye of the blast. 
To Deadman*s Isle she speeds her fast ; 
By skeleton shapes her sails are furl'd. 
And the hand that steers is not of this world ! 

Oh! harry thee on— oh ! hurry thee on 
Thou terrible bark ! ere the night be gone, 
Nor let morning look on so foul a sight 
As would Uanch for ever her rosy light ! 



TO THE BOSTON FRIGATE,' 

ON LKAVIRO HALIFAX FOR ENGLAND, OCT. 1804. 
NOZTOT nrO«>A£I2: FAT KEPOT .—Pi«rfar. Pya. 4. 

With triumph, this morning, oh, Boston ! I hail 
The stir of thy deck and the spread of thy sail. 
For they tell me I soon shall be waAed in thee, 
To the flourishing isle of the brave and the free. 
And that chill Nova-Scotia's unpromising strand* 
Is the last I shall tread of American land. 

1 This it one of the Mu^dalnn Islands, and, Nin^ilarty 
enough, is the property of Sir Isaac Cotlfii. The above 
line* were suj^sestPtJ by a sur^rstitiun Tory common among 
sailors, who call this ghoat-ehip, I think, " the Flying Dutch- 
man." 

We were thirteen days on our passage from Quebec to 
Halifliiz, and I had been so spoiled by the very splendid hos- 

Eitality, with which my friends of the Phaeton and Boston 
ad treated me, that I was but ill prepared to eocounter the 
Diiaeriea of a Canadian ship. The weather, however, wns 
pleasant, and the scenery along the river diilishtful. Our 
psMage through the Gut of Canso, wirli a bn^lit 8ky and a 
fair wind, was particularly striking and romantic. 

S Commanded bv Captain J. E. Douglas, with whom I 
returned to England, and to whom I ana indebted for many, 
many kindnesses. In truth, I should but offend the delicacy 
of my friend Douglas, and, at the liame time, do injustice to 
my own feelings of gratitude, did I attempt to say how 
much I owe him. "* 

3 Sir John Went worth, the Governor of Nova-Scotia, 
Very kindly allowed me to accompany htm on hiR visit to 
the College, which they have lately eiitablished at Windsor, 
about forty miles from Halifnx, and I was indeed most pica- 
sen* I v surprised by the b<>autv and fertility of the country 
which opeined upon us afler the bleak and rocky wildemesa 
by whish Halifax is aurrouadeil. I was toU that, in trav«l* 



Well — peace to the Und ! may the people, at length, 
Know that freedom is bliss, btit that honour it 

strength ; 
That though man hare the wings of the fistterlMi 

wind. 
Of the wantonest air that the north can unbind. 
Yet if health do not sweeten the bkst with her blooBii 
Nor virtue's aroma its pathway perfume, 
Unblest is the freedom and dreary the flight. 
That but wanders to ruin and wanton* to bUgbt ! 

Farewell to the few I have left with regret, 
May they sometimes recall, what I cannot forget. 
That communion of heart and that parley of soul. 
Which has lengthened our nights and illumi&*d our 

bowl. 
When they've ask'd me the manners, the mind, or 

the mein 
Of some bard I had known, or some chief I had seen. 
Whose glory, though distant, they long had ador'd. 
Whose name often hallow'd the juice of their board! 
And still as, with sympathy humble but true, 
I told them each liuninous trait that I knew. 
They have listened, and sigh'd that the powerful 

stream 
Of America's empire should pass, like a dream. 
Without leaving one fragment of genius to say 
How sublime was the tide which had vaniah'd away! 
Farewell to the few — thou^ we never may meet 
On this planet again, it is soothing and sweet 
To think that, whenever my song or my name 
Shall recur to their ear, they'll recall me the same 
I have been to them now, young, unthoughtful, and 

blest. 
Ere hope had deceiv'd me or sorrow deprert ! 

But, Douglas ! while thus I endear to my mind 
The elect of the land we shall soon leave behind, 
I can read in the weather-wise glance of thine eye. 
As it follows the rack flitting over the sky. 
That the faint coming breeze will be fair for oar flight, 
And shall steal us away, ere the falling of night. 
Dear Douglas 1 thou knowest, with thee by my side. 
With thy friendship to soothe me, thy courage tc 

guide. 
There is not a bleak isle in those sunmierleM seas. 
Where the day comes in darkness, or shines but to 

freeze. 
Not a tract of the line, not a barbarous ahore. 
That I cotild not with patience, with pleasure explore. 
Oh ! think then how happy I follow thee now. 
When Hope smooths the billowy path of our prow. 
And each prosperous sigh of the west-springing wind 
Takes me nearer the home where my heart is en- 

shrin'd ; 
Where the smile of a father shall meet mo again. 
And the tears of a mother turn bliss into pain ; 
Where the kind voice of sisters thaU steal lo nj 

heart. 
And ask it, in sighs, how we ever coald part! — 
But see ! — the bent top-sails are ready to swell- 
To the boat — I am with thee— Columbia, farewell ! 

ling onwards, we should find the aoil and the eoemiry im- 
prove, and it gave me much pleaimre to know that the wor 
thy Governor has bv no means such an " inamakito i 
as I was, at first sight, inclined to betiev*. 
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TO LADY H- 



Olf AN OLD KINO FOUND AT TUNBRIDGK-WELL8. 

Tunbridge-WeOs, August, 1805. 

Whkn Grammont gjac*d these happy ■prings * 
And Tanbridge saw, upon her Pantileg, 

Tbie merriest wight of all the kings 
That ever nil'd these gay, gallant isles ; 

like OS, by day, they rode, they walk'd, 

At eve, they did as we may do. 
And Grammont jost hke Spencer talk'd 

And lovely Stewart smil'd like you ! 

The only different trait is this. 

That woman then, if man beset her, 
Was rather giren to saying ** yes,'* 

Because, as yet, she knew no better ! 

Each night they held a coterie. 
Where, every fear to slumber charm*d. 

Lovers were all they ought to be. 
And husbands not the least alarm'd ! 

They callM up all their school-day pranks, 
Nor thought it much their sense beneath 

To play at riddles, quips, and cranks, 
Aiid lords show'd wit, and ladies teeth. 



' Why are husbands like the Mint 7" 
Because, forsooth, a husband's duty 
It just to set the name and print 
That give a currency to beauty. 

"VHiy is a garden's wiider'd maze 
Like a young widow, fresh and fiur ?" 

Because it wants some band to raise 
TTie weed*, which ** have no business there !'* 

And thus they miss'd and thus they hit. 
And now they struck and now Uiey parried. 

And some lay-in of full-grown wit, . 
While othera of a pun miscarried. 

*Twaa one of those facetious nights 
TluU Grammont gave this forfeit ring, 

For Iweaking grave conundrum rites. 
Or panning ill, or — some such thing ; 

Fhmi whence it can be iairly trac'd 
Throogh many a branch and many a boug^ 

From twig to twig, until it graced 
The anowy hand that wears it now. 

An this ril prove, and then — to yon 
Oh, Tanbridge ! and your springs ironical, 

I sweir by H — thc-^'s eye of blue 
To dedicate the important chronicle. 

Long may your ancient inmates give 
Tbni mantles to your modem lodgers, 

And Charles* loves in H— the — te lire. 
And Charles* bards reviye in Rogers ! 

Let no pedantic fools be there, 

For ever be those fops aboUsh'd, 
With heads as wooden as thy ware. 

And, Hearen knows ! not half so poliah'd. 

But still receive the mild, the gay, 
The few, who know the rare delight 

Of reading Grammont every day, 
And acting Grammont etery night ! 



TO 



Never mind how the pedagogue proses, 

You want not antiquity's stamp. 
The lip that 's so scented by roses. 

Oh ! never must smell of the lamp. 

Old Cloe, whose withering kisses 
Have long set the loves at defiance,. 

Now done with the science of blisses. 
May fly to the blisses of science ! 

Young Sappho, for want of employments, 

Alono o'er her Ovid may melt, 
Condemn'd but to read of enjoyments. 

Which wiser Corinna had fek. 

But for you to be buried in books — 

Oh, Fanny ! they're pitiful sages. 
Who could not in one of your looks 

Read more than in millions of pages ! 

Astronomy finds in your eye 

Better light than she studies above. 

And music must borrow your sigh 
As the melody dearest to love. 

In Ethics — 'tis you that can check. 

In a minute, their doubts and their quantlls ; 

Oh ! show but that mole on your neck. 
And 'twill soon put an end to their morals. 

Your Arithmetic only can tnp 

When to kiss and to count you endeavour ; 
But eloquence glows on your lip 

When you swear that you'll love me for ever 

Thin you see what a brilliant aUiance 

Of aits is assembled in you — 
A course of more exquisite science 

Man never need wish to go through ! 

And, oh ! — ^if a fellow like me 

May confer a diploma of hearts. 
With my l.p thus I seal your degree. 

My divine little Mistress of Aits ! 



EXTRACT FROM **THE DEVIL AMONG 
THE SCHOLARS.*** 

TI KAKON o rsAur. 

Oirytost. Homil. in Epiit. ad Hebr«o» 



Bat, whither have these gentle ones. 
The rosy nymphs and black-ey'd nuns. 
With all of Cupid's wild romancing. 
Led my truant brains a dancing 7 
Instead of wise encomiastics 
Upon the Doctors and Scholastics, 
Polymaths, and Polyhistors, 
Polyglots and— all their sisters, 

1 I prnmiaed that I would give the remainder of this 
Poem, but, at my critic* do not ce^m in relith the subiims 
learning which it contains, ihcy ahall have no more of it 
With a view, however, to the edi6cation of theae gentle^ 
men, I have prt^vailwl on an induatriout friend of mine, who 
has read a great number of onneceasac^ ^mqk.vVfk'^^a:' 
nats ths «Uia«t ^ith %ViNtiA ^ \^^«iMMm& woai^^anA- 
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The instant I have got tho whim in. 
Off* I fly with nuns and women, 
Like epic poets, ne*er at ease 
Until Tve stol'n "in modias res !*' 
So have I known a hopeAil youth 
Sit down, in quest of lore and truth. 
With tomes sufficient to confound him. 
Like Tohu Bohu, heap*d around him, 
Mamurra* stuck to Theophraatus, 
And Galen tumbling o*er Bombastus !* 
When lo ! while all that's leam'd and wise 
AbsoitM the boy, he lifts his eyes, 
And, through the window of his study 
Beholds a virgin, fair and ruddy. 
With eyes as brightly tum'd upon him, as 
The angel's* were on Hieronymus, 
Saying, 'twas just as sweet to kisi her— oh ! 
Far more sweet than reading Cicero ! 
Quick fly the folios, widely scattered, 
Old Homer's laureU'd brow is batter'd. 
And Sappho's skin to Tully's leather, 
All are confus'd and tost together ! 
Baptur'd he quits each dozing sage. 
Oh woman ! for thy lorelier page : 
Sweet book ! unlike the books of ait, 
Who8« errors are thy ftiirest part ; 
In whom, the dear errata colunm 
Is the best page in all the volume/ 
But, to begin my sulgect rhyme— 
*Twas juiA about this doTilish time. 
When scarce there happen'd any frolics 
Tliat were not done by Diabolics, 



1 Mamurra, a dogmatie |rfuloaophsr, who Dorer doobted 
about any thing, szcept who was his fatbsr. '* Nulla de r« 
trnquam praterquam de patre dubitavit." In vU. — ^He was 
▼ery learoed— " Li dedans, (that is, in his head when it was 
opmed,) le Puniqae beurte le Penan, rHebrau ehoqne 
TArabique, poor ne point parler de la maavaiM intelligence 
do Latin aree le Grec,** etc. Bee VHuUfin 4a JMmtsisitr, 
ton. ii. page 91. 

9 Bombastoa was one of the nsmes of that great scholpr 
and quack Paracelras. "Philippos Bombaitos latet tab 
splsnmdo tegmine AoteoK Tbeophraati ParaoebL** uyi Sta- 
dsliai de circamforanoa Literatorum T&aitate.— He uaed to 
flgkt the devil every night %rith the broad-eword, to the no 
snail terror of bie popil Oporinus, who baa recorded the cir- 
eonstanoe. (See Oporta. ViU a/md CkriMtian, OrfpA. 
FXt. SUKt. q wtrumdam Eruditisstmamm^ etc.) Psraeel- 
SUB had bat a poor opinion of Galon. ^VLj retj beard 
(•aye he in hie Paragrmnum) has more learning in it than 
eitber Galon or Avioenna.** 

3 The angel, who scolded St. Jerom for reading Cicero, 
as Gratian lella the story in hie Otne^damtia dtMcordantium 
Ctnonum^ and Myt that for this reason bitbope were not 
allowed to read the Clasaics. " EpiMopus G«niiliano Ubroe 
Doa legat — Distinct. 37. But Gratian is notorious for ly- 
iag— beaides, angels have got no tongues, aa the illustnooa 
popil of. Pantenus aMuree ua. Ovx* ■•( nA"* tmmtm, owtwc 
c»i(v«i( n yKmrrm' •vV m» •^ymv» ti( imv ^wr^c •>'Vi\oic. 
— C<«ai. JiUxand. filresiai. Mow, how an aocaf eooJd 
sooM without a tongue, 1 aball leave (he angelic Mia. ^-— 
to determine. 

4 The idea of the Rabbias about the erigin of woman ia 
BiBgalar. They think that man was originally formed with 
a tail, like a monkey, but that the Deity cut off this appen- 
dage behind, and made woman of it. Upon this extraordi- 
nary supposition the following reieetioa is foonded :— 

If sneh is the tie between women and meo, 

The niooy who weda ia a pitiful elf, 
For he takes lo his tail, like an idiot, a^o. 

And he makes a deplorable ape or bnnaeif. 
Tel, if we may judge aa the Asnlona prevail, 

Bvtry haaband reoiembers fhe original plaBi 
AiA; knowing bis wile is no more than his tail, 

Whf ho-lsavss hsr MNod him ss sseeli as U 



A cold and loveless son of Laciftr, 

Who woman scom'd, nor knew the oie of ber^ 

A branch of Dagon's family, 

rWhich Dagon, whether He or She, 

& a dispute thsi vastly better is 

Referr'd to Scaliger' et ceteris,) 

Finding that in this cage of fools. 

The wisest sots adorn the schools, 

Took it at once his head Satanic in. 

To grow a great scholastic mannikin, 

A doctor, quite as leam'd and fine as 

Scotus John ot Tom Aquinas,* 

LuUy, Hales irrefragabilis 

Or any doctor of the rabble is ! 

In languages,* the Polyglots, 

Compared to him, were Babel sots ; 

He chatter'd more than ever Jew did. 

Sanhedrim and Priest incduded ; 

Priest and holy Sanhedrim 

Were one-and-seventy fools to him ! 

But chief the learned demon fek a 

Zeal so strong for gamma, delta. 

That, all for Greek and leaming'a glory,* 

He nightly tippled ** Greco more," 

And never paid a bill or balance 

Except upon the Grecian Kalends, 

From whence yotir scholars, when they want tick 

Say, to be At-tick 'a to be on tick ! 



1 Scaliger, de Emendat. Temper. — ^Dagon was 
by others to be a certain 
out of the Red Sea to 



dot. Tamper. — ^Dagon was thoofhl 
n sea-monster, who esms evwy day 
teach the Syrians hasbandry. flee 
Jacouee O^ffarWa CmriosiUe inetuee^ Chap. i. He saya 
be thinks this atory of tiie sea-mooster " carries littte alu>w 
of probability with iu** 

9 1 wish It were known with any dMrres of osilaiaty 
whether the Commentary on Boethius, sttnonted to Thomas 
Aquinsa, be really the work of thia AngeUo Doctor. Tbsse 
sre some bold sasertiona hazarded in it: for *'rT*f^, ho 
aaya that Plato kept school in a town called Acadeaua, aad 
that Alcibiadea waaa very beautiful woman wbon sosMof 
Ariatotle'a i>opila fell in love with. "Akibiadss sraBar 
Aiit pulcharrima, quam videntes qnidam diseipoli Aristol^ 
hs/' etc.— See PreytMg. Adfaral. IMUretr. Art86w toskk 

3 The following compliment was psid to Lsursnties 
Valla, upon his secorato knowledgs of the Latin laogosgs: 

Nunc postqnam manes defooctoa Yalla pstivit, 
Non andet Ploto verlia L^aa loqoL 

Shooe Val arrived in Phito's shade, 

Uia nouns and pronouns all ao pat in, 
Pluto himaolf would be afraid 

To aak even " wbat*s o^ckwk** io Latb I 

These lines msy be found in the Jtutemm Cbiisis of De 
Verdier (page 89.) sn excellent critic, if be coold have sithsr 
fslt or underatood any one of the works which ho critidsss. 

4 It is much to be aaffrBMsd that Martaa LMhsr, with aO 
hit talents for reforming, ahouM yet be vulgar emonA to 
laugh at Camerarius for writing to him in Greek. ** Master 
Joachim,** aaya he, ^ lias seat ne sons datos and soaM rai- 
aina, and baa slao written mo two leUeis in Grsek. As sooe 
sa I am recovered, I shall answer them in Turkish, that hs too 
may have the pleasofs of resdiag what he doss acl — dsr 
aland.** — '*Gr»ca sunt, legi aoo possoni,** is the iraocaal 
apeech attributed to Accuraiua ; bot verv ni^ually^iiir fron 
aaaerting that Greek could not hs read, that worthy |aris- 
oonault upoo the law 6. D. de BooOr. posnsa. ssptfiy says, 
*' Gr0c« liters poesont intslli|i et Vem.** (Ylds AW. Uk- 
rer. Rarior. CelUetien. FkecHmU /r .)— Seapto fsnsfnsM 
ohna aeema to think that there ia no aalvation out of lbs pale, 
of Greek literature: "Via prima sslotis Graia pandtor ab 
urbe.** And lbs seal of Laursotios Ehodoaasaass esaaot 
be sufficiently admired, when be exhorts his eOootrrsMa 
" per gloriam Christi, psr salntsa palria, par i s ip esl i ws 
deciM et emohimeotom,*^ to study lbs Orsak bagSM^ Nor 
must we forget Phavorinos. the exceUent Bkbop orNoeara^ 
wbo. carelesa of all the usosl eomnsBdat&MSi of a Christian 
required no further aalMiasi aa his tomb than **flsn Usih 
a Grssk Lsxicog r a p ba r ***^ 
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In lo^ici, he wti quite Ho Vbhu !' ^ 

knew as much a« ever man knew. 

He fought the combat ■yllogistic 

With ao much akill and axt eriatic. 

That though you were the learned Stagyrite, 

At once upon the hip he had you right ! 

Soraeciniea indeed hii apeculationa 

Were view'd aa dangeroua innovationa. 

Aa thna — the Doctor'a houae did harbour a 

Swttet blooming girl, whoae name waa Barbara : 

Oft, when hia heart waa in a merry key, 

He tan^ thia maid hia eaoterica. 

And aometiniea, aa a cure for hectica. 

Would lecture her in dialectica. 

How &r their seal let him and her go 

Before they came to aealing Ergo, 

Or how they placed the mediua terminua, 

Onr chroBicka do not determine ua ; 

Bat ao it waa— fay aome confuaion 

in thii their logical piBluaion, 

TIm Doctor wholly apoil'd, they aay, 

Tlie fignn* of young Barbara ; 

And thna, by many a anaiv aophiatic. 

And enthymame paralogiatic, 

Begofl'd a maid, who could not gi^e. 

To aave her Ule, a negatire.' 

In moaic, though he had no eara 

Eicept for that among the apherea, 

(Which meat of all, aa he aTenr^d it. 

He dearly loT*d, 'canae no one heard it,) 

Yet aptly he, at eight, could read 

Each tnneAil diagram in Bede, 

And find, by Eaclid*a coroUaria, 

Thm ratiee of a jig or aria. 

Bat, aa for all your warbling Deliaa, 

Orpheuaea, and Saint Ceciliaa, 

He own*d be thought them much tmpu^d 

By that redoubted Hyalodaat* / 

Who atill contrirM by dint of throttle, f 

Where'er he went to crack a bottle ! 

Ukewiae to ahow hia mighty knowledge, he, 

On thinga unknown in phyaiology. 

Wrote many a chapter to ditert us, 

like that great Uttle man Albertus, 

Wherein be ahow'd the reason why. 

When children first are heard to cry, 

1 O nANT. Tba introduction of this laofasft into 
BngMi posCry has a good effoct, and oufht to be more ani- 
tarsally adopted. A word or two of Greek in a itanM 
troold sanre at a ballast to the moet " light o* k>Te'* reraes. 
Aasootns, aaMMg the aaeisBts, may serve as a modal : 
On y^ M«* ^*M*( imv in hac rqpone amvovti 
A{««* ab nostris twiiivim oms **f*nv»is. 
Boaaaid. tha Freaeh poet, has eoriehed his somiels and 
odes wita many an exquisite monel from the Lexicon. His 
CMrt AUsImAm, in addressing his mistress, is admirable, 
and eaa be only matefaed by Cowlejr^ ^ntiperi*U9i§. 

t Tha fim i^urs of simple syllofisms, to which Barbara 
bakrags, togalber with Celarent, Dsiii, and Ferio. 

3 ileaanse the three pf opositions in the mood of Barbara 



irauidvenal aArmatives.— The poet borrowed thb eooi- 
voqoa apoB Barbara A-om a eorioas Epigram wUeh If eneko- 
Biaa jrivas in a note opoo his Estafs de O^mrlmUmtri^ 
mtwaU%Mm la the MqrCte FerifietUm of Caspar Bar- 
hsas, tha rsadsr will find some faeetioos am>liealiMis of the 
tanas of logie to matrimoay. Crambe*s Treatise on Sylio- 
glnns, io luutinm Seriblanw, is borrowed chiefly fW>m tha 
JVtette PsHSpafstJM of Barlaas. 

4^, €Haa»-BT«akar.'— If orboftas has givaa aa aceooat of 
this aitraocdiaary man, in a work puMisbad IfiBS. ^hm 
viirao caypbo fraeto,** ala. 



If boy the baby chance to be, 

He criea OA !-4f giri, Ofc ! 

Theae are, aaya he, exceeding &ir hinta 

Reapecting their first ainfol parenta ; 

** Oh Eve !*' ezclaimeth little madam, 

While little master cries, " O Adam !*** 

In point of acience astronomical. 

It seem*d to him extremely comical. 

That, once a year, the frolic aun 

Should call at Virgo*s house for fun, . 

And atop a month and blaze around h6r. 

Yet leave her Virgo, as^e found her ! 

But, 'twas in Optica and Dioptricks, 

Our demon play'd hia first and top tricka : 

He held that aunahine passes quicker 

Through wine than any other liquor ; 

Tliat glaaaea are the best utensils 

To catch the eyea bewildered pencila ; 

And though he yaw no great olgection 

To ateady light and pure reflection. 

He thought the aberrating rays. 

Which play about a bumper's blaze. 

Were by the Doctors look'd, in commost on, 

Aa a more rare and rich phenomenon ! 

He wisely aaid that the aenaorium 

la for the eyea a great emporium. 

To which thoae noted picture atealen 

Send all they can, and meet with dealen. 

In many an optical proceeding 

The brain, he said, ahow'd great good breeding; 

For inatance, when we ogle women, 

(A trick which Barbara tutor'd him in,) 

Although the dears are apt to get in a 

Strange poaition on the retina. 

Yet instantly the modest brain 

Doth aet them on their 1^[8 again !* 

Our doctor thua with ** stufi^d aufficiency" 

Of all omnigenoua omniaciency, 

Began (aa who would not begin 

That had, like him, ao nuich within ?) 

lis let it out in hooka of all aorta, 

Folioa, quartos, large and small aorta ; 

Poems, so very deep and sensible. 

That they were quite incomprehensible,* 

Proae, which had been at leaming'a Fair, 

And bought up all the trumpery there. 



1 This is translated almost literally from a passage in Jtt- 
htrtmt de Seerettf. dc.— I have not the book by oM, or I 
wottkl transcribe the words. 

8 Allodina to that habitual act of the Judgment, by which, 
notwithstanding the inversion of the image upon tlie retina, 
a correct impression of the object is conveyed to tha san« 
solium. 

3 Under this description, I believe, " tha Devil among tha 
Scholars** may bo included. Yet Leibaitx found oat tha 
uses of incomprehensibility, when he was appointed seera- 
tary to a society of philosofrfwrs at Nuremberg, merely Ibt 
his merit in writing a cahalistical letter, one word of whidi 
neither they nor himself could interpret Saa tha £fsj>» 
HiHvriqnM deM.de Leikmtt^ VEnrvpe Aavmies.— Fsofta 
of all ages have loiwd to ba pusslad. We find Cieeaa 
thanking Attkos for having sent him a work of Serapion 
" ex quo (says he) quidem ago (quad inter nos liosat dieisrs) 
millesnnam partehi vix intalllgo.*' Lib. 9. EpisL 4. And 
we know that A vices, the learned Arabian, read Aristotle'e 
MtUpkmnu forty times ovec, for the supreme pieasore of 
bdng able to inlbrm tha world tl^t he could not oomprabaad 
one syllsMa tfaroogbout tham.— Mcaiaa JIfsssa te WXjl 
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The tattered rags of every'veBt, 

In which the Greeks and Romans drest, 

And o'er her figure, swobi and antic, 

Scattered them all with airs so frantic. 

That those, who saw the fits she had, 

DecUr'd unhappy prose was mad ! 

Epics he wrote, and scores of rebusses, 

All as neat as old Tumebus's ; 

Eggs and altars, cyclopaedias. 

Grammars, prayer-books — oh ! 't were tedious, 

Did I Mit tell the half, to follow me ; 

Not the scribbling bard at Ptolemy, 

No— nor the hoary Trismegistus, 

(Whose writings all, thank Heaven ! have miBs*d us,) 

Ere filled with lum|)er such a ware-room 

As this great ** porcus literarum !" 



FRAGMENTS OF A JOURNAL.^ 
TO G. M. ESQ. 

WHOM FRKDKRICKSBURGH, VIRGINIA,* JUNE 2d. 

Dear George ! though every bone is aching, 

Afler the shaking 
Vre had this week, over ruts and ridges,' 

And bridges. 
Made of a few uneasy planks,^ 

In open ranks, 
Like old women's teeth, all loosely thrown 
Over rivers of mud, whose names alone 
Would make the knees of stoutest man knock, 

Rappahannock, 
Occoquan — the heavens may harbour us ! 
Who ever heard of names so barbarous 7 



1 Thest) frat^inentM form but a sinnll pari of a ridiculous 
medley of pru-^e and doj^gerel, int«i which, for my amuse- 
ment, I threw some of the incid<-nla of my journey. If it 
were evfo in a more rational form, there ii yet much of it 
too allunive and too perioii*! for pubhcation. 

3 Hnving remained about a week hI New- York, whsre I 
•aw Madame Jerome Bonaparte, and fell a alight shock of 
an earthquake, (the only things that purticularl? awnkened 
my attention,) I sailed afrain in the Boston for Norfolk, from 
whence I proceeded on my tour to the northward, tbroufh 
Williamsburgh, etc. At ni«-bmond there are a few men of 
considerable tal^nis. Mr. Wickham, one of their celebrated 
iesal characters, is a genileman whose manners and mode 
oi life would do honour to the most cullivnted societies. 
Judge Marshall, the author of Washington's Life, is an- 
other Tery distinguished ornament of Richmond. Those 
gentlemen, 1 must observe, are of that resftectabls, but at 
oreseot unpopulfir party, the Federalists. 

3 What Mr. ^eld says of the continual necessity of 
belsnclrif or trimming the stage, in passing over some of 
the wTi-tched roads in America, is by no means exnggerated. 
"The driver frequently had to call to the passengers in the 
stage, to lean out of the cnrriagf , first at one side, then at 
the other, to prevent it from oversetting ia the deep ruts 
with which the road abonndu! * Now gentlemen, to the 
nght :* upon which the passengers all stretched their bodies 
half way oat of the carrisce. to balanoo it on that side. 
' Now gMtlemen, to the left;* and so on.**— Irak's Trm- 
wHs^ L4*tt*r iii. 

4 Before the stage can pass oo« of these bridges, ths 
driver is fHriifni to stop and arrange the loom pfanu of 
which it is composed, in the manner that beet suits bis 
idea« of saf<^ty'. and, hs the planks are again disturbed by 
the parsing of the coarh, the next traviflters who arrive 
have "f course a new nrran^oment to make. Mahomet 
(a« 9ale tells us) was at some ppi i« to imagine a precarious 
kind of bridire for ih<? entritiice of paraJise, in order to en- 
hance the pleasures of arrival : a Virginian bridge, I think, 
VOttU have aoawored his porposs eomplstoly. 



Worse than M****s Latin, 
Or file smooth codicil 
To a witch's will, where she brings her cat in ! 

I treat my goddess ill, 
(My muse I mean) to make her speak *em ; 
Like the Verbum Graecum, 
SpermagoraioIekitholakanopoUdes,* 
Words that ought only be said upon holidays. 
When one has nothing else to do. 

But, dearest George, though every bone is aching 
Afler this shaking, 
And trying to regain the socket. 
From which the stage thought fit to rock it, 
I fancy I shall sleep the better 
For having scrawl'd a kind of letter 

To you. 
It seems to me hke— *' George, good-nigfat !** 

Though far the spot I date it from ; 
To which I fancy, while I write. 
Your answer back — **Go0d nig^ t'ye Tom ** 

But do not think that I shall turn all 
Sorts of quiddities, 
And insipidities. 

Into my journal ; 
That I shall tell you the different prices 
Of eating, drinking, and such other vices. 
To " contumace your appetite's acidities!'** 
No, no ; the Muse too delicate bodied is 

For such commodities ! 
Neither suppose, like fellow of college, she 

Can talk of conchology. 
Or meteorology ; 
Or, that a nymph, who wild as comet em. 

Can discuss barometers, 
Farming tools, statistic histories. 
Geography, law, or such like mysteries, 
For which she does'nt care thee skips of 
Prettiest fldl^ that e'er the lips of 
Catharine Roache look'd smiling upon. 
When bards of France all, one by one, 
Declar'd that never did hand approach 

Such flea as was caught upon Catharine Roache !* 

• o * e * o 

Sentiment, George, PU talk when Pve got any. 

And botany — 
Oh ! limueus has made such a prig o'me, 
Cases I'll find of such polygatny 

Under every bush. 
As would make the ** shy curetuna"* blnsh ; 



1 Zirif^ui>'Ofa<oXix«^oXaxa«>ear«X.ifl(. FnHD ths i»y 
•istrala of Aristophanes, v. 456. 

3 This phrase is taken verbatim from an socoont of an sx 
pedition to Drummood's Pond, by one of those many Am** 
ricsos who profess to think that the English language, as h 
has been hitherto written, is deficient in what thsy call f 
publican energv. One of the aavans of Wa^ingtop is fkr 
advanced in the construction of a new language for ths 
United States, which is supposed to be a saixtore of Hobrsw 
and Mikmak. 

3 Allttding to a collection of poems, called " La Pqc« d«s 
frands-jours de Poiiiom.** They were all written uport a 
flea, which Stephen Pasquier found on the bosom of tho 
famous Catharint* des R4>ach««, one mnming daring ths 
frands-jourt of Poitiers. I ask pardon of the learned 
Catharine's memory, for my vulgar aheratioo of bar mosl 
respectable nams. 

4 *' Curcasa*) eold waA shy.** — Z>cr«t». 
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Vice under erery name and shape. 

From adulterous gardens to fields of rape ! 

rU send you some Dioox Muscipula, 

And, into Bartram's book if you'll dip, you*ll a 

Pretty and florid description find of 

TbiM ** ludicrous, lobed, camiTerous kind of—**' 

Tke Lord deliver os ! 
Think of a vegetable being "* eamiverooa !'* 

And, George, be sure 
rU treat you too, like Liancouit,* 

(Nor thou be risible) 
With all the views so striking and roroAntic, 
Which one wught have of the Atlantic, 

If it were visible. 

• • . • m m m 

Aad now, to tell you the gay variety 
Of my stage society, 
nere was a quaker who room for twenty tock, 
PkMis and big as a Polyglot Pentateuch ! 
Theie was has niece too, fitting so fkir by. 
Like a neat Testament, kept to swear by. 
What pity, Uooming girl ! 
That lips, so ready for a lover. 
Should not beneath their ruby casket cover 

One tooth of pearl !' 
But, like a rose beside the churc)i-yard-stone. 
Be doom*d to blush o*er many a mouldering bone ! 

There was * • • ♦ i 

Tliere was a student of the college, too. 

Who said 
Much more about the riches of his head 
Than, if there were an income-tax on brains, 
Hia head could venture to acknowledge to. 
I ask'd the Scholar, 
If his— what d'ye call her ? . 
Alma Mater and her Bishop 
Properly followed the Marquis's wish up,^ 
And were much advancing ^ 
In dancing? 



1 "ObMrved likewiie in these Mrannai abundance of 
die ludicrous DiooBa Muicipula." — Bartram** Travels in 
M'vrih Awkeriea. For hia description of this " caroiverous 
Teceiable/* see Introduction, p. 13. 

S Thie philosophical Duke, describing the view from Mr. 
Jeflfbrson's bouse, says, " the Ailantic might be seen, were 
it not for the greatness of the distance, which renders that 
prospect impossible.*' See his Travels. 

3 Poljrgnotus was the first painter, sajrs Pliny, wlio show- 
ed the tM«h io his portraits. Be would scarcely, I think, 
have been tempted to such an innovation in America. 

4 The Majquit do ChasteUux, in his wise letter to Mr. 
MadisoB, Profertsor of Philosophy in the College of William 
and Mary at Williamsburgh, dwells with much odroestness 
on the attention which should be paid to dnncing. Bee his 
Travels. This eoUeco, the only one in tlte state of Virginia, 
and the first which I saw in America, gnve roe but a melan- 
ebalf idea of repabUcan seats of learning. That contempt 
for me elegancies of education, which the American demo- 
crats affect, is no where more grossly conspicuous than in 
Virginia: the young men, who look tor advancement, study 
ratMr to be demagogues than politicians ; and as every thing 
that distingubhes from the multitude is supposed to be in- 
ridious and unpopular, the levelling system is applied to 
•dueatir>n, and has had all the effect vrliich itn partisans could 
desire, by producing a most extensive equality of ignorance. 
The AbM Raynal, in hi* prophetic admonitions to the Ame- 
ricans, directing their attention very strongly to learned es- 
tablishments, ^ays, " When the vouth of a country are seen 
depraved, the nation b on the decline." I know not what 
Che Abbe Raynal would pronounce of this nation now, were 
he alive to know the morals of the young students at Wil- 



The evening now grew dark and still ; 

The whip-poor-will 
Sung pensively on every tree ; 
And straight 1 fell into a reverie 
Upon that man of gallantry and pith. 

Captain Smith.' 
And very strange it seem'd to me, 
That, after having kiss'd so grand a 
Dame as Lady Trabigzanda, 

By any chance he 

Could take a fancy 
To a nymph, with such a copper front as 

Pocahuntas ! 

And now, as through the gloom so dai^ 

The fire-flies scattered mauy a fiery spark, 

To one that glittered on the quaker's bonnet, 

1 wrote a sonnet.' 
• * ♦ e e * 



two lines more had just completed it ; 
But, at the moment I repeated it. 

Our stage, 
(Which good Brissot with brains so critical 
And sage, 
CaUeth the true *" machine political,")' 
With all its load of imcles, scholars, niecea, 
Together jumbled, 
Tumbled 

Into a rut and fell to pieces ! 

* * e * * e 

Good night ! — my bed must be. 
By this time, warm enough for me. 
Because I find old Ephraim Steady, 
And Miss his niece are there already ! 

Some cavillers 
Object to sleep with fellow-travellen ; 
But • ♦ ♦ ♦ 
Saints protect the pretty quaker. 
Heaven forbid that 1 should wake her ! 



liamsburah ! But when he wrote, his countrymen had not 
yet introduced the ''*■ doctrinam deos «pert)entem** into Ame- 
rica.' 

I John Smith, a famous traveller, and by far the moet 
enterprising of the first seniors in Virginia. How much he 
was indebted to the interesting young Pocahuntas. daughter 
of King Powhatan, may bo seen in all the histories of this 
colony. In the dedication of his own work to the Dutchess 
of Richmond, he thus enumerates his bonnes fttrlunet : 
" Yet my comfort is, that heretofore honourable and vertu- 
ous ladies, and comparable but among themselves, have 
ofiTered me rescue and protection in my greatest dangers. 
Even ill forraine parts I have felt reliefefrom that sex. The 
beauteous lady Trabigzanda, when I was a slave to the 
Turks, did all the rould to serure me. When I overcame 
tho Bashaw of Nalbriis in Tartaria, the charitable lady 
Callamata supplyed my necessities. In the utmost of my 
extremiliee^ that blessed Pocahuntas, the great King's daugh- 
ter of Virginia oft saved my life." 

Davis, in his whimsical Travels through America, has 
manufactured into a kind of romance the loves of Mr.fiolfb 
with this ** opaci maxima mundi,*' Pocahimtas. 

3 For the Sonnet, seo page 121. 

3 "The American •tnges are the true political carriages.** 
— BriasoVt Travels, Letter 6ih. — There is nothing more 
amusing than the philosophical «t)v^''s of these French 
travellers. In one of Uie letters of Clnvi^re, prefixed te 
those of Briseot, upon their plan for establishing a republie 
of philosophers in some part of the western world, he in- 
treats Brissot to be particular in choosing «. ^%sufe ^^>«\)ibi» 
there are no raust^vUsaa*.** fol««w»^2Dl^^A<\Q\^T«■^pi^SaK.'v'^a^^ 
,m«AUcay«i«^\ 
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TO A FRIEND. 

When next yoa see the black-ey'd Catjft 

The loving languid girl of Hayti,* 

Whoee finger so expertly playa 

Amid the ribbon's silken maze, 

Just like Aurora, when she ties 

A rainbow round the morning skies ! 

Say, that I hope, when winter 's o'er, 
On Norfolk's bank again to rove. 

And then shall search the ribbon store 
For some of Coty's softest love. 

\ should not like the gloss were past, 
Yet want it not entirely new ; 

But bright and strong enough to last 
About— suppose a week or two. 

However frail, however light, 
'Twill do, at least, to wear at night ; 
And so you'll tell our black-ey'd Catjf^ 
The loving, languid girl of Hayti ! 



" Errare malo cum Platom, quam com aliii reete seotire.** 

Cieero. 
I would rather think wrongly with Plato, than rightly with 

any ono ebe. 



1802. 



Faitnt, my love, we ne'er were sages, 
But, trust me, all that Tully's zeal 

Ezpress'd for Plato's glowing pages, 
All that, and more, for thee I feel ! 

Whate'er the heartless world decree, 
Howe'er unfeeling prudes condemn, 

Fannt ! I'd rather sin with thee. 
Than live and die a saint with them ! 



SONG. 



I m'KK on that lip for a minute have gaz'd. 
But a thousand temptations beset me. 

And Pve thought, as the dear little rubies you rais'd. 
How delicious 'twould be— if you'd let me ! 

Then be not so angry for what I have done. 
Nor say that you've sworn to forg<%tme ; 

They were buds of temptation too pouting to shun, 
And I thought that— you could hot but let me ! 

When your lip with a whisper came close to my cheek. 

Oh think how bewitching it met me ! 
And, plain as the eye of a Venus could speak. 

Your eye seem'd to say— you would let me ! 

Then forgive the transgression, and bid me remain, 
For, in truth, if I go you'll regret me ; 

Or, oh ! — ^let me try the transgression again. 
And I'll do all you wish — ^wiU you let me T 

1 Among the Weit-Indian French at Norfolk^ there are 
some Tery interesting Saint Domingo girls, who, in the day, 
sell millinery, ete. and at night asMmble in little eotillion 
parties, where they dance awaj the remembrance of their 
•nfonnnate eountry, and forget the miseries whieh "les 
have hrooght opoo them. 



FROM THE GREEK.* 

I'vK prest her bosom oft and oft ; 

In spite of many a pouting cheek,- 
Have touch'd her lip in dalliance soft. 

And play'd around her silvery neck. 

But, as for more, the maid 's so coy. 
That saints or angeb might have seea vm 

She's now for prudence, now for joy, 
Minerva haU^ and half a Venus. 

When Venus makes her bless me near. 
Why then, Minerva makes her loth ; 

And— oh the sweet tormenting dear ! 
She makea me mad between them both ! 



ON A BEAUTIFUL EAST-INDIAN. 

If all the daughters of the son 
Have loving looks and eyes of flame, 

Go, tell me not that she is one — 
'Twas from the wintry moon she came ! 

And yet, sweet eye ! thou ne'er weit given 
To kindle what thou dost not feel ; 

And yet, thou flushing Up— by heaven ! 
Thou ne'er wert made for Dian's seal ! 

Oh ! for a sunbeam, rich and warm 
From thy own Granges' fervid haunts. 

To light thee up, thou lovely form ! 
To all my soul adores and wants : 

To see thee bum — to faint and sigh 

Upon that bosom as it blaz'd. 
And be myself the first to die. 

Amid the flame myself had rais'd ! 



N. 



TO 

I KNOW that none can smile like thee, 

But there is one, a gentler one. 
Whose heart, though young and vrild it be. 

Would ne'er have done as thine has done. 

When we were left alone to-day. 
When every curious eye was fled. 

And all that love could look or say. 
We might have look'd, we might have said . 

Would the have felt me trembling press, 

Nor trembling press to me again ? 
Would sfte have had the power to bless. 

Yet want the heart to bless me then 7 

Her tresses, too, as soft as thine — 
Would §he have idly paus'd to twine - 
Their scatter'd locka, with cold delay. 
While oh ! such minutes pass'd away, 

ArXfTM KvrTmmv ^oc«e/uat mfyvfmv 
Ovirw t* a^f9yivitmv •Knw ik9v •A.X*ir( «•/»»■* 

n«p5^iir«v mft^ttww A.f»pe* mwmtvfuvnv 
l|/»*rw y^«p niif m, r» t* ap* n^irv tm*»9 A^wn 

Avrmp tym turret rn%»ftmt •At^eripwv. 

PmUms aamtUHme 
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Am heaven haa made for thoae who lore ? 

For those who love, and long to steal 
What none bat bearti of ice reprove. 

What none but hearts of fire can feel I 

Go, go— an age of vulgar yean 

Ifay now be |im*d, be aigh*d away, 
fkion one Meiied hour appears, 

that which we have lost to-day ! 



AT NIGHTJ 

At Bi|^ whn all is still around. 
How sweet to hear the distant sonnd 

Of footstep, coming soft and light ! 
What pleasoie in the anxious beat. 
With which the bosom flies to meet 

Tliat foot tbat comes so soft at ni|^ ! 

And then, at night, how sweet to say 
" Tis late, my love !*' and chide delay, 

Though still the western clouds are bright ; 
Oh ! happy too the silent press, 
thm eloquence of mute caress, 

With those ire love exchanged at night ! 

1 Tbtie Hasi allads ts a eoriont lamot which haa Cmt its 
4sviss a Capid, with tha words **at lufht" written over 

aia. 



At night, what dear employ to trace. 
In fancy, every glowing grace 

That's hid by darkness from the sight ; 
And guess by every broken sigh. 
What tales of bliss the shrouded eye ' 

Is telling to the soul at night ! 



TO . 

I omif wish that thou wert dead. 
And I beside thee calmly sleeping ; 

Since love is o*er, and passion fled. 
And life has nothing worth our keeping ! 

No— common souls may bear decline 
Of all that throbb'd them once so high; 

fiat hearts that beat like thine and mine. 
Must still love on — love on or die! 

'TIS true, our early joy was such. 
That nature could not bear th* eioess ! 

Ix was too much — for life too muchr— 
Though life be all a blank with less ! 

To see that eye so cold, so still. 

Which once, O God ! could meh in Wm^ 
No, no, I aumat bear the chill — 

Hate, boimng hate were heaven to dus ! 



Sl^iQiMOI&V'mD) U![ITU&8 



OR, 
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E lapsa manibua eaetdte* tabMm.—Ovid. 



DEDICATION. 



TO 8T- 



-N W- 



-LR. 



-E, Esq. 



Mt DKAft W— — K : — ^It is now about seTen yean ainoe I promiaed (and I griere to think it is ahnoat as 

long aince we met) to dedicate to you the rery fixat book, of whaterer aize or kind, 1 ahoold publiah. Who 

eoold have thought that so nuuay yean would elapse without my giving the least signs of life upon tht 

iutgect of this important promise ? Who could have imagined that a volume of doggerel, after all, would 

be the Curat offering that Gratitude would lay upon the shrine of Friendship 7 

If) however, you are as interested about me and my punuits as formerly, yon will be happy to hear 

that doggerel is not my only occupation ; but that I am preparing to throw my name to the Swans of the 

Temple of Immortality,' leaving it, of course, to the said Swans to determine whether they ever will take 

he trouble of picking it from the stream. 

In the mean time, my dear W m, like a pious Lutheran, you must judge of me raiher by my fcuA 

nan my worjb, and, however trifling the tribute which I offer, never doubt the fidehty with which I am, and 

'ways shall be, 

Your ainoere and attached friend, 

845^ PMx»fi%, Mardi 4, 1813. THE AUTHOR. 



\ 



PREFACE. 



Tm Bag, from which the following Letten are se- 
Jeeted, was^lropped by a Twopenny Postman, about 
two months since, and picked up by an emissary of 
the Society for the S— pp ss n of V— -e, who, sup> 
posing it might materially assist the private researches 
of that institution, immediately took it to his employ- 
en and was rewarded handsomely for his trouble. 
Such a treasury of secrets was worth a whole host of 
informen ; and, accordingly, like the Cupids of the 
poet (if I may use so profane a simile) who ** fell at 
odds about the sweet-bag of a bee,'*' those venerable 
iuppresson almost fought with each other for the 
honour and delight of fint ransacking the Post-Bag. 
Unluckily, however, it turned out, upon examination, 
that the discoveries of profligacy, which it enabled 
them to make, lay chiefly in those upper regions of 
•oeiety, which their well-bred regulations forbid them 
to molest or meddle with. In consequence, they 
gained bi^ very few victims by their prize, and, after 
lying for a week or two under Mr. H — tch — d*8 
counter, the Bag, with its violated contents, was sold 
for a trifle to a friend of mine. 

It happened that I had just then been seixed with 



1 Aristo, caato tS. 



SHsniek. 



an ambition (having never tried the strength of my 
wing but in a newspaper) to publish something of 
other in the shape of a book ; and it occurred to me 
that, the present being such a letter-writing era, a few 
of these two-penny post epistles, turned into easy 
verse, would be as light and popular a taak as I could 
possibly select for a commencement I did not 
think it prudent, however, to give too many Letten at 
fint ; and, accordingly, have been oUiged (in order to 
eke out a sufficient number of pages) to reprint some 
of those trifles, which had already appeared in the 
public journals. As, in the battles of ancient times, 
the shades of the departed were sometimes seen 
among the combatants, so I thought I might remedy 
the thinness of my ranks, by co^junng up a few dead 
and forgotten epbemerons to fill them. 

Such are the motives and accidents that led to the 
present publication ; and as this is the first time my 
muse has ever ventured out of the go-cart of a newt- 
paper, though I feel all a parent's delight at seeing 
little Miss go alone, 1 am also not without a parent's 
anxiety, lest an unlucky fall should be the conse- 
quence of the experiment ; and I need not point out 
the many living instances there are of Muses that 
have suffered severely in their heads, from taking too 
early and rashly to their feet. Besides, a book is ao 
very different a thing from a newspaper !— in the for 
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mer, jour doggerel, without either companj or shel- 
ter, must stand shivering in the middle of a bleak 
white page by itself; whereas, in the latter, it is com- 
(brtly backed by advertisements, and has sometimes 
even a Speech of Mr. 8t — ^ph— n's, or something 
equally warm, for a chaufe-pie, — so that, in general, 
the very reverM of ** laudatur et alget" is its destiny. 
Ambition, however, must run some risks, and I 
shall be very well satisfied if the reception of these 
few Letters should have the effect of sending me to 
the Post-Bag for more. 

PREFACE TO THE FOURTEENTH 
EDITION. 

BT A rKIKND OF THE AUTHOA. 



In the absence of Mr. Brown, who is at present on 
a tour through , I (eel myself called upon, as 

his friend, to notice. certain misconceptions and nm- 
ivpresentationa, to which this little volume of Trifles 
has given rise. 

In ttie first place, it b not true that Mr. Brown has 
had any accomplices in the work. A note, indeed, 
which has hitherto accompanied his Preface, may 
very naturally have been the origin of such a supposi- 
tion ; but that note, which was merely the coquetry 
oi an author, I have, in the present edition, taUcen 
upon myself to remove, and Mr. Brown must there- 
fore be considered (like the mother of that unique 
pcodttction, the Centaur, /usva x»t /«oyov*) as alone 
responsible for the whole contents of the volume. 

In the next place it has been said, that in conse- 
qoence of this graceless little book, a certain distin- 
guished Peraonage prevailed upon another distix»> 
guished Personage to withdraw from the author that 
notice and kindness, with which he had so long and 
■o liberally honoured him. There is not one syllable 
of truth in this stoiy. For the magnanimity of the 
former of these persons I would, indeed, in no case, 
answer too rashly ; but of the conduct of the laXLtr to- 
wards my fHend, I have a proud gratification in de- 
claring, that it has never ceased to be such as he must 
lemember with indelible gratitude ; — a gratitude the 
more cheerfully and warmly paid, from its not being 
a debt incurred solely on his own account, but for 
^iM<n^— shared with those nearest and dearest to him. 

To the charge of being an Irishman, poor Mr. 
Brown pleads guilty ; and I believe it must also be 
acjmowledged that he comet of a Roman Catholic 
fiunily : an avowal which, I aaa aware, is decisive of 
his utter reprobation in the eyes of those eiclusive 
patentees of Christianity, so worthy to have been the 
followers of a certain enli|^ened Bishop, Donatus,* 
who held ''that God is in Africa, €md noi dsewhere." 
But from all this it does not necessarily follow that 
Mr. foowN is a I^pist; and, indeed, I have the 
fltrongeet reasons for suspecting that they who say so 
are totally mistaken. Not that I presume to have as- 
oertained his opinieos upon such subjects ; all I know 
of his orthodoxy is, that he has a Protestant wife and 
two or three little Protestant children, and th»t he 

1 Piadar, Pyth, 8.— My friaod osrtaioly eaonot add «vt* 
f Buhop of Case Nigra, in the feorth eentaiy. 



has been seen at church every Sunday, fbr a whole 
year together, listening to the sermons of his truly 
reverend and amiable friend. Dr. , and behav- 
ing there as well and as orderly as most people. 

There are a few more mistakes and falsehoods 
about Mr. Brown, to which I had intended, with all 
becoming gravity, to advert ; but I begin to think the 
task is altogether as useless as it is tiresome. Calum- 
nies and misrepresentations of this sort are, like the 
aiguments and statements of Dr. Duigenan, not at all 
the less vivacious or less serviceable to their ftbrka^ 
tors for having been refuted and disproved a thousand 
times over : they are brought forward again, as good 
as new, whenever mahce or stupidity is in want of 
them, and are as usefiil as the old broken lantern, in 
Fielding's Amelia, which the watchman always keeps 
ready by him, to produce, in proof of riot, against his 
victims. I shall therefore give up the fruitless toil of 
vindication, and would even draw my pen over what 
I have already written, had I not pronused to fumiah 
the Pubhsher with a Preface, and know not how else 
I could contrive to eke it out. 

I have added two or three more trifles to this edi- 
tion, which I found in the Morning Chronicle, and 
knew to be from the pen of my inend.' Thereat of 
the volume remains' in its original state. 

April 20, I&IA. 

INTERCEPTED LETTERS, ETC. 



LETTER L 



FROM TBI PR — NO — BS CH- 



-K •» W- 



-■TO 



THE LADY B — RB — A A— 8HL— T.* 

My dear lldy Bab, you*ll be shock'd, Pm afraid, 
When you hear the sad rumpus your ponies haw 

made; 
Since the time of horse-consuls (now long out of date) 
No nags ever made such a stir in the State ! 

Lord Eld— n first heard— and as instantly pny'd he 
To Ood and his King— that a Popish young lady 
(For though you*ve bright eyes, and twelve thousand 

a year. 
It is still but too true you*re a Papist, my dear) 
Had insidiously sent, by a tall Irish groom, 
Two priest-ridden ponies, just landed from Rome, 
And so full, Uttle rogues, of pontifical tricks. 
That the dome of St« Paul's was scarce safe firon 

their kicks! 

Oflf at once to papa, in a flurry, he fliee— 
For papa always does what these statesmen advise, 
On condition that they'll be, in turn, so polite 
As in no case whate'er to advise him too rigki — 



1 The TViJUa bnre alluded to. and othen, which have 
•ince appeared^ will be foaDd in thia editiun. — PukUsktr. 

% A new readisf hat been •uneated io the onfiaal of the 
Ode of Horaee, fteely Iranalated by Lord Eld* r. In the 
line " Sive per Syrteia iter ettaotai/* it is propoeud, by a 
very trifliag aheratioa, to read "Sorte«e** instead of ** Syr- 
teis,'^ which brings the Ode, it is said, more home to the 
DobleTranalaior, and ffi/es a peculiar furoe and aptness to 
tlie epithet " ■e tu osa s .** I merely throw out this emenda- 
tion for the learned, beiiig oaable myself to decide upon its 
merits. 

3 TUa young Lady, who is a Roman CalhA&^Vaa>VaMS^ 
madsa pn sitefi 



M 



MOORE'S WOI^S: 



" Pkettj doinj^B are here, lir, (he angrily cries, 
While bj dint of dark eyebrowt be itrivee to look 

wiac,) 
'TSi a scheme of the Romanists, so help me God ! 
To ride over your most Royal Highness rough-shod — 
Excuse, sir, my tears, they're from loyalty's sourc»~ 
Bad enough 'twss for Troy to be sack'd by a Hone^ 
But for us to be ruin'd by Ponies, still worse 1" 

Quick a cooncU is calTd-— the whole cabinet 8it»— 
The AichfaishoiM declare, fHghten'd out of their wits, 
That if rile Popish ponies should eat at my manger, 
Fkom that awlbl moment the Church is in danger! 
As, give them bat stabling, and shortly no stalls 
Will srat their proud stomachs but those of St. Ptol's. 

Tlie Doctor, and he, the devout nuua of Leather, 
V — ^ns— tt — t, now laying their saint-heads together. 
Declare that these skittish young o-bominations 
Are cleariy foretold in chap. vL Revelations- 
Nay, they verily think they could point out the one 
Which the Doctor's friend Death was to canter upon! 

Lord H— IF— by, hoping that no one imputes 
To the Court any fancy to persecute brutes, 
Ph)Cests, on the word of himself and his cronies, 
Hilt had these said creatures been Asses, not Ponies, 
The court would have started no sort of olgection. 
As Asses were, there, always sure of protection. 

*'If the Pr-nc-ss w3l keep them (says Lord C-stl-r-gh,) 
To make them quite hannless the only true way 
Is (as certain Chief-Justices do with their wives) 
To flog them within half an inch of their lives — 
If they've any bad Irish blood luiking about. 
This (he knewhf ezperienoe) wouki soon draw it out" 
Or— Cf this be thou^ cruel— his Lordship proposes 
" The new Veto-snaffle to bind down their noses— 
A pretty contrivance, made out of old chains. 
Which appears to indulge, while it doubly restrains ; 
Which, however high-mettled, their gamesomeness 

checks 
(Adds his Lordship, humanely,) or«^Ise breaks their 



Tliis proposal received pretty general applause 
FVom the statesmen around — and the neck-breaking 

clause 
Had a vigoar about it, which soon reconciled 
Etsu Eki — a himself to a messure so mild. 
So the "w^W— , my dear, were agreed to nem. con., 
And my Lord C— ^— r— gfa, having so often shone 
In Ihe/sttotii^ line, is to buckle them on. 

I shall drive to your door in these Vetos some day, 
Bitt, at present, adieu !~I must huny away 
To go see my n»*tnnMi^ as Fm sufiered to meet her 
For just half an hour by the Qo— n's best repeater. 

C E. 



LETTER n. 

VBOM OOLOIfXL ll*lt— B— N TO O— LD 
L— CKIE, ISO. 

DiAft Sir, Pve jnst had time to look 
Into your very learned book,' 



1 Bss ths BdinlMigk Bsvisw,No. xL 



Wherein — as plain as man can speak, 
Whose Engludi is half modem Greek — 
You prove that we can ne'er intrench 
Our happy isles sgainst the French, 
Till Royalty in England's made 
A much more independent trade- 
in short, until the House of Guelph 
Lays Lords and Commons on the sheli^ 
And boldly sets up for itself! 

All, that can be well understood 
In this said book, is vastly good : 
And, as to what's incomprehensible 
I dare be sworn 'tis full as sensible ; 

But, to your work's immortal credit. 
The P— e, good sir,— the P— e has read k 
(The only book, himself remarks. 
Which he hss read since Mn, Clarke's.) 
Lsst levee-mom he look'd it through 
During that awful hour or two 
Of grave tonsorial preparation. 
Which, to a fond admiring nation. 
Sends forth, announced by trump and dnmiy 
The best-wigg'd P e in Chzisiendom ! 

He thinks, vrith you, the imagination 
0£ partnership in legislation 
Could only enter in the noddles 
Of dull and ledger-keeping twaddles, 
Whose heads on firms are running so. 
They even must have a King and Co. 
And hence, too, eloquently show forth 
On diecks and halances, and so fbith. 

But now, he trusts, we are coming near a 

Better and more royal era ; 

When England's monaroh need but say, 

** Whip me those scoundrels, C— stl r g h !** 

Or—** hang me up those Pkpists, Ek^— n," 

And 't will be done — ay, fahh, and well done. 

With view to which, Fve his command 

To beg, sir, from your travell'd hand 

(Round which the foreign graces swarm) 

A plan of radical reform ; 

Compiled and chosen, as best you can, 

In Turkey or at Ispahan, 

And quite upturning, branch and root. 

Lords, Commons, and Burdett to boot ! 

But, pny, whate'er you may impart, write 
Somewhat more brief than MiyorC— rtwr— ght 
Else, though the P e be long in rigging, 
'Twould take, at least, a fortni^'s vrigging^— 
Two vrigs to every paragraph- 
Before he well oooki get through half. 

You'll send it, also, speedily — 
As, truth to say, 'twizt you and me. 
His Highness, heated by your work. 
Already thinks himself Grand Turk! 
And you'd have laugh'd, had you seen how 
He scared the Ch — no— U— r just now. 
When (on his Lordship's entering puflTd) bt 
dlapp'd his back and call'd him ** Mufti !" 

The tailors, too, have got cnmmindi 
To put difectly into huidi 
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All sorts of dulimans and poaches, 
With sashes, tarbans, and paboaches 
(While Y — im — th's sketching out a plan 
Of new mouslackei a rOUomane,) 
And all things fitting and expedient 
To Twrktfy our gracious R— g— nt ! 

You therefore have no time to waste- 
So send your system. — 

Your's, in haste. 

POSTSCRIPT. 

Before I send this scrawl away, ^ 

I seiie a moment, just to say 

There *s some parts of the Turkish system 

So vulgar, 't were as well you mMs*d *em. 

For instance in SeragUo matters — 

Your Turk, whom girlish fondness flatters. 

Would fill his Harem (tasteless fool !) 

With tittering, red«oheek*d things from school — 

But hare (as in that fairy land. 

Where Love and Age went hand in hand ;' 

Where lips till siity shed no honey, 

And Ghrandams were worth any money) 

(htr Sultan has much riper notions — 

So, let your list of sAe-promotions 

Indode those only, plump and sage. 

Who Ve reached the regtdatwn-^ge ; 

That i»— as near as one can fix 

From Peerage dates — fUU fifty-six. 



Tliis mle *s for/w'rilss nothing 
For, M to toinet, a Grand Signor, 
Though not deddely tpHhtmt them,- 
Need never care one eurse about them ! 



LETTER ni. 



FlOlf O. ft. TO THK 



»» 



Wk misB'd you last ni^ at the ** hoary old siimer's,' 
Who gave us, as usual, the oream of good dinner*— 
l£s soups ■cienCifio-^iis fishes quite p i im e ■ 
Hie pat^ superb— and his cutlets sublime! i 
In short, *twas the snug sort of dinner to stir a 

Stomachio orgasm in my Lord E oh. 

Who td'to, to be sure, with miraculous force. 

And eixokim*d, between mouthfuls, ** a Ha-eook, of 

coarse! — 
While you live— (wbat*s there under that cover? 

pray, look) — 
While y«Mi hve — (PU just taste it)— ne*er keep a She- 
cook. 
"T is a sound Salic law — (a small bit of that toast) — 
Which ordains that a female shall ne*er rule the roast ; 
For Cookery's a secret — (this turtle 's uncommon) — 
Like.Masonry, never found out by a woman !*' 

I The learned Cokmel must allude here to a description 
•f tbe M yaterioua Isle, in the History of AbdaHm, Son of 
Baail^ where each inveraioQi of the order of nature are said 
lo have taken place.—" A tcore of old women and the eame 
■nmher of old men, played here and there in the court, lome 
at ehack-iarthinf, olhere at tip-cat or at cockles.**— And 
agaia, " There is nothing, believe me, more eocafing than 
ttMBO lovdy wrinkles,** etc. etc— See Tale* of tlu fotft, 
VOL UL pp. 907, 608. 

9 This letter, as the reader will perceive, was vrritten the 
day after a diiiiier,givsa by the M— of H— d--t. 



The diniier, you know, was in gay celebration 
Of ii»y brilliant triumph and H— nt's condemaatkm; 
A compliment too to his Lordship the J— « 
For his speech to the J — ^y, — and sounds ! who would 

grudge 
Turtle-soup, though it came to five guineas a bowl. 
To reward such a loyal and complaisant soul 7 
We were all in high gig— ftoman Punch and Tokay 
Trevell'd round, till our heads tnvellM just the same 

wayr- 
And we cared not for Juries or Iibel»— no— dam*me ! 
nor 

Even for the threals of last Sunday's Examiner ! 
More good things were eaten than said— bat Tom 

T^RRH — T 

In quoting Joe Miller, you know, hat some merit, 
And, hearing the sturdy Justiciary Chief 
Say— sated with turtle—** PU now try the beeT'— 
Tommy whisper'd him (giving his Lordship a aly hit) 
** I foar 't will be ibm^^wei; my Lord, if tov <ry it !'* 

And C — ^MO—- N was there, who, that morning, had 

gone 
To fit his new Marquis's coronet on ; 
And the dish set before him — oh dish well-devised !— 
Was, what old Mother GukssK calls, ** a calTs head 

The hrmntwen near ; and once they'd been fine, 

But of late they had lain so long soaking in wine 
That, however we still might in courtesy call 
Them a fine dish of brains, they were no brains at all. 

When the dinner was over, we drank, every one 
In a bumper, ** the venial delights of Crim. Con." 
At which H — ^D— T with warm reminiscenoes gloated. 
And Er— b'r — ^H chuckled to hear himself quoted. 

Our next round of toasts was a fiucy quite new. 
For we drank— «nd you'll own *t was benevolent too-^ 
To those well-meaning husbands, dta, parsons, or 

peers, 
Whom we've any time honour'd by kissing their detn ; 
This mtiseum of wittols was comical rather; 
Old H— D— T gave M ^r, and /gave — — . 

In short, not a soul till this morning would bodge— 
We were all fon and firoBc ! — and even the J g 
Laid aside, for the time, his juridical ftshion. 
And through the whole night was not ORoe in a passion ! 

I write this in bed, while my whiskers are airings 
And M — o has a sly dose of jalap preparing 
For poor T— mmt T— Rft-vr at breakfost to qnaff 
As I feel I want sooMthing to give warn a kn^ 
And there's nothmg so good as old T— mmt, kept elose 
To his Cornwall accounts, after takiDg a doee ! 



LETTER IV. 



FROM THK RIGHT HON. T- 

THK RIGHT HON. SIR i — BN 



Last week, dear N— ch — l, making 
At dinner with our Secretary, 



TO 



MhikUn,* 



1 This letter, which eoatained wamm^nx^ 
seems to Ka^a bwawaVXo'ljnraAacL V) ^ 
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When all were dnmk, or pretty near 
(The time for doing basinew here,) 
Says he to me, ** Sweet Bally Bottom ! 
Theae Papist dog»— hiccup— od rot 'em ! 
Deaerve to be be8patter'd---hiccup— 
With all the dirt even yon can pick up — 

But, aa the P ■ — (here 's to him--fiU:— 

Hip, hip, hurra !) — ia trying^«till 
To humbug them with kind profeaaiona, 
And aa you deal in strong expreasiona— 
* Rogui^—^ frattor'— hiccup-Hand all that^ 
You muat be muzzled. Doctor Pat ! — 
You muat indeed— hiccup— that 'a flaL" 



Yea— ^ muzzled" waa the word, Sik Johk— 

Theae fools hare clapp'd a muzzle on 

The boldeat mouth that e*er ran o'er 

With slaver of the timea of yore !*— 

Waa it for thia that back I went 

Aa far aa Lateran and Trent, 

To prove that they, who danm'd oa then. 

Ought now, in turn, be damn'd again !^ 

The silent rictim still to sit 

Of Gr— TT— n's fire and C— nn— o's wit, 

To hear even noisy M — th — w gabble on 

Nor mention once the W— e of Babylon ! 

Oh ! 'tis too much — who now will be 

The Nightman of No-Popery 7 

What Courtier, Saint, or even Biahop, 

Such learned filth will ever fiah up 7 

If there among our ranks be one 

To take my place, *tia thou. Sir John — 

Thoo— -who like me, art dubb'd Right Hon. 

Like me, too, art a Lawyer Civil 

That wiahea Pupiats at the devil! 

To whom then but to thee, my friend, 

Should Patrick* his Port-folio aend 7 

TUce it— *t is thine— his leam'd Port-folio 

With all its theologic olio 

Of Bulls, half Irish and half Roman*— 

Of Doctrinea now believed by no man— 

Of Councila, hekl for men's salvation. 

Yet always ending in damnation — 

(Which ahowr that since the world's creation. 

Your Priests, whate'er their gentle shamming. 

Have always had a taate for damning;) 

And many more such pious acrapa. 

To prove (what we've long proved perhapa) 

That, mad aa Christiana uaed to be 

About the Thirteenth Century, 

There *a hU of Christiana to be had 

In thia, the Nineteenth, just la mad ! 

Farewell— I send with this, dear N— gh— L ! 
A rod or two I've had in pickle 
Wherewith to trim old Gr — tt— !!*• jackeL— 
The rest ahall go by Monday's packet. 

P.D. 

then put into the Twopeonj Post-OfBce, to ■•va trouble. — 
Bee tae Apptnidiz. 

1 In eendiiig this sheet to the Pran, however, I lenm that 
Che " muzxie'' has been takeo off, and the Right Hon. Doc- 
tor let kMM acaln. 

SThit u a bad no me for poetry ; but D— gen — n b worse. — 
As Pradsatios Mys, upon a very diflferent subject — 

lorouetur Apollo 
Noi 



Among the Indoturet in the foregoing Letter wag the 

foUomng ** UTMouwenMe Argument against the 

Papistay 

• • • ♦ 

We'rk told the ancient Roman nation 

Made uae of spittle in lustration.' — 

(Vide Lactantium ap. Gailcum* — 

I. e. you need not nod but see *em.) 

Now, Irish Papists (fact surprising !) 

Make use of spittle in baptiaing, 

Which proves them all, O'Finns, O'FAOANa, 

Connors, and Tooles, all downright Pfegana ! 

This fact 's enoygh — ^let no one tell ua 

To free auch sad, aalwous fellowa — 

No^no— the man baptiaed with spittle 

Hath no truth in him— not a tittle ! 



LETTER V. 

from THK C0UNTK8S DOWAOKR OF 0- 



TO 



LADT 



Mr dear Lady >. ! Pve been just sending out 

About five himdred cards for a anug little Rout— 
(By the bye, you've aeen Rokkbt 7 — thia moment got 

mine — 
The Mail-Coach ESdidon' — prodigiously fine !) 
But I can't conceive how, in this very cold weather, 
Fm ever to bring my five hundred together; 
Aa, unleaa the thermometer's near boiling heat, 
One can never get half <^one*a hundreda to meet— 
(Apropoa — ^you'd have laugh'd to aee TowiiiKNS 

laat night, 
Eacort to their chair, with hia atafiTao polite. 
The ** three maiden Miseries," all in a fright ! 
Poor TowNSEND, like Mercury, filling two poata, 
Superviaor of thievet, and chief-uaher ofghoeU!) 

Bat, my dear Lady — ! can't you Ipt on aooM 

notion. 
At least for one night, to aet London in motioa 7 
As to having the R — g — vt—OuU show is gone b^— 
Beaidea, Pve remark'd that ^between you and D 
The MAiicHKSA and he, inconvenient in more wayti 
Have taUcen much lately to whiapering in door-ways ; 
Which— considering, you know, dear, the me of the 

two — 
Makea a block that one'a company cannot get through ; 
And a houae such as mine is, with door-waya ao amall, 
Haa no room for auch cumberaomS love-work at all !— 
(Apropoa, though, of love-work— you've beard it, I 

hope. 
That Nafoleon's old Mother 's to marry the Pofe^ 
What a comical pair !) — ^But, to stick to my Rout, 
*T will be hard if some novelty can't be struck out 
Is there no Algbrine, no Kamchatkan arrived? 
No Plenipo Pacha, three-tail'd and ten-wived 7 



lustralibus ante salivb 



Expiat. Perw. Sat 9. * 

9 I have takon the trouble of ezamininf the Doctor's 
reference here, and find him, for once. Correct. The follow- 
ing are the words of hia indignant referee GaUaeoa—** Aaee^ 
rere non veremur sacmin baptiamum a Papiatb profanan, el 
•pati oaam in peccatomm expiaUooe a Pagania non a 
Uhrittianis maiuMM.** 

3 S<« Mr. Murray's Advertitement aboot the MaiH7uach 
copies of Rokrty. 
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No RuMiAN, whoM diwonant coosonuit name 
Almoit nttlM to fiagments the tnimpet of fame? 

I remember the time, three or four winters back, 
When — prorided their wiga were but decently black — 
A few Patriot monsten, from Spain, were a sight 
Phat would people one's house for one, night after 

night. 
But—whether the Ministers paw'd them too much — 
(And you know how they spoil whatever they touch,) 
Or, whether Lord G-^egk (the young man about town) 
Has, by dint of bad poetry, written them down — 
One hiia certainly lost one's peninsular rage. 
And the only stray Patriot seen for an age 
Has been at such places (think how the fit cools) 
Aa old Mrs. V ^n's or Lord L— v — rp — l's ! 

Bat, in short, my dear, names like Wintztschits- 

TOPSCHINZOUDHOFr 

Are the only things now make an evening go smooth 
off— 

So, get me a Russian — till death Fm your debtor — 
If he tnings the whole Alphabet, so much the better : 
And — Lord ! if he would but, m character^ sup 
Off his fiah-oil and candles, he*d quite set me up ! 

Am nnwtr, my sweet girl — ^I must leave you in ha^e — 
Little GuNTBA has brought me the liqueurs to taste. 

POSTSCRIPT. 
By the bye, have you found any ftiend that can conitrae 
T^hat Latin account, t* other day, of a Monster?' 
If we can*t get a Rnasian, and thai thing in Latin 
Be not loo improper, I think 1*11 bring that in. 



LETTER VI. 

FEOM ABDALLAB,' IN LONDON, TO MOHAMAN, IN 

ISPAHAN. 

Whilst thou, Mohassan (happy thou !) 
Dost daily bend thy loyal brow 
Before our King— our Asia's treasure ! 
Nutmeg of Comfort ! Rose of Pleasure !^ 
And bear'st as many kicks and braises 
Aa the said Rose and ^utmeg chooses ; — 
Thy head still near the bowstring's borders. 
And but left on till further orders ! 
Through London streets, with torban &ir, 
And caftan floating to the air, 
I saunter on — the admiration 
Of this short-coated population — 
This sew'd-up race— this button'd nation— 
Who, while they boast their laws ao free. 
Leave not one limb at libertir. 
But Uto, with all their lordly speeches, 
llie slares of buttons and tight breeches. 

1 Alluding, I HippoM, to th« Latin Advertiacmont of • 
Lumu Natura in the Newipapere lately. 

S I b«T« made manr inqairiet aboat this Fenian gentle- 
nsa, but eanoot aatitiaetorily aaoertain who be ia. From 
hia notioos of ReKfiooa Liberty, bowever, I eonclode that 
be ia an iinportacion of Mioistera; and be baa arrived just in 

time to aasiat the P a and Mr. L— ca— a in their new 

Oriental Plan of Reform.— See the vecond of tbeae Letten. 
—Bow AbdaHali'a epialle to Ispahan found ita way into the 
rwopeony Post Bag is more tbaa I can protend to account 
tor. 



Yet, though they thus their knee-pana fetter, 

(They're Christians, and they know no better)' 

In »€mt things they're a thinking nation — 

And, on Religioua Toleration, 

I own I like their notions <patie^ 

They are so Persian and so right ! 

You know our Sunnites,* hateftil dogs ! 

Whom erery pious Shiitk flogs 

Or longs to flog*— 't is tree, they pray 

To God, but in an ill-bred way ; 

With neither arms, nor legs, nor faeee 

Stuck in their right, canonic placea !* 

'Tis true, they worship Ali's name' — 

Their heaven and ours are just the same— 

(A Persian's heaven is easily made, 

'Tis but — black eyes and lemonade.) 

Yet— though we've tried for centuries beek— 

We can't persuade the stubborn pack^ 

By bastinadoes, screws, or nippen. 

To wear th' establiah'd pea-green slippers f* 

Then— only think — the libertines f 

They wash their toes — they comb their chinsy* 

With many more such deadly sins t 

And (what 's the worst, though last I raidt iO 

Believe the Chapter of the Blanket ! 

Yet, spite of tenets so flagitious, 

(Whidi mauf, at bottom, be aeditioos; 

As no man Uring would reftwe 

Grreen slippers, but frmn treaaonooe viewa ; 

Nor waah hia toes, but with intent 

To overturn the goTerament !) 

Such is our mild and tolerant way. 

We only eoree them twioe a-day 

(According to a form that 'a set,) 

And, &r from torturing, only let 

All orthodox believers beat 'em, 

And twitch their beards, where'er they meet '< 

Aa to the rest, they're free to do 
Whate'er their ikncy prompta them to. 
Provided they make nothing of it 
Tow'rda rank or honour, power or profit ; 
Which things, we nat'rally expect. 
Belong to us, the Establiah'd sect. 
Who disbelieve (the Lord be thanked !) 
Th' aforesaid Chapter of the Blanket 



1 " C*ett no bonnfife homme,** aaid a Torkiab fOTernot 
of de Ruyter; ** e'est frand dommage qn'il aoit Chsatieo.*' 

2 SuMniie* and SkiUta are the two leading aecta into 
which the Mahometan world u divided: and they hare fon« 
on cursing and perMCuting each other, witbool may tBtei^ 
niis«ioo. for about eleven bundfad yean. Tho SmuU ia the 
eatHbliabed sect in Turkey, and the 5U« in Persia ; and the 
difierence between them turn chiefly itpoa thoaa importaol 
points, which our pious frtand Abdallah, in the tree apirit 
of Sbiite Ascendancy, reprobates in this Letter. 

3 " Lns Suntities, qui ^tiiient comme lea catkoUqoss de 
Moaalmanisme.**— />^/l«r»rfot. 

4 ** In oontradiatinction to the Soiuia, who in their orayeis 
cruas their hands on the lower part of the breaat, the ocbiahs 
drop their arms in straight lint^ ; and as the Sonnis, at cer» 
tain periods of the prayer, preaa their foreheads on the groond 
or carpet, the Schiabs,** etc. etc. — A#C«r*# Firymfs. 

5 "Lea Turcs ne d^testent pas All ridproqaeneot ; an 
contraira ils l« reconnaiMaent/* etc. etc. — Ckardin. 

6 " The flhiiiea wear ^rean slippers, which the Sannitaa 
consider aa a great abonMnation. — Mvriti. 

7 For tbeae points of diflereoce, as well as fot the Cbaptas 
of the Blanket, I muat refer the reader (not ha,'«i^^aBi^\Mi)a. 
by me) to FioaxCa AtovaaiL ^ ' 



160 



MOORE*S WORKS. 



The stme Biild yivm of Toleration 
Inspire, I find, thia biitton*d nation, 
Whose Papiata (full aa given to rogae, 
And only Sunnitea with a brogoe) 
Fare just aa well, with all their fiiaa, 
Aa raacal Sunnitea do with ua. 

The tender Gazel I inclose 
la for my love, my Syrian Roae— 
Take it, when night begina to fall. 
And throw it o'er her mother'a wall. 

GAZEL. 

Remembereat thou the hour we past 7 
T%at hour, the happiest and the laat ! — 
Oh ! not BO aweet Uie Siha thorn 
To Btmmier beea at break of mom. 
Not half so sweet, through dale and dell. 
To camela* ears the tin&«ing bell, 
Aa is the soothing memory 
Of that one precioua hour to me ! 

How can we live, so ht apart 7 
Oh ! why not rather heart to heart, 

United live and die 7 — 
like those aweet birda that fly together, 
With feather alwaya touching feather. 

Linked by a hook and eye !* 



LETTER Vn. 



FROM MEttRt. 
TO 



AND CO. 



EIQ.' 



PiR PbiT, Sir, we send your MSw^ook'd it thro'— 
Very sorry— but can*t undertake— 't woold'nt do. 
Clever work, Sir !— would get vp prodigiooaly well— 
Ita only defect ia— it never would aell ! 
And though StalumtH may glory in being taAtmgki, 
In an AtOhor, we think. Sir, that*a rather a fault. 

Hard times, Sir^-most books are too dear to be read- 
Though the gold of Good-aenae and Wit'a tmaU- 

dkon^ are fled, . 
Yet the p(q)er we puhliahen paaa, in their atead. 
Rises higher each day, apd ('t ia fHghllhl to think it) 
Not even auch namea aa F— tzg — ^R— D*s can aink it! 
However, Sii^-if yoQ*re for trying again. 
And at aoraewhat that'a vendible— we are your men. 
Since the Chevalier C — rr took to marrying lately. 
The Trade is in want of a TrawOer greatly— 
No job^ Sir, more eaay — ^your Cottntry once planned, 
A month aboard ahip and a fortnight on land 
Pota your Quarto of Travels clean out of hand. 

An East-India pamphlet^a a thing that would tell — 
And a lick at the Frists is ntre to sell well. 
Or^— supposing you have nothing original in you — 
Write Parodiea, Sir, and such ftme it will win yon, 

1 Tbia will appsar ilranfe to tn Englith readw, but it ii 
UterftUy txamlated from Abdallah's Peritan, and the corioua 
bird to which hs aUadei ii the JufttUt, of which I find the 
foUowiag sccoaat in Richanlsoo. — '* A sort of bird that it 
said to have bat one wing, on the opposite aide to which the 
male haa a hook and the female a riiig, ao that, when they 
fly, they are fiutened together.** 

9 From mottvea of delicacy, and. indeed, Ot/dUw-fed- 
imgt I auppreas the name of the Author, wboae rejected ma- 
anscript waa i nc loasd in thia letter. — See the An^endiz. 



You*ll get to the Bhw-etocking Routs of Alb m a ' 
(Mind— «io< to her dtnnov— a aeoon dh BM i Muse 
Mustn't think of aspiring to msss with the Bhte§, 
Or — in case nothing else in this world you can d<^^ 
The deuce is in*t. Sir, if you cannot review! 

Should you feel any touch of peeHad glow. 

We've a acheme to auggeatr— Mr. So— tt, yo« Binil 

know 
(Who, we*re aorry to aay it, now works for He Jldis^ 
Hating quitted the Bordera to seek new renown. 
Is coming, by long Quarto stagea, to Town ; 
And begiiming with Rokkbt (the job *a sure to pay) 
Means to do all the Gentlemen'a Seats <m the way. 
Now the Scheme ia (though none of oar haekneyi 

can beat him) 
To Btart a freah Poet through Higfagate to ineff him ; 
Who, by meana of quick proofr— no reviaea — ^long 

coaches- 
May do a few Villaa before Sc — tt approachee— 
faideed if* our Pegasus be not curst shabby. 
He'll reach, without found'ring, at least WoBUKif* 

Abbey. 

Such, Sir, is our plan— if you're up to the fVeak, 
'Tia a match! and we'll put you in framing, nait 

week — 
At preaent, no more— in reply to this Letter, a 
Line will oUige very much 

Your'a et oetera 
Tat^ qf the MuKt, 



LETTER Vm. 



FROM COLONEL TH— 1 



TO 



Come to our Fete,* and bring vrith thee 
Thy newest, best embroidery ! 
Come to oar Fete, and ahow again 
That pea^green coat, thou pink of men ! 
Which chaim'd all eyea that last sorvey'd it. 

When B l's self iiiquired ** who made ft?' 

When Cits came wondering from the East, 
And thought thee Poet Pte, at Uatt! 

Oh ! come— (if haply 't ia thy week 
For looking pale)— with palv cheek ; 
Though mora we love thy i&eate days, 
When the rich rouge pot poun ita blase 
Tail o'er thy &oe, and, amply spread, 
Tipa even thy whiaker-topa with red- 
Like the laat tinta of dying Day 
That o'er aome darkling grove delay ! 

Bring thy beat laoe, thou gay Pldlaader! 
(That lace, like H— rrt Al— z— rd— r. 
Too precioua to be wasli'd)— 4hy rings. 
Thy aeal»-4n diott, thy prettiest thiap ! 
Put all thy wardrobe'a glorieB on. 
And yield, in frogs and ftinge, to none 
But the great Rr-o — t'b aelf alone! 



1 This aUndes, I befieve, to a 
which ia aaid to have paaaed lately het 
Coonteaa of B—CK — e n — M a—a, and a 
Parodist. 

9 Patemoater Row. 

3 Hm Letter ioelosed a Caid Ibr tba Orand 
5(b of flshroarv. 




FHasaika 
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Who, by particular deaire— 
fbr tikU night onlyt meana to hire 
A dreaa from Romeo C — tes, Eaqoire — 
Something b^ween (*t were ain to hack it) 
The Romeo robe and Hobby jacket ! 
Hail, fint of Actors !' beat of R— o--Tt! 
Bom for each other'a fond aUegianoe ! 
BcA gay Lotharioa— both good dreaaen — 
Of Seriona Farce both learned Profeaaon — 
Bdk circled round, for oae or ahow. 
With eocka'-eomba, whereaoe*er they go 

Thou know'at the time, thou man of lore ! 
It takea to chalk a ball-room floor — 
TIkhi know*at the time, too, well-a-day ! 
It takea to dance that chalk away.' 
The Ball-room opena — ^far and nigh 
Cometa and anna beneath ua lie ; 
0*«r anowy moona and itan we walk. 
And the floor aeema a aky of chalk ! 
But aoon ahall fade the bright deceit. 
When many a maid, with busy feet 
That aparkk in the Lustre's ray, 
0*er the white path shall bound and play 
like Nymphs slong the Milky Way ! 
At every atep a atar is fled. 
And suna grow dim beneath their tread ! 
So paaaeth lifis — (thua So — tt would write, 
And Bpinatera read him with delist) — 
Hours are not feet, yet hours trip on. 
Time is not chalk, yet time *8 aoon gone !* 

But, hang thb long digreaaive flight ! 
I meant to aay, thou'lt see, that night. 
What fklsehood rankles in their hearta. 
Who aay the P— -e neglecta the aita— 
Neglects the arta ! — no, St— * a ! no ; 
T%y Cupida answer ** 't la not so ,*' 
And every floor, that night, riiall tell 
How quidc thou danbeat, and how well \ 
Siine aa diou may'at in French vermilion, 
Tlion'rt hett b eneath a French cotillion ; 
And atill comeat ofi", whatever thy fiiulta, 
With Jlying eoUmrt in a Waltz ! 
Nor need*at thou mourn the tranaient date 
To thy beat works asaign*d by Fate — 
While tome chefa-d'ceuvre live to weary one, 
Tkme boait a abort life and a merry one ; 
Their hour of glory paat and gone 
With " Molly, put the kettle on !*' 

1 Qaam to, Melpomene, lemel 
Naacaotem fUu»d» IwrninUy videris, ete. Hbrmt. 

The Man, apcm whom thoa haat deignM to k>ok funny 
Tboo freal Tragic If uw ! tt the hour of his birth- 
Let them eay whet they will, that *■ the men for mf money, 
Give others thy team, but let sm have thy mirth ! 

The aaeertion thet foUowi, however, is not verified in the 
befine as. 

momi 



non equus unpiger 

Cmrru dueet Aekaieo. 

8 To tboee who neither fo to balls nor read the Morning 
Poet, it may be neSeemry to mention that the floors of Ball- 
rooaie, in general, era chalked, for safety and for otnament, 
with various fanciful devices. 

3 Hearts are not flint, vet flints are rent, 
Hearta ara not steel, but steel is bent 
After all. however, Mr. Be — tt may well say to the Colonel 
(and, indeed, to much better wags than the Colonel,) f«ev 



But, Ueaa my aoul ! Fve acarce a leaf 
Of paper left— so, moat be brief. 

This festive Fete, in fact, will be 
The former Fete*8 facsimile;^ 
The same long Masquerade of Rooms, 
Trick'd in sach difierent, quaint costumes, 
(These, Py— rt — r, are thy glorious works ' 
You*d swear Egjrptians, Moors, and Turks, 
Bearing Good-Taste some deadly malice. 
Had clubb'd to raise a Pic-Nic Palace ; 
And each, to make the oglio pleasant. 
Had sent a State-Room as a present ; 
The maefauteuUs and girondoles — ' <r 

The same gold Asses,* pretty souls ! 
That, in this rich and classic dome. 
Appear so perfectly at home ! 
The same bright river *mongst the dishes. 
But noi — ah ! not the same dear fishes- 
Late hoturs and claret kill'd the old onea ! 
So, 'stead of ailver and of gold onea 
(It being rather hard to raise 
Fish of that specie now-a-days,) 
Some sprats have been, by Y — em — th'i wiaht 
Promoted into SHver Fish, 
And Gudgeons (so V— nb — tt — t told 
The R — — t) are as good as Odd! 

So, pr'ythee, come— our Fete will be 
But half a Fete, if wanting thee ! 



APPENDIX. 



Letter IV, Page 166. 

Among the papers inclosed in Dr. D— o — n — !f*8 
Letter, there is a Heroic Epiatle in Latin verse, from 
Pope Joan to her Lover, of which, aa it ia rather a 
curioua document, I shall venture to give some ac- 
count. This female Pontiff was a native of England 
(or, according to othera, of Germany) who, at an 
early age, disguised herself in male attire, and follow- 
ed her lover, a young ecclesiastic, to Athens, where 
she studied with such effect, that upon her arrival at 
Rome she was thought worthy of being raised to the 
Pontificate. This Epistle is addressed to her Lover 
(whom she had elevated to the dignity of Cardinal,) 
soon after the fatal accouchemenij by which her Fal- 
libility was betrayed. 

She begins by reminding him very tenderly of the 
time when they were in Athena— when 

**ByIliasna* stream 
We whispering walk*d along, and leam'd to apeak 
The tenderest feelings in the purest Greek ; 
Ah! then how little did we think or hope. 
Dearest of men ! that I should e*er be Pope !* 

I " C r l t n H e will exhibit a complete /ac-«tMtl«, 

in respect to interior ornament, to what it did at the last 
F6te. The same splendid draperies,'* etc. etc— Jfenu'sur 
Pott. 

S The salt-oellars on the P a's emi table were In the 

form of an Ass with panniers. 

3 Spanheim attribates the ananimitv wUK ^ViiwO& 'V«a!«^ 
was elaetad, to thai VsMSua «aANKtiriaOa^ ^dbsm^\i« ^^^ 
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That I — the humble Jcnu — ^whoee bouae-wife art 
Seem'd just enough to keep thy houM and heart 
(And those, alas ! at sixes and at sevens,) 
Should soon keep all the keys of all the Hearens !'* 

Still less (she continues to ^y) could they have 
foreseen, that such a catastrophe as had happened in 
Council would befal them — that she 

"Should thus surprise the Conclave's grave decorum 

And let a little Pope pop out before *em — 

Pope Innocent ! alas, the only one * 

That name should ever have been fix*d upon !*' 

She then yery pathetically laments the downfal of 
her ^^atness, and enumerates the various treasures 
to which she is doomed to bid farewell for ever. 

** But oh ! more dear, more precious ten times over- 
Farewell, my Lord, my Cardinal, my Lover ! 
I made thee Cardinal— thou madest fn»— ah ! 
Thou madest the Papa* of the World— Mamma !*' 

I have not time now to translate any more of this 
Epistle ; but I presume the argument which the Right 
Hon. Doctor and his friends mean to deduce from it, 
is (in their usual convincing strain) that Romanisti 
must be unworthy of Emancipation nam, because they 
had a Petticoat Pope in the Ninth Century — Nothing 
can be more logically clear, and I find that Horace 
had exactly the same views upon the sulgect : 
Romantu (eheu posteri, negabitis !) 
EmancipatuM FoEMiNJi 
Pert vallum ! — 

Letter YII. Page 160. 

The manuscript, which I found in the bookseller's 
letter, is a melo-drama, in two Acts, entitled ** The 
Book,"' of which the theatres, of course, had had 
the refusal, before it was pmented to Messrs. L — ck- 
— ^ngt — n and Co. — ^This rejected drama, however, 
possesses considerable merit, and I shall take the 
tibeity of laying a sketch of it before my readers. 

The first Act opens in a very awful manner : — TVme, 
three o'clock in the morning — Scene, the Bourbon 

Chamber' in C — rl— t— n house— Enter the P k 

R — G — T solus. — ^Afier a few broken sentences, he 
thus exclaims : 

Away — away — 
Thotthaunt'st my fancy so, thou devilish Book ! 
I meet thee — trace thee, wheresoe'er I look. 



her MX, though latent, operated upon the instinct of the 
Cardinals— "Non vi aliqua, tod concorditer, omnium in se 
eonverso detiderio, quos sunt blandientia sexus axtei, Isten- 
les in hac quanquam !" 

1 Thia it an aoachroniire ; for it war not till die eleventh 
century, that the Bishop of Roma took the title of Papa, or 
Univeraal Father. 

2 There was a mysterious Book, in the 16th century, which 
employed all the anxious curiosit j of the learned of that day. 
Every one spoke of it ; many wrote against it ; though it 
does not apfwar that any body had ever seen it ; and indeed 
Orotius is of opinion that no such book ever existed. It was 
entitled " Liber de tribus iinpoetortbus.** (Sec Morhof. Cap. 
de Libris damnatis.) — Our more modern mystery of " the 
Book** resembles this in many particulars ; and, if the num- 
ber of lawyers employed in drawin|; it up be stated correctly, 
a tlicht alteration of the title into " d tribus impoatoribus** 
would produce a coincidence altogether very remarkable. 

3 The chamber, I suppose, which was prepared for the 
reception of the Bourbons at the first Grand Fftte, and 
— hicb was omaramitod (all ** for the Deliverance of Eu- 
rope") viih Jteurs dt /y« 



1 see thy danmed mk in Eld— n's farow^— 
1 see ihjfooUcap on my H~-rtf — ^d*s spouse— > 
V — Na — t — t*s head recalb thy leaikem case. 
And all thy Uank4eane» stare from R — d — R*s laoe ! 
While, turning here [laying Ma hand on Ats hnr(\ I 

find, ah, wretched elf! 
Tliy UH of (Ure errala in myself. 

[WeSke ike stage in connderMe agkaAm.] 
Oh Roman Punch ! oh potent Cwacoa ! 
Oh Mareschino ! Mareschino oh ! 
Delicious drams ! why have you not the an 
To kill this gnawing book^worm in my heart 7 

Here he is interrupted in his soBloquy l^ perceiv 
ing some scribbled fragments of paper on the ground, 
which he collects, and ** by the light of two magnifi- 
cent candelabras" discovers the foUowingunconnected 
words :— " Wife neglected^'-^*^the Bodte'—*' Wumg 
Meaturee*'—*' the Queen'*-'*' Mr LanAert''-^** th^ 
R^-o— t." 

Ha ! treason in my house ! — Curst words, that wither 
My princely soul [Aakir^ the papen violently^ what 

donon brought yon hither 7 
** My wife!"— "the Book," too!— «Uy— « nearer look— 

[Holding thefragments doeer to the canddabrat.] 
Alas ! too plain, B, double O, K, Book- 
Death and destruction ! 

He here rings all the bells, and a whole lepon of 
valets enter. — A scene of cursing and swearing (very 
much in the German style) ensues, in the course of 
which messengers are dispatched, in diffsrent direc* 
tions, for the L— rd Ch — no — ll — r, the D — e of 
C — B — L — D, etc. etc. — ^The intermediate time is filled 
up by another soliloquy, at the conclusion of which, 
the aforesaid personages rush on alarmed — the D— ■ 
with his stays only half-laced, and the Ch — ^nc — llor 
with his wig thrown hastily over an old red night- 
cap, **to maintain the becoming splendour of his 
office.*** The R— g — t produces the appalling frag- 
ments, upon which the Ch — no — ll — r breaks out 
into exclamations of loyalty and tenderness, and re- 
lates the following portentous dream :— > 

*Tl8 scarcely two hours since 

I had a fearfUl dream of thee, my P e ! — 

Methought I heard thee, midst a cotirtly crowd. 
Say from thy throne of gold, in mandate loud, 
"Worship my whiskers !'* — [toeepe] not a knee was 

there 
But bent and worshipped the Illustrious Fur 
That curPd in conscious nuyesty . [PuUt out hik 

handkerchief] — while cries 
Of "Whiskers! whiskers!** shook the echoing 

dues! — 
Just in that glorious hour, methought, there came. 
With looks of injured pnde, a princely dame. 
And a young maiden clinging to her side. 
As if Aie feared some tyrant would divide 
The hearts that nature and affection tied ! 
The matron came— within her f^i^iiand gIow*d 
A radiant torch ; while from her lefi a load 



1 " To enable the individual, who holds the office ot 
Chancellor, tb maintain it in becoming splendour.** (jf Iwd 
UiMgk.)~-Lori CatUertegh'M SpMck a»em the Fiee-Ckmm 
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Of papen hang — [wipet his eyet]— collected in her 

veil — 
The venal eTidence, the slanderous tale, 
The wounding hint, the current hes that pass 
From Poit to Courier^ fonn*d the motley mass ; 
Which, with disdain, before the throne she throws. 
And lights the pile beneath thy princely nqse. 

Heavena, how it blai*d ! — Fd ask no UveUer fire 
{widk tmimation] To roast a Papist by, my gracious 

But ah ! the ETidence— [iceeps again] I moum*d to 



CmC, as it bum'd, a deadly light on thee ! 
And TUes and Hints their random soarkles flung. 
And liiss'd and crackled like an old maid's tongue ; 
While Poit and Ctmrier^ faithful to their fame. 
Made up in stink for what they lack*d in flame ! 
When, lo, ye gods ! — the fire, ascending brisker. 
Now singes one, now lights the other whisker ! — 
Ah ! where was then the Sylphid, that unfurls 
Her Airy standa^ in defence of curb 7 
Thnme, whiakers, wig, soon Tanish'd into smoke, 
The watchman cried ^ past one,'* and — 1 awoke. 

Here his Lordship weeps more profhsely than erer, 
and the R— <3 — t (who has been very much agitated 
during the recital of the dream,) by a movement as 
characteristic as that of Charles XIL when he was 
•hot, daps his hands to his whiskers to feel if all be 
leally safe. A privy council is held — all the servants, 
etc. are examined, and it appears that a tailor who had 
come to measure the R—- g — t for a dress (which 
takes three whole pages of the best superfine cim- 
fMonl in describing,) was the only person who had 
been in the Bourbon chamber during the day. It is 
accordingly determined to seize the tailor, and the 
council breaks up with a unanimous resolution to be 
▼igorous. 

The conmiencement of the second Act tarns 
chiefly upon the trial and imprisonment of two 
brothers ; but as this forms the under plot of the 
drama, I shall content myself with extracting from it 
the following speech, which is addressed to the two 
brothers, as they ** exeunt severally** to prison : 

Go to your prisons— though the air of spring 

No motmtain coolness to your cheeks shall bring ; 

Though sommer flowers shall pass unseen away. 

And all yonr portion of the glorious day 

May be some solitary beam that falls. 

At mom or eve, upon your dreary walls — 

Some beam that enters, trembling as if awed. 

To tell how gay the young world laughs abroad ! 

Vet gf>— for thoughts, as blessed as the air 

Of spring, or sommer flowers, await you there ; 

Tlkou^ita, such as he, who leasts his courtly crasr 

In rich conservatories, nefoer knew ! 

Pore aell^esteenk — the smiles that light within — 

The ZeiJ, whose circling charities begin 

With ths few loved-ones Heaven haa placed it near, 

Nor oease, till aU mankind are in its sphere ! — 

The Pride, that suffers without vaunt or plea. 



And the freah Spirit, that can warble free. 
Through prison-bare, its hymn to Liberty ! 

The Scene next changes to a^ tailor s work-shop, 
and a fancifully-arranged group of these artiste is dis- 
covered upon the shop-board ; their task evidently 
of a rot/oL nature, from the profusion of gold-lace, 
frogs, etc. that he about. They all rise aiid come 
forward, while one of them siiigs the following stan- 

I, to the tune of ** Derry Down." 



My brave brother tailors, come, straighten your knees. 
For a moment, like gentlemen, stand up at ease. 

While I sing of our P k (and a fig for his railers,) 

The Shop-board's delight ! the Mxcenas of Tailors ! 
Derry down, down, down derry down. 

Some monarchs take roundabout ways into note. 
But his short cut to fame is — the cut of his coat ; 
Phihp's son thought the world was too smaU for hit 

soul. 
While our R— g — t's finds room in a laced button 

hole ! 

Derry down, etc. 

Look through all Europe's Kings — at least, those who 

go loose — 
Not a King of them all 's such a fHend to the Goose 
So, God keep him increaaing in aize and renown. 

Still the fattest and best-fitted P k about town ! 

Derry down, etc. 

During the "Derry down** of this last verse, a 
messenger from the S— c — t — ^y of S c 's Oflice 
rushes on, and the singer (who, luckily for the effect 
of the scene, is the very tailor suspected of the mys- 
terious fragments) is interrupted in the midst of his 
laudatory exertions, and hurried away, to the no small 
surprise and consternation of his comrades. The 
Plot now hastens rapidly in its developeroent — the 
management of the tailor's examination is highly 
skilful, and the alarm which he is made to betray is 
natural without being ludicrous. The explanation, 
too, which he finally gives, is not more simple than 
satisfactory. It appears that the said fragments formed 
part of a self-exculpatory note, which he had intended 

to send to Colonel M*M n upon subjects purely 

professional, and the corresponding bits (which still 
lie luckily in his pocket,) being produced, and skil- 
fully laid beside the othera, the following billet-doux 
is the satisfactory result of their juxta position : 

Honoored Colonel— my Wife, who *s the Quxxn o 

all slatterns. 
Neglected to pat up the Book of new patterns 
She sent the wrong Meaiuees too— shamefully 

wrong — 
They're the same need for poor Mr. Lambeet, when 

young; 
But, bless you ! they woold'nt go half round the 

R— G— T, 
jSo, hope yoo'll excuse yoois till death, most obedient 

This fully explains (be whole mystery; the R— g — t 
reeomei his wonted smiles, and the drama tenninates 
as oiual, to the latiafaction of all partiei. 
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Le Leggi della MasdMro riehiedono die noa per- 
•ona maicherata non tia nlutatti p«r iMnM da imo 
eho la coDoace maJgrado il aao traveatiinento. 

CAariauoMS. 



PREFACE. 



In what manner the following epistles came into 
my hands, it is not necessary for the public to know. 
It will be seen by Mr. Fudge's second letter, that he 
is one of those gentlemen whose secret iervicet in 
Ireland, under the mild ministry of my Lord C gh, 
have been so amply and gratefblly remunerated. Like 
his friend and .associate, Thomas Rktnolds, Esq. 
he had retired upon the reward of his honest indus- 
try ; but has lately been induced to appear again in 
actire life, and superintend the training of that Delo- 
toritm Cohort^ which Lord S— dm — th, in his wisdom 
and benevolence, has organized. 

Whether Mr. Fudge, himselil has yet made any 
discoveries, does not appear from the following 
pages ; — but much may be expected from a person of 
nis zeal and sagacity, and, indeed, to Aisi, Lord S — d- 
M — TH, and the Greenland-bound ships, the eyes of 
all lovers of discoveriet are now most anxiously di- 
rected. 

I regret that I have been obliged to omit Mr. Bob 
Fudge's third letter, concluding the adyentures of 
his Day, with the Dinner, Opera, etc. etc. — but, in 
consequence of some remarks upon Marinette's thin 
drapery, which, it was thought, m^ight give offence to 
certain well-meaning persons, the manuscript was 
sent back to F^uris for his rerision, and had not re* 
turned when the last sheet was put to press. 

It will not, I hope, be thought presumptuous, if I 
take this opportunity of complaining of a very serious 
ii^ustice I have suffered from the public. Dr. King 
wrote a treatise to prove that Bbntlby " was not the 
author of his own book," and a similar absurdity has 
been averted of me, in almost all the best infoimed 
literary circles. With the name of the real author 
■taring them in the face, they have yet peraisted in 
attributing my worics to other people ; and the fame of 
the Twopenny Post Bag'«k«uch as it is — having ho- 
vered doubtfully over various peraons, has at last 
settled upon the head of a certain little gentleman, 
who wean it, I understand, as complacently as if it 
actually belonged to him ; without even the honesty 
of avowing, with his own favourite author, (he will 
excuse the pun) 

i^» y o uaroE spa; 

I can only add, that if any lady or gentleman, cu- 
ii»vm in such matters, will take the trouble of calling 



at my lodgings, 215, Piccadilly, I shall have the ho- 
nour of assuring tbent, t» /irqpria fersoiMi, that I anH" 
his, or her, 

Very obedient and very humUe servant, 
THOMAS BROWN, THE YOUNGER 
April 17, 1618. 

THE 

FUDGE FAMILY IN PARIS- 



LETTER L 

FROM MISS BIDDT FtTDGE TO MISS DOROTBT 
OF OLONSKILTT, IN IRKLAIID. 



Dear DoU, whUe the tails of our horses are pkitinf 

The trunks tying on, and Papa, at the door, 
Into very bod French is, as usual, translating 
His English resolve not to give a sou mere» 
I sit down to write you a line— only think !— 
A letter from France, with French pens and Frwcb 

ink. 
How delightful! though, would you believe it, my 

dear? 
I have seen nothing yet very wonderfhl here ; 
No adventure, no sentiment, far as we've come. 
But the corn-fields and trees quite as duU as at home; 
And, but for the post-boy, his boots and his qoeue, 
I might just as well be at Clonskilty with you ! 
In vain, at Dessein's, did I take fh>m my trunk 
That divine fellow, Sterne, and &11 reading **Tlie 

Monk !" 
In vain did I think of his charming dead Ass, 
And remember the crust and the wallet— alas ! 
No monks can be had now for love or for money 
(All owing. Pa says, to that infidel Bonbt ;) 
And, though one little Neddy we saw in our diive 
Out of classical Nampont, the beast was alive ! 

By the bye, though, at Calais, Papa had a touch 
Of romance on the pier, which affi»cted me much. 
At the sight of that spot, where our darling ***** 
Set the first of his own dear legitimate feet' 
(ModcU'd out so exactly, and — God bless the maik !— 
*Tis a foot, DoDy, worthy so Orand a lUT'^^^qm^ 

1 To eommemorata tlis landing of •♦••• •• •♦♦♦♦ ftoa 

England, the impraanon of his wax )• marked oo tlis pier il 
Calab, and a pillar with an ioacfriptjoa faissd oppoaite Is 
the spot 
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He eiclaim*d "Oh mm R***/' and, with tear-drop- 

Stood to gue on the spot— while MMne Jacobin, nigh, 
Mattered oat with a ahnig (what an insolent thing !) 
*« Ma foi, he be right— *tia de Enghahman*a K**g; 
And dMi grot fied dt oodbof»— begar, me vil lay, 
Dat de foot look moeh better, if turned toder way." 
Tbere *■ the pillar, too — Lord ! I had nearly forgot — 
What a charming idea ! — ^raiaed close to the spot; 
Hie mode being now (at yoaWe heard, I auppoee) 
To build toraba over legs,' and raise pillan to toes. 



Is all that's occorr'd sentimental as yet ; 

Except, indeed, some little flower>nymphs we've met. 
Who distoib one's romance with peeoniaiy Tiews, 
Flinging flowers in yoor path, and then bawling for 



And Bome pictnrBs<iae beggars, whose mnhitndes seem 
To recall the good days of the andien. regime. 
All as ragged and brisk, yon'll be happy to learn. 
And as thin as they wore in the time of dear Stx&itk. 

Ow pei^ coisisrs, in a neat Calais job^ 
Of papa and myself^ Mr. Connok and Bob. 
Yoo remember how sheepish Bob look'd at Kibandy, 
But, Lord ! he 's <iaite altered — they've made him a 

Dandy 
A thing, yon know, whisker'd, great«oated, and laced. 
Like an hoar-glass, exceedingly small in the waist : 
Qnite a new sort of creatures, unknown yet to scho- 
lars. 
With heads so immoveably stuck in shiit-coUars, 
That seats like our musio^ools soon must be found 

them. 
To twirl, when the creatures may wish to look round 

them! 
In short, dear, *'a Dandy" describes what I mean. 
And Bob 's far the best of the genut Twe seen : 
An improving young man, fond of learning, ambitiocis. 
And goes now to Pftris to study French dishes. 
Whose names t hink, how quick ! — he already knows 

A la ftnitse, peiiU paUU, and — what d'ye call that 
They inflict on potatoes? oh ! mcdirt d'hoUi-^ 
I assure yoo, dear Dollt, he knows them as well 
As if nothing but these all his life he had ate, 
Tlioagh a bit of them Bobbt has never touch'd yet ; 
But just knows the names of French dishes and cooks. 
As dear Pk knows the titles and authon of books. 

As to Pa, what d'ye think?— mind it's all entre imnis. 
But you know, love, I never keep secrets from yoo — 
Why he's writing a book — what ! a tale 7 a romance 7 
No, ye gods, would it were!— but his Travels in 

France; 
At the special desire (he let out t' other day) 
Of his friend mid his patron, my Lord C — tl — R— gh. 
Who said, **My dear Fudge " I forget th' exact 

words. 
And, it's strange, no one ever remembers my Lord's ; 
But 'twas sosnething to say, that, as all most allow, 
A good orthodox work is much wanting just now. 
To expound to the world the new — thingununie— 

ncience. 



Found out by the— what's-its-name— Holy A**'***ce, 
1 Oi-gtllajaaU»s^sU.ste. 



And prove to mankind that their rights are but folly. 
Their freedom a joke ( which it is, you know, Dollt) 
**There'a none," said his Lordship, *«if / may be 

judge. 
Half so fit for this great undertaking as Fudge !'* • 

The nuuter's soon settled— Pa flies to Ike Ron 
(The finl stage your tourists now usually go,) 
Settles all for his quarto— advertisements, pra i s e s 
Starts post from the door, with his tablets— French 

phrases— 
** Scott's Visit," of coarse— in short, every thing h$ 

has 
An author can want, except words and ideas >— 
And, lo ! the first thing in the spring of the year. 
Is Phil. Fudge at the front of a Quarto, my dear ! 



But, bless me, my paper 's near out, so Fd better 
Draw last to a close : — this exceeding long letter 
You owe to a dejeuner a la FourcheUe, 
Which BoBBT would have, and is hard at it yet — 
What *s next 7 oh, the tutor, the last of the party. 
Young Connor :— they say he 's so like Bon**^te, 
Ifis nose and his chin, — which Papa nther dreads. 
As the B*****n'b, you know, are suppressing all heads 
That resemble old Nap's, and who knows but their 

honours 
May think, in their fright, of suppressing poor CoiT' 

nor's 7 
Au rette (as we say,) the young lad 's weU enough. 
Only talks much of Athens, Rome, virtue, and stuff; 
A third cousin of ours, by the way — poor as Job 

(Though of royal descent by the side of Manuna,) 
And for charity made private tutor to Bob— 

Entre nous, too, a I^pist — how liberal of Pa ! 

Tlijs is all, dear, — ^forgive me for breaking off thus ; 
But Bob 's d^euner'e done, and Papa 's in a fiiss. 

B. F. 
P. S. 
How provoking of Pa ! he will not let me stop 
Just to run in and rummage some milliner's shop; 
And my dAtd in Paris, I blush to think on it. 
Must now, Doll, be made in a hideous low bonnet 
But Paris, dear Paris — oh, lAere will be joy. 
And romance, and hi^ bonnets, and Madame Ll 
Roi!> 



LETTER n. 

PROM PHIL. PUDGE, ESQ. TO THE LORD VISCOUNT 
C H. 

ParxM, 
At length, my Lord, I have the bliss 

To date to you a line from this 
** Demoralized" metropolis ; 
Where, by plebeians low and scurvy, 
Tlie throne was tum*d quite topsy-turvy. 
And Kingship, tumbled from its seat, 
** Stood prostrate" at the people's feet ; 
Where (still to use your Lordship's^ tropes) 
The lend of obedience slopes 
Upward and downward, as the stream 
Of hydra faction kicks the beam !* 



1 A c«lebrat«d mantua-maker in Parii. 
f This «ic«ll«>Dt imitation orths nobis Lord's ft^l^vL^xr^ 
bow desply Mr. Fudgs mual ba.^ ilnAMA\iaa v^mx tKw^»^ 
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Where the poor palace changes masterB 

Quicker than a snake its skin, ^ • 
And ***** iM rolled out on castors 

While • • • • ♦ 's, borne on shoulders in : 
But where, in every change, no doubt, 

One special good your Lordship ti^BioeSf^ 
That *t is the Kings alone turn out, 

And Minitten still keep their places. 



How oft, dear Viscount C— — — oh, 
Tve thought of thee upon the way, 
As in my j6b (what place could be 
More apt to wake a thought of thee 7) 
Or, oftener far, when gravely sitting 
Upon my dickey (as is fitting 
For him who writes a Tour, that he 
May more of men and manners see,) 
I've thought of thee and of thy glories. 
Thou guest of Kings, and King of Tories ! 
Reflecting how thy fame has grown 

And spread, beyond m^*s usual share. 
At home, abroad, till thou art known. 

Like Major Semple, every where ! 
«Vnd marvelling with what powers of breath 
Your Lordship, having speech'd to death 
Some hundreds of your fellow-men. 
Next speech*d to Sovereigns* ears, — and when 
All soTcreigns else were dozed, at last 
Speech'd down the Sovereign' of Belfast. 
Oh ! *mid the praises and the trophies 
Thou gain'st from Morosophs and Sophis, 
*Mid all the tributes to thy fame. 

There's one thou shouldst be chiefly pleased at— 
That Ireland gives her snufi* thy name. 

And C GH*B the thing now sneezed at ! 

But held, my pen ! — a truce to praising — 

Though even your Lordship will allow 
The theme's temptations are amazing ; 

But time and ink run short, and now 
(As thou would'st say, my guide and teacher 

In these gay metaphoric fringes,) 
I must embark into the feature 

On which this letter chiefly hinges ;'— 
My Book, the Book that is to prove — 
And toiZZ, so help me Sprites above. 
That sit on clouds, as grave as judges. 
Watching the labours of the Fudoes !^ 
Will prove that all the world, at present, 
b in a state extremely pleasant : 
That Europe — thanks to royal swords 

And bayonets, and the Duke commanding — 

Irish oratory, indeed, abounds with such startliof peculiari- 
tiea. Thus the elo<^uent Counsellor B , in de- 
scribing some hypocritical pretender to charity, ssid — *' He 
put his hand in hu breeches pocket, like a crocodile, aad,** 
etc. etc. 

I The title of the chief magbtrate of Belfast, before 
whom his Lordship (with the "studium immane loquendi*' 
attributed by Orid to that chatteriof and rapacious class of 
birds, the pies') delivered sundry long and self-grStnlatory 
orations, on hn return from the Continent. It was at one 
of these Irish dinners that his gallant brother Lord 8. pro- 
posed the health of ** The best eamlry officer in Europe— 
the Regent !** 

S Verbatim from one of the noble Vtsconnt's speechee— 
** And now, Sir, I moat embark into tho feature oa which 
qnastioQ chisfly hingsa^ 



n 



Enjoys a peace which, like the Lord's, 

Passeth all human understanding : 
That F* • *ce prefers her go-cart • ••• 

To such a coward scamp as • * • * * ; 
Though rotmd, with each a leading-string, 

There standeth many a R*y*l crony. 
For fear the chubby, tottering thing 

Should fall, if left there loneypo7»ey: 
That England, too, the more her debts. 
The more she spends, tho richer gets; 
And that the Irish, grateful nation ! 

Remember when by thee reign'd over, 
And Mess thee for their flagellation. 

As Heloisa did her lover !' 
That Poland, left for Russia's lunch. 

Upon the sidcbdard snug reposes ; 
While Saxony 's as pleased as Punch, 

And Norway "on a bed of roses !*' 
That, as for some few million souls. 

Transferred by contract, bless the clods ! 
If half were strangled — Spaniards, Poles, 

And Frenchmen — 't would n*t make mncU odds, 
So Europe's goodly Royal ones 
Sit easy on their sacred thrones ; 
So Ferdinand embroiders gaily, 
And •**♦♦ eats his salmia^ daily ; 
So time is left to Emperor Sandt 
To be ^/Caesar and AoZ/Dandy ; 

And G QE the R—g — t (who'd foigeC 

That doughtiest chieftain of the set?) 
Hath wherewithal for trinkets new. 

For dragons, after Chinese models. 
And chambers where Duke Ho and Soo 

Might come and nine times knock their noddlai 
All this my Quarto *11 prove-— much more 
Than Quarto ever proved before— 
In reasohing with the Pott I'll vie. 
My facts the Courier shall supply. 
My jokes V — ns— t, P— le my sense. 
And thou, sweet Lord, my eloquence I 

My Journal, penn'd by fits and starts. 
On Biddy's back or Bobby's shoulder, 

(My son, my Lord, a youth of parts. 
Who longs to be a small place-holder,) 

Is— though I say 't that should n't say — 

Extremely good ; and, by the way,. 

One extract from it— onZy one— 

To show its spirit, and Pve done. 

** JuL thirUffirtt. Went, after snack, 

To the cathedral of St. Denny ; 
Sigh'd o'er the kings of ages baclc. 

And — gave the old concierge a penny ! 
(Mem. — Must see Khetmt^ much famed, 'tis 
For ipaking kings and gingerbread.) 
Was shown the tomb where lay, so stately, 
A Uttle B***bon, buried lately. 
Thrice high and puissant, we were told, 
Hiough only twenty-four hours old!* 
Hear this, thought I, ye jacobins ; 
Ye Burdetts tremble in your skins ! 



1 See her Letters. 

Horner^ Oifts, 3. 
3 So described on the eoflin; ''tr^haute st 
Pri a es a se , Agte d'nn jour.*' 
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If R**alt7, bot iged a day. 
Can boaal much high and puMiant away. 
What impiooa hand ita power would fii, 
FuU fledged and wigg'd,' at fifty-aix 7" 

The argument *■ quite new, yon aee, 
And profea exactly Q. E. D, — 
So now, with duty to the R g t, 
I am, dear Lord, 

Your moat obedient. 

Bond Brtieml, Rue RhfoU. 
Neat lodginga— rather dear for me ; 
But Biddy aaid ahe thought 't would look 
Genteeler thua to date my book. 
And Biddy's right— besides, it curriea 
Some &vour with our IHends at Murray's, 
Who scorn what any man can say. 
That datea from Rue St. Honor^.* 



P.F. 



LETTER m. 



FBOM m. BOB FUDGE TO RIOHAmO 



iliQ. 

O Dick ! yon may talk of your writing and reading, 
Your logic and Greek, but there is nothing like feeding ; 
And thi» is the place for it, Dicky, you dog. 
Of all places on earth — the head quaxters of prog. 
Talk of England,— her famed Magna Charta, I swear, is 
A humbug, a flam, to the Carte* at old V^ry'a ; 
And as for your Juries — foho would not set o'er *em 
A jury of tasters,* with woodcocks before 'em? 
Give Cart Wright his parliaments fresh every year — 
But those friends of short Commons would never do 

here; 
And let Romilly speak as he will on the question. 
No digest of law 'a like the laws of digestion ! 

By the bye, Dick, /fatten — but rCimporie for that, 
'T is the mode — ^your legitimates always get fat; 
There 's the R— o— t, there 's ♦♦♦♦'s— and B*n*y 

tried too; 
But, though somewhat imperial in paunch, 'twouldn't 

do: 
He improTed, indeed, much in this point when he wed. 
But he ne'er grew right r*y*lly fat in t^ hmd, 

Dick, Dick, what a place ia this Paris! — but stay — 
As my raptures may bore you, I'll just sketch a day. 
As we pass it, myself^ and some comrades I've got. 
All thorough-bred Gnostics, who know what is whaL 

After dreaming some hours of the land of Cocaigne,* 
That Elysium of all that is/riond and nice, 

1 There is a fnlneee and breadth id thii portrait of Royal- 
ty, whieh remindii ua of what Pliny lays, in speaking of Tra- 
jan** freat qualities: — '^oonoe longe lateqru Friocipem 
osteotaotr* 

9 See the Quarterly Review for May, 1816, ^here Mr. 
Hobbouse ia accused of having written his book ** in a back 
street of the Freoeh capital.'* 

3 Thi bill of Fare.— V6ry, a weD-koown Restaurateur, 

4 Mr. Bob alludes particularly, I pmume, to the famous 
Jury IMgustatenr, which need to assemble at the Hotel of 
M. Orimod d« la Reyuiifcre, and of whieh this modem 
Archeetratns has given an account in hk Almaoach dos 
Gourmands, cinqui^me annde, p. 7B. 

5 The fiiiry-laod of cookery and gcwrmoMiiMt ; " Pays, ou 
le del offre les viaodes toutes euitei, et oi&, comme on parle, 
les alouattes tombsnt tootas rotiss. Dn Latin, eeqnsfa."— 
DaeksL 



Where for hail they have 6on«-6on«, and claret for rain. 
And the akaiters in winter show off on cream-ice; 
Where so ready all nature ita cookery yields. 
Macaroni au par m eaan grows in the fields ; 
little birds fly about with the true pheasant taint, 
And the geese are all bora with a hver complaint !< 
I rise— put on neck-cloth— stiff, tight as can be— 
For, a lad who goes into the world, Dick, like me. 
Should hare his neck tied up, you know — there's no 

doubt of it — 
Almost as ti^t as tome lads who go out ofiL 
With whiskers well oil'd, and with boots that ** hold up 
The mirror to nature" — so bright you could sup 
Off the leather like china ; with coat, too, that drawi 
On the tailor, who suflfers, a martyr's applause ! — 
With head bridled up, like a four-in-hand leader. 
And stay»— iieyil's in them— too tight for a feeder, 
I strut to the old CafS Hardy, which yet 
Beata the fieki at a dije&ner h tafourchette. 
There, Dick, what a breakfast !— oh, not like your ghoiC 
Of a breakftst in England, your cmtt tea and toast; 
But a aide-board, you dog, where one's eye roves about, 
Like a Turk's in the Haram, and thence singles out 
One's pAti of larks, just to time up the throat 
One's small limba of chickens, done en papQlolef 
One's erudite cutlets, drest all ways but plain, 
Or one's kidney — imagine, Dick — done with cham- 
pagne! 
Then some gbisses of Beaunt, to dilute— or, mayhap, 
Chambertinj* which you know 's the pet tipple of Nap, 
And which Dad, by the by, that legitimate stickier. 
Much scruples to taste, but Fm not so paitic'lar. — 
You coffee comes next, by prescription ; and then 

Dick, 'b 
The coffee's ne'er-failing and glorious appendix— 
(If books had but such, my old Grecian, depend on 't 
rd swallow even W — tk — ^n's, for sake of the end 

on't)— 
A neat glass o£ par/ait-amourf which one sips 
Just as if bottled Telvet' tipp'd over one's lips ! 
Tliis repast bei^g ended, and paid /or — (how odd ! 
Till a man 's used to paying there 's something so 
queer in it) — 
The sun now well out, and the girls all abroad. 
And the world enough air*d for us. Nobs, to ap- 
pear in't. 
We lounge up the Boulevards, where— oh Dick, the 

phizzM, 
The tura-outs, we meet — what a nation of quizzee ! 
Here toddles along some old figure of fun, 
With a coat you might date Anno Domini One ; 
A laced hat, worsted stockings, and — noble old soul !— 
A fine ribbon and cross in his best button-hole ; 
Just such as our Pr — E, who nor reason nor fiin dreadsi 
Inflicts, without even a court-martial, on hundreds.* 



1 The process by which the liver of the unfortunate go< 
is enlarged, in order to produce that richest of all dainties, 
the foie grasy of wliich such renowned pdiit are made at 
Strasbourg and Toulouse, is thus described in the Grans 
OoMtronomifne :—On deplume Testomac des oies; on 
attache eosuite ces animaux aux chenets d'une chemin6e, et 
on les nourrit devant le feu. La captivity et la chaleur donneot 
ii ces volatiles une maladie h^patique, qui £ut goofler leur 
foie,** etc. p. 906. 

8 The favourite wineof Napolson. 

3 Fetrars en hvuUiUe. 

4 It was said by Wlcquefort, mofe thaa a hnodrsd years 
sgo, ** Ls Boi d'Angtstsrrs CLit ssul plus da ehK^^w^^ts* 
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Here trips a griaetU^ with a fond, roguiah e je 
(Rather eatable things these gruettes by the by;) 
And there an old demcitdle, almost as fond. 
In a silk that has stood since the time of the Fronde. 
There goes a FVench dandy — ah, Dick ! unlike some 

ones 
WeVe sMtn aboat White's — the Mounseers axe but 

ram ones; 
ekich hats ! — ^fit for monkeys— Fd back Mrs. Draper 
To cut neater weather-boards out of brown paper : 
And coats — % • I wish, if it wouldn't distress 'em. 
They'd club for old B — m^l, from Calais, to dress 'em! 
The collar sticks out from the neck such a space. 
That you'd swear 'twas the plan of this head-lop- 
ping nation, 
To leave there behind them a snug little place 
For the head to drop into, <m decapitation ! 
In short, what with mountebanks, Counts and friseurs, 
Seme mummers by trade, and the rest amateurs— 
What with cai^ains in new jockey-boots and silk 
breeches. 
Old dustmen with swinging great opera-hats, 
And shoeblacks reclining by statues in nichcf. 
There never was seen such a race of Jack Sprits. 

From the Bouleyarda — but hearken !— -yes — as Fm a 

sinner. 
The dock is just striking the half-hour for dinner : 
So no more at present— short time for adorning — 
My day must be finish'd some other fine morning. 
Now, hey for old Beauvilliers*' larder, my boy ! 
And, once fA«rv^if the goddess of beauty and joy 
Were to write **Come and kiss me, dear Bob!" Fd 

not budge- 
Not a step, Dick, as sure as my name is 

R. Fudge. 



LETTER IV. 

FROM raiLIM CONNOR TO< 



** Rkturn !" — ^no, nerer, while the%tthering hand 
Of bigot power is on that hapless land ; 
While for the faith my fttheri held to God, 
Even in the fields where free those fathers trod 
I am proscribed, and — like the spot left bare 
In Israel's halls, to tell the proud and fair 
Amidst their mirth that slavery had been there' — 
On all I love— home, parents, friends, — I trace 
The mournftd mark of bondage and disgrace ! 
No ! — let them stay, who in their country's pangs 
See neught but food for factions and harangues ; 
Who yearly kneel before their mastei^s doors. 
And hawk their wrongs as beggars do their sores ; 
Stillletyour »• • • • 



loaa lea aatres Row da la ChietientA enisinble.** — What 
would he My now 1 

1 A celebrated Reitaurateor. 

9 " The? need to leave a yard sqaare of the wall of the 
booee nnpiaetered, on whico they write, in larfe lettera, 
either the fore-mentioned veree of the Psalmiet (* If I forget 
thee. O Jeruealem/ etc.) or the worda — * The memory of the 
deaolaiioa.* ** — Leo of Modems. 

3 I have ihoufht it pradeot to omit some parts of Mr. 
Phelim Connor's letter. He b evidtintly en intemperate 
young man, and hae aaeeiatad with his ooosins, the Fudges, 
is VSKV l&ttk pvposB. 



Still hope and suffer, all who can !— 4Mit I, 
Who diuvt not hope, and cannot bear, must fly. 

But whither ?— every where the scourge pumi 
Turn where he will, the wretched wanderer views. 
In the bright brdun hopes of all his race. 
Countless reflexions of the oppressor's iaoe ! 
Every where gallant hearts, and spirits trae, 
Are served up victims to the vile and few ; 
While E******, every where— the general foe 
Of truth and freedom, wheresoe'er they glow- 
Is first, when tyrants strike, to aid the blow * 

O E""" ! could such poor revenge atone 

For wrongs that well might claim the deadliest one ; 

Were it a vengeance, sweet enough to sate 

The wreCch who flies from thy intolerant hale. 

To hear his curses, on such barbarous sway, 

Echoed where'er he bends his cheerless way ;•— 

Could this content him, every lip he meets 

Teems for his vengeance with such poisonous sweets 

Were Urn his luxury, never is thy name 

Pronounced, but he doth banquet on thy shame ; 

Heara maledictions ring from every aide 

Upon that grasping power, that selfish pride, 

Which vaimts its own, and scorns all rights beside ; 

That low and desperate envy, which, to blast 

A neighbour'a bleasings, risks the few thou hast ;— 

That monster, self, too gross to be conceal'd. 

Which ever lurks behind thy proflfer'd shield ; 

That faithless craft, which, in thy hour of need. 

Can court the slave, can awear he ahall be freed. 

Yet basely spurns him, when thy point is gain'd. 

Back to his masters, ready gagg'd and chain'd ! 

Worthy associate of that band of kings, 

'Fhat royal, ravening flock, whoae vampire wings 

O'er sleeping Europe treacherously brood. 

And fan her into dreams of promised good. 

Of hope, of freedom — but to drain her blood ! 

If thus to hear thee branded be a bliss 

That vengeance loves, there's yet more sweet than 

this,— 
That 'twas an Irish head, an Irish heart. 
Made thee the fidlen and tamish'd thing thou ait ; 
"Fhat, as the Centaur' gave the infected vest. 
In which he died, to rack his conqueror's breast, 
We sent thee C gh : — aa heaps of dead 



Have slain their slayera by the pest they spread. 
So hath our land bieath'd out— 4hy fiune to dim, 
Tliy strength to waste, and rot thee, soul and liml^ 

Her womt infiections all condensed in him * 

e e e e e e 

When will the world shake off such yokes ! oh, whei 
Will that redeeoiing day shine out on men, 
"Fhat shall behold them rise, erect and free 
As Heaven and Nature meant mankind should ba ' 
When Reason shall no longer blindly bow 
To the vile paged things, that o'er her brow, 
Like him of Jaghemaut, drive trampling now ; 
Nor Conquest dare to desolate God's earth ; 
Nor drunken Victory, with a Nero's mirth. 
Strike her lewd harp amidst a peo|4e's groans ;— • 
But, built on love, the world's exalted thrones 



1 Membra et Herculeoe ioroa 
Urit Ines Neeaea. 



Dk, ilia victor vineitur.- 
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Shall to the iriitaooi and the wise be 

Tlioee bright, thoee lole legitiiiutet of Heaven ! 

Whm win thia be?— or, oh ! ia it in trath. 
But one of thoae aweet da74)raak dreama of youth, 
In which the aool, aa roond her morning apringa, 
Twizt aleep and waking, aeea anch daailing thingji ! 
And moat the hope, aa vain aa it ia bright. 
Be all giiren op ? — and are ikejf only right. 
Who aay thia world of thinking aoola waa made 
To he bx kinga partitioned, truck'd, and weigh*d 
In acalea that, ever ainoe the world begun. 
Have counted milliona but aa doat to one 7 
Are lAcy the only wise, who laugh to acorn 
fhe n^jbtM, the fieedom to which man waa bom ; 
Who •••••• 

Who, proud to kiM each aeparate rod of powei^ 
Bleaa, while he reigna, the minion of the hour ; 
Woiahip each would-be god, that o'er them movea. 
And take the thundering of hia braaa for JoTe*a ! 
If Ikit be wiadom, then farewell my hooka, 
Paxewell, ye ahrinea of old, ye claaaic brooka, 
Which fed my aoul with cuirenta, pure and fkir, 
Of living truth, that now must stagnate there !— 
Inatead of themea that touch the lyre with light, 
Instead of Greece, and her immoital fight 
For liberty, which once awak*d my atringa, 
Welcome the Grand Conspiracy of Kinga, 
The High L^^^atea, the Holy Band, 
Who, bolder even than he of Sparta's land, 
Againsf whom millions, panting to be fiec^ 
Would guard the paaa of right-line tyranny ! 
Inatead of him, the Athenian bard, whoae Uade 
Had stood the onset which his pen pouitzay'd, 
Welcome ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

♦ « * # * e 

And, 'stead of Ariatidea— woe the day 

Such naoAa abouM mingle ! — welcome C fjti ! 

Here break we oS, at thia unhaUow'd name, 
like prieata of old, when words iU-omen'd came. 
Mw nest shall tell thee, bitterly ahall tell, 
Thoughtathat * e * * 

* * e e * e 

Hiooi^ that— oooM patience hold— *t wen wiaer &r 
To laave atiU hid and homing where they are ! 



LETTER V. 

rKOM MISS BIDDT FUDGE TO MISfl DOROTHT . 

What a time aince I wrote! — ^Tm a aad naughty 

girl— - 
TiKHigfa, hke a tee-totum, Fm all in a twirl. 
Yet even (as you wittily aay) a teetotum 
Between all ita twirls gives a letter to note 'em. 
But, Lord, such a place ! and then, Dolly, my dreaaea, 
My gowna, so divine !— there's no language expresses. 
Except just the two words **superbe," ** magnifique," 
The trimminga of that which I had home laat week ! 
It ia call'd— I forgetp— ft 2a— aomething which sounded 
Like aUeampane — but, in truth, Fm confounded 
And bother'd, my dear, 'twixt that troublesome boy's 
(Bob's) cookery language, and Madame Le Roi'a : 
What with fillets of roses, and filleta of veal, 
Thinga garni with lace, and thiqp garm with M^ 



One'a hair, and one'a cutleta both en papiBoie, 
And a thoiiaand more thinga I ahall ne'er have by rote, 
I can acaioe tell the difference, at leaat as to phrase. 
Between beef d 2a PaydU and curia d 2a hrom^ — 
But, in ahort^ dear, I'm trick'd out quite d 2a Frotiariss, 
With my bonnetr— ao beautifhl !— high up and poking, 
like things that are put to keep chimneys from 
smoking. 

Where AbM I begin with the endleaa deligfata 
Of thia Eden of milliners, monkeys, and sights — 
This dear busy place, where there 'a nothing trane* 

acting, 
But dresaing and dinnering, dancing and acting 7 

Imprimia, the Opera — mercy, my can ! 

Brother Bobby'a remark t' other night waa a tnie 
one; 
" Tliis smjI be the muaic," aaid he, " of the spaors. 

For Fm curst if each note of it doean't ran through 
one !" 
Pa aays (and you know, love, hia book 'a to make out,) 
'Twaa the Jacobina brought every mischief about ; 
That thia passion for roaring has come in of late. 
Since the nbble all tried for a voice in the State. 
What a frightful idea, one'a mind to o'erwhelm ! 

What a chorus, dear Dolly, would aoon be let loose 
of it! 
If^ when of age, every man in the realm 

Had a voice like old Lala,* and chose to make use 
of it! 
No— never waa known in thia riotooa aphere 
Such a breach of the peace aa their ainging, my dear* 
So bad too, you'd swear that the god of both arta, 

Of Muaic and Physic, had taken a flrolic 
For aetting a loud fit of aathma in parta. 

And compoaing a fine rumbling base to a cholic ! 



Bat, the dancing— dk paries moit Dolly, dB 
TWe, indeed, ia a treat that charma all but Papa. 
Such beauty— such grace— oh ye aylpha of romance! 

Fly, fly to Titania, and aak her if sAs has 
One light-footed nymph in her train, that can dance 

Like divine BigoCtini and aweet Fumy Biaa ! 
Fanny Biaa in Flor»— dear creature !— you*d awear, 
When her delicate feet in the dance twinkle round. 
That her atepa are of light, that her home ia the air, 

And ahe only jmt complaieanoe touchea the ground. 
And when Bigottini in Fiyche diabevela 

Her black flowing hair, and by damona ia driven. 
Oh ! who doea not envy thoee rode little devils, 

Tltat hold her, and hug her, and keep her from 
heaven? 
Then, the muaic— «o sofUy its cadencea die. 
So divinely — oh, Dolly ! between you and I, 
It 'a as wdl for my peace that there's nobody nigh 
To make love to me then— you've a aoul, and can 

judge 
What a criaia 't would be for your friend Biddy Fudge! 

Tlie next place (which Bobby has near lost his heart 
in,) 

They call it the Play-houae I tUnk— of Saint Mar- 
tin;* 



1 Tb« ddeit, moct oelebratsd, and most noisy of ths uag- 
ers at Um Fronefa Opora. 

S Tbo TMftlra do la Porto St.Martia, which waa haU&^'^M«. 
lbs Opsra-hooas in tha PalaiaEAn^V. 'wvk'^iQKWMl 
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Quite chaiTOing — and very religioiu — ^what folly 
To saj that the French axe not piooa, dear Dolly, 
When here one beholda, so correctly and rightly, 
The Testament tnm'd into melo-draroes nightly ; 
And, doubtless, so fond they're of scriptural facts. 
They will soon get the Pentateuch up in five acts. 
Here Daniel, in pantomime,' bids bold defiance 
To Nebuchadnezzar and all his stuff*d lions. 
While pretty young Israehtes dance round the Prophet, 
In very thin clothing, and but little of it ; — 
Here B^grand,' who shines in this scriptural path. 

As the lovely Susanna, without even a relic 
Of drapery round her, comes out of the bath 

In a manner, that. Bob says, is quite Eve-angdic ! 

But, in short, dear, 't would take me a month to recite 
All the exquisite places we 're at, day and night ; 
And, besides, ere I finish, I think you'll be glad 
Just to hear one delightful adventure Fve had. 

Last night, at the Beaujon,' a place where — I doubt 
If I well can describe— there are cars that set out 
From a lighted pavilion, high up in the air. 
And rattle you down, Doll — you liardly know where. 
These vehicles, mind me, in which you go through 
This delightfully dangerous journey, hold two. 
Some cavalier asks, with humility, whether 

You'll venture down with him — you smile — 'tis a 
match ; 
In an instant you're seated, and down both together 

Go thundering, as if you went post to old Scratch !^ 
Well, it was but last night, as I stood and remark'd 
On the looks and odd ways of the girls who embark'd. 
The impatience of some for the perilous flight. 
The forc'd giggle of others, 'twixt pleasure and fright, 
That there came up— imagine, dear Doll, if you can — 
A fine sallow, subUme, sort of Werter-fiic'd man, 
With mustachios that gave (what we read of so oft,) 
The dear Corsair expression, half savage, half soft. 
As Hysnas in love may be fancied to look, or 
A something between Abelard and old Blucher ! 
Up he came, Doll, to me, and uncovering his head, 
(Rather bald, but so warlike !) in bad EngUsh said, 
" Ah ! my dear — if Ma'mselle vil be so very good — 
Just for von little course" — though I scarce under* 

stood 
What he wish'd roe to do, I said, thank him, I would. 
Oif we set — and, though 'faith, dear, I hardly knew 
whether 

My head or my heels were the uppermost then, 

1781. A few days afler this dreadful (ire, which lasted more 
than a week, and in which several persons perished, the Pa- 
risian tle^anUa displayed fl«ine-coloured /Iresses, '* cooleor 
feu de rOp6ra V'—Dulaure, CuriotiU^ de Paris. 

1 A piece very popular last year, called " Daniel, ou la 
Fosse aux Lions." The following scene will give an idea 
%f the daring sublimity of these scriptural pantomimes. 
*5e^n«20.— La foumaise devient un borceau de nuagec 
izur^s, aa fond duquel est on groupe de noages plus lumi- 
neuz, et aa miliea ' Jehovah* au centre d*un cercie de ray- 
ons briilans, qui annonce la pr^cnce de rEtemel." 

8 Madame B^grand, a finely formed womnn, who acts In 
** Susanna and the Elders,** " L*amour et la Folie,** etc. etc. 

3 The Promenades A^riennes, or French Mountains. — 
Bee a description of this singular and fantastic place of 
amusement, m a pamphlet, truly worth? of it, by F. F. Cot- 
terel, M^decin, Doctenr de la Faculty de Paris, etc. etc. 

4 According to Dr. Cotterel, the can go at the rate of 
Arlf^bt miles an boor. 



For 't was like heaven and earth, Dolly, cominf to* 
gether, — 

Yet, spite of the danger, we dared it again. 
And oh ! as I gazed on the features and air 

Of the man, who for me all this peril defied, 
I could fitncy almost he and I were a pair 

Of tmhappy yoting lovers, who thus, side by aide, 
Were taking, instead of rope, pistol, or dagger, a 
Desperate dash down the falls of Niagara ! 

This achiev'd, through the gardens* we muoter'd 

about, 
Saw the fire-works, exclaun'd ''magnifiqiie!'* at 

each cracker. 
And, when t' was all o'er, the dear man saw as out 
With the air, I lotfl say, of a prince, to oatJSacre. 
Now, hear me— 4his stranger — ^it may be mere folly— 
But who do you think we all think it is, Dolly? 
Why, bless you, no less than the great King of PniMia, 
Who 's here now incog." — he, who made ^ch a fins, 

you 
Remember, in London, vrith Blucher and Platoff, 
When Sal was near kissing old Blncher's cravat off! 
Pa says he *s come here to look after his money 
(Not taking things now as he used under Boney,) 
Which suits with our ftiend, for Bob saw him, he 

swore. 
Looking sharp to the silver received at the door. 
Besides, too, they say that his grief for his Queen 
(Which was plain in this sweet fellow's&ce to be seen) 
Reqtiires such a stimulant dose as this car is. 
Used three times a day with young ladies in Paris. 
Some Doctor, indeed, has declared that such grief 
Should — unless 'twould to utter despairing its follx 

push — 
Fly to the Beaujon, and there seek relief 
By rattling, as Bob says, " like shot through a hoUy* 

bush." 

I must now bid adieu— only think, Dolly, think 

If this should be the King — I have scarce slept a wink 

With imagining how it will aound in the papers. 

And how all the Misses my good luck wiU grudge, 
When they read that Count Ruppin, to drive away 
vapours. 

Has gone down the Beaujon with Miss Biddy Fudge. 

NiHa Bene. — Papa's almost certain 't is he — 
For he knows the L*git**ate cut, and could see, 
In the wa^ he went poising, and managed to tower 
So erect in the car, the true Balance of Power, 



LETTER VI. 

PROM PHIL. PUDGE, B8«. TO BIS BROTHER TIM 
PUDGE, ESQ. BARRISTER AT LAW. 

Yours of the 12th received just now — 
Thanks for the hint, my trusty brother ! 

1 In the Caf(ft attached to these gardens there are to b« 
(as Dr. Cotterel informs us,) "douse n^fres, tri»-alerle«, 
qui contrasteront, par I'^bdno de leur peau avec la teint de 
lis ei de rose's de nos belles. Los places et les sorbets servia 
par une main bien noire, fera davanta^ reaaortir Talbl^re 
des bras arrondis de celles-ei.** — P. 9SL 

9 His Majesty, who was at Paris under the travolliaf 
name of Count Ruppin, is known to have gooe down Vbm 
Beai^ very frsqusotlf 
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T'tB truly pleasing to Me how 

We Fudges stand by one another. 
Bat nerer fear— I know my chap, 
And he knows mt, too— «r6i«i mp. 
My Lord and I are kindred spirits, 
like in our ways as two young ferrets ; 
Both fashioned, as that supple race is. 
To twist into ail sorts of places ; — 
Creatures lengthy, lean, and hungering, 
Fond of Uood and 6icrroiD-mongering. 



As to my Book in 91, 
CaU'd " Down with Kings, or Who'd have thought 

itr 

Bless you, the Book *s long dead and gone^— 

Not even th* Attorney-General bought it. 
And, though some few seditious tricks 
I play'd in 95 and 6, 
As you remind me in your letter, 
His Losdship likes me all the better ; 
We, proselytes, that come with news full, 
Are, as he says, so vastly useful ! 
Reynolds and I— (you know Tom Reynolds- 
Drinks his claret, keeps his chaise- 
Lucky the dog that first unkennels 

Traitora and Luddites now-a-days ; 
Or who can help to bag a few. 
When S— i>— TH wants a death or two ;) 
Reynolds and I, and some few more. 

All men like us of information. 
Friends, whom his Lordship keeps in store. 
As wufer-saviourB of the nation — * 

Have form'd a Club this season, where 

His Loidship sometimes takes the chair. 

In praise of our sublime vocation ; 

And gives us many a bright oration 

Tracing it up to great King Midas, 

Who, though in fable typified as 

A royal Ass, by grace divine 

And right of ears, mort asinine. 

Was yet no more, in fact htstorical. 
Than an exceeding well-bred tyrant; 

And these, his eon, but allegorical, 
Bleaning Informers, kept at high rent — * 

Gemmen, who touch'd the Treasury glisteners, 

Like us, for being trusty listeners ; 

And picking up each tale and fragment. 

For royal Midas's green bag meant. 

** And wherefore,'* said this best of Peers, 

Should not the B^-o— t too have ears,* 
To reach as far, as long and wide as 
Those of his model, good King Midas 7** 
This speech was thought extremely good. 
And (rare for him) was understood — 



I Instant we drank " The R— g— t's Ears," 
I With three times three illustrious cheers. 

That made the room resound like thundcu^— 
"The R— G — t's Eari, and may he ne'er 
From foolish shame, like Midas, wear 

Old paltry wigs to keep them under !"* 
This touch at our old friends, the Whigs, 
Made us as merry all as grigs. 
In short (I'll thank you not to mention 
These things again) we get on gaily ; 
And, thanks to pension and Suspension, 

Our Uttle Club increases daily. 
Castles, and Oliver, and such. 
Who don't as yet full salary touch. 
Nor keep their chaise and pair, nor buy 
Houses and lands, like Tom and I, 
Of conne don't rank with us, sofoolort,* 
But merely serve the Club as waiters, 
iike Knights, too, we've our cctlar days 
(For us, I own, an awkwvd phrase,) 
When, in our new costume adom'd, — 
The R— Q — t's buff-and-blue coat 's tumi'd^ 



I Lord C.'i tribate to the character of hia friend, Mr. 
Reyooldt, will loDf be remembered with equal credit to both. 

8 Thic ioterpretaUon of the fable of Midae*f ear* seems 
the most probable ofaav, and ia thus stated in Boffman:— Hae 
alleforia sifniflcatam, Midam, ut poto tyranoum, subaaseul- 
tatores dimittere tolitam, per qaoe, qascanqae per omnem 
regionem vel fierent, vel dieerentnr, eognoeceiet, nimirum 
ilSa atens aorinm vice.*' 

S Broieette, in a sole on this line of Boileaa, 

" Midai, le roi Midas a das oreilles d*ane,** * 

tails ns, that " M. PerrauU le M^deein Toalut faire & notre 
motsur up crime d*6tat de ee vera, comme d*une maligna al- 
Innon an Eoi.** I trust, however, that no one will suspect 
tbs lias ia tiM tsat of any soeh indsooroos attssioo. 



We have the honour to give dinners 
To the chief rats in upper stations ;* 

Your W T8, V N»— half-fledged sinners, 

Who shame us by their imitations ; 
Who turn, 'tis true — but what of that? 
Give me the useful preaching Rat ; 
Noi things as mute as Punch, when bought, 
Whose wooden heads are all they've brought; 
Who, false enough to shirk their friends. 

But too faint-hearted to betray. 
Are, afler all their twists and bends. 

But souls in Limbo, damn'd half way. 
No, no, — we nobler vermin are 
A genua useful as we're rare ; 
'Midst all the things imraculous 

Of which your natural histories brag. 
The rarest must be Rats like us. 
Who let the tat out of the bag. 
Yet still these Tyros in the cause 
Deserve, I own, no small applaow ; 
And they're by us received and treated 
With all due honours— only seated 
In the inverse scale of their reward. 
The merely promiaed next my Lord ; 
SmaU pensions then, and so on, down. 

Rat afler rat, they graduate 
Through job, red ribbon, and silk gown. 

To Chancellorship and Marquisate. 
This serves to nurse the ratting spirit ; 
The less the bribe the more the merit. 

Our music 's good, you may be sure ; 
My Lord, you know, 's an amateur—* 



1 It was not under wig «, but tiarna, that King Midas an 
de&voured to conceal these ap))endages: 

Tempof a purpureis tentat velare tiaris.— Ovui. 

The noble giver of the toast, however, had evidently, 
with bis usual cleamees, confounded King Midas, Mr. Lis- 
ten, and the P— e R— f — t together. 

9 Mr. Fudge and his friends should go by this name— as 
the man who, some years since, saved the late Risht Hon 
George Roee from drowning, was ever aAer called Salvatsr 

Ro$a. 

3 This intimncy between the Rats and Informers is just aa U. 
diould be — *^ vere dulce sodalitium.** 

4 Bis I«ocdihi^>^mSs4L<»A ^ ^^» \Na^RS^. 
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TakM every part with peiftct ette, 

Though to the Baae by nature euited. 
And, lbrm*d for all, at beat maj pleaee, 
For whipB and bolta, or chorda and keja, 
Tama from hia Tictim to hia gleea, 

And haa them both well egeaOed, 
H T D» who, though no Rat himaelf, 

Deligfata in all anch liberal arta, 
Drinka largely to the Houae of Gaelph, 

And auperintenda the Corm paita. 
While C— NW— <3,' who'd befa^ by choice, 
Conaenta to take an under voice ; 

And G a,* who well that aignal knowa, 

Watchea the VoUi iSuNlof .* 

In abort, aa Tve already hinted. 

We take, of late, prodigioualy ; 
But aa oar Club ia aomewhat atinted 

For Oendemen, like Tom and me, 
We'U take it kmd if you'U provide 
A few SqwrtenM^* from t'other aide ;— 
Some of thoae loyal, cunning elvea 

(We often tell the 4ale with laoghter) 
Who uaed to hide the pikea themaelvea. 

Then hang the fbola who found them after. 
I doubt not you could find oa, too. 
Some Orange Paraona that would do; 
Among the reat, we've heard of one, 
Hie Reverend— something — ^Hamilton, 
Who atufiTd a figure of himaelf 

(Delicioua thought !) and had it ahot at. 
To bring aome Papirta to the ahel^ 

That couUfnt ocherviae be got a^^ 
If Aa 'U but join the Aaaociation, 
We'll vote him in by acclamation. 

And now, my brother, guide, and friend, 
Thia aomewhat tedioua acrawl muat end. 
I've gone into thia long detail, 

Becanae I aaw your nervea were ahaken 
With aniioua feara leat I abould fail 

In thia new, loyal^ courae I've taken, 
^ut, bleaa your heazt ! you need not doubt— 
We Fudgea know what we're about 
Look round, and aay if yoa can aee 
A much more thriving fiunily. 
Htere 'a Jack, the Doctor— night and day 

Hundreda of patienta ao beaiege him, 
Yoo*d awear that all the rich and gay 

Fell aick on purpoae to oblige him. 
And while they think, the precioua niimw^f^ 

He'a counting o'er their polae ao ateady. 



ICuiiateriml eaneri took lenoot three timet a-week from a 
ealebrated muaio-maaler, in ftae-eiof tag. 

1 Thia Right Hon. Gentleman oogbt to fire op hit ni«- 
eent alliance with Lord C if upon no other prindple than 
Chat which it iocolcated in the following arrangement be- 
tween two Ladiet of Fathion : 

Savi Claiinda, ** though teen it may eoat, 
ft ii tiiM we thould part, my dear 8oe ; 

For ifMir eharacler *t totally loat, 
And / haTO not tnflleient for two f" 

% The rapidity of this Noble Lord** trantformatioo, at 
the tame inttant, hito a Lord of the Bed-chamber and an 
opponent of the Catholic Claimt, wat truly miracnlona. 

3 TVm tMC«iaiir-a f^neot direotiao in Buaie hooka. 

4 Tha Irak diouaottva of Sfulrv. 



The rogue but counta how many goJaeaa 
He *a fobb'd, for that day'a work, already. 

I'll ne'er forget the ohl makl'a alann. 
When, feeling thua Miaa Sokey Fliit, ht 

Said, aa he dropp'd her ahriveU'd arm, 

** Damn'd bad Uiia morning — only thii^ !*' 

Your dowagen, too, every one, 

So generoua are, when they call him in* 
Tliat he might now retire upon 

The rheumatiama of three old women. 
TTien, whataoe'er your ailments are, 

He can ao learnedly explain ye 'em— 
Your cold, of courae, ia a oaSarrkt 

Your head-ache ia a hemi-crmmm :— 
Hia akill, too, in young ladiea' lunga. 

The grace with which, moat mild of men, 
He bega them to put out their tongnea, 
Then hida them— put them in again ! 
In abort there 'a nothing now like Jack ;— 

Tkke all your doctora, great and amall. 
Of preaent timea and agea back. 

Dear Doctor Fudge ia worth them alL 

So much for phyaic— then, in law loo. 

Counsellor Tim ! to thee we bow ; 
Not one of ua givea more eclat to 

The lEunoital name of FtrDoi than thoo. 
Not to expatiate on the art 
With which you play'd the patriot's part. 
Till aomething good and anugahookl offer ^ 

like one, who, by the way he acta 
The entighieHing part of candlo^nufiRw, 

The manager'a keen eye attnM^ 
And ia promoted thence by him 
Toatnit in robea, like thee, my Tim ! 
Who ahall deacribe thy poweis of fitoe, 
Thy well-fee'd seal in every caae, 
Or wrong or right— but ten timea waimer 

(As suits thy calling) in the fonner 

Thy glorioua, lawyer-like delight 
In puxxling all that 'a clear and right. 
Which, though conapicuoua in thy youth, 

Lnprovea ao with a wig and band on, 
That all thy pride *a to way-lay Truth, 

And leave her not t leg to atand on.— 
Hiy patent, prime, moral^,— 

Thy caaea, cited from the Bible— 
Thy candour, when it &Ub to thee 

1*0 help in trouncing for a libel >— 
" God knowa, I, from my aoul, profeaa 

To hate all bigota and benighten ! 
God knowa, I love, to even exoeaa. 
The aacred Freedom of the Praaa, 

My only aim 'a to— cruah the writers." 
Tlwae are the viituea, Tim, that dnw 

Ttte briefs jnto thy bag ao faat ; 
And theae, oh, Tim— if Law be Law- 
Will raise thee to the Bench at laat. 



I Uuah to see this letter's length. 
But 't was my wish to prove to thee 

How f\ill of hope, and wealth, and atxengtb 
Are all our precioua family. 

And, ahoold afiUis go on aa pleaaant 

As, thank tbi Fates, tbiy do at 



THE FUDGE FAMILY IN PARIS. 



8lM«ld w« iMt nifl eqoy thft away 
or 8— BM— ■ nd of C— — OB, 
I bope, ere iMig, to Me the day 
When Englud*! wimi iNaism.,^., 
Ltwyera, peen, will all be— FuDOBa ! 

Good bye-Hny paper *■ oat ao nearly, 
r^e only room for 

Youn ainoerely. 



LETTER Vn. 



FROM PHILIM CONNOR TO 



BspoRi we akecch the Pkeaent^-Iet oa caat 
A few ahon rapid glancea to the FuL 

When he, who had defied all Europe'a atrength. 
Beneath hb own weak raahneai aimk at length; — 
When looaed, aa if by magic, from a chain 
Tltat aaem'd like Fate'a, the work! waa ftee again. 
And Europe aaw rqoicing in the aight, 
The caoae of Kinga,/or onee^ the cauae o' Right ; 
That waa, indeed, an hoar of joy to thoae 
Who aigh'd forjoadce l iberty — repoae. 
And hoped the &11 of one great mlmre*a neat 
Wodd ring tta warning round, and acare the reaL 
And all waa bright with promiae ; — Kinga began 
To own a aympathy with auffering Man, 
And Man waa gratotU— Puriota of the Sooth 
Canght wiadom from a Coaiack Emperor'a moalh. 
And heard, like aceenta thaw*d in Northern air. 
Unwonted worda of fieedom borat forth there ! 

Who dkl not hope in that triumphant time. 
When monaicha, after yean of spoil and crime. 
Met roond the shrine of Ptoce, and Heaven look'd on. 
Who did not hope the laat of spoil was gone ; — 
Hiat that rapaciooa spirit, which had play*d 
Tb& game of Pilnitz o'er ao oft, waa laid. 
And Eorope'a Rnlers, conacious of the past, 
Woald bloah, and deviate into right at laat? 
Bat no— the hearta that named a hope so fkir 
Had yet to learn what men on thronea can dare ; 
Had yet to know, of all earth's ravening thinga, 
The only {infe antameable are K**gB ! 
Scaioe had they met when, to ita nature tnie, 
Tlie instinct of their race broke out anew; 
PhHniaea, treatiea, charters, all were vain. 
And "Rapine ! — rapine !'* waa the cry again. 
How qiaick they carved their victima, and how well. 
Let Saxony, let ii^nred Genoa tell,— 
Let all the hnman atock that, day by day, 
Waa at the Royal als¥e-mart traek'd avray^^ 
Tbfb million aoola that, in the face of Heaven, 
Were aplit to ftactiona,^ bartered, aold, or given 
To awell aooae deapot power,too huge before. 
And weigh down Europe with one Mammoth mora ! 
How aafo the &ith of K^^ga let F**«ce deckle;— 
Her charter broken, ere ita ink had dried — 



1 ** WMIst tbs OoograH was i »- «wi s mi ctiDg Earop»-Hiot 
aesoidiag to ri|rtili, natural afllanew, lane uage, habits, or 
laws, but 1^ taUes or finance, which djviaed and rabdivi- 
dad kar popoiation into ««iil*, dtiiii-§omU^ and avcn frt- 
titms, mocordkm to a seals of the dirsot dnties or taxr- 
wMeb could ha 



by tba aoquiring state,** ete.~5todl 

af Iks MUiimf amd Petttlecl P^wmr •/ Jtessia.— Tho 
~ I ae ths ProCoeol aia esisi 



Her IVaaa enthrall'd— her Reaaon mock*d agak 
With all the monkery it had apom*d in vain— 
Her crown disgraced by one, who dared to own 
He thank'd not F***ce but E*****dfor hia 
Her triumphs caat into the ahade by thoae 
Who had grown oM among her bittereat foea. 
And now returned, beneath her oonquerors' ahielda, 
UnMnahing alavea ! to chum her heroes* fieUa, 
To tread down every trophy of her &me, 
And curse that glory which to them waa ahame !— 
Let theae— let all the damning deeda, that then 
Were dared through Europe, cry aloud to 
With voice like that of eraahing ice that ringa 
Round Alpine huta, the perfidy of K**9i ; 
And tell the world, when hawka shall hsrmleas bear 
The ahrinkingdove, when wolvea ahall learn to spare 
The heipleaa victim for whoae blood they hialad. 
Then, and then only, monarcha may be tmaled ! 

It could not laat— these horrors could not laat — 
F**^ce would heraelf have risen, in might, to caat 
Tlie inaolters ofi*— and oh ! that then, aa now, 
Chain*d to aome distant islet*s rocky brow, 
N**0L**N ne*er had come to force, to bKght, 
Ere half matured, a cause so proa<Uy bright ; — 
To palay patriot hearta with doubrand ahame^ 
And write on Freedom's flag a deapot'a name ; 
To ruah into the lists, unask*d, alone. 
And make the atake of off the game of oii« ? 
Tbexk would the world have aeen again what power 
A people can put forth in F^!eedom's hour ; 
Then would the fire of F*^ce once more have blazed ; 
For every aingle sword, reluctant raiaed 
In the atale cauae of an oppreaaive throne, 
BCUiona would then have leap*d forth in her own ; 
And never, never had the unholy atain 
Of B***b*n feet disgraced her ahorea again ! 

But Fate decreed not ao— the Imperial fiiid, 
That, in his neighbouring cage, unfear'd, uaalirr'd. 
Had aeem'd to aleep with head beneath hia wing^ 
Yet watch'd the moment for a daring apring ; — 
Well might he watch, when deeda were done that madtt 
His own tran a gresaiona whiten in their ahade; 
Well might he hope a world, thua trampled o'er 
By olumay tyranta, would be hia onoe more : 
Forth fVom its cage that eagle burst to light, 
From aleeple on to ateeple* vring'd ita flight, 
With cahn and eaay grandeur, to that throne 
From which a royal craven just had flown ; 
And reating there, as in its aerie, fuil'd 
Tlioae winga, whoae very matling ahook the world ! 

What waa your fbry then, ye crown'd array, 
Whoae feaat of apoil, whoae plundering |ioliday 
Waa thua broke up in all its greedy mirth. 
By one bold chieftain'a atamp on 6*U*c eaith ! 
fierce waa the cry and fulminant the ban,— 
** Asasaainate, who will— enchain, who can, 
The vile, the fiiithleas, ontlaw'd, low-bora man !" 
** Faithleaa !"— «nd thia from yoic— from yon, fonoolh^ 
Ye piooa K**gs, pure paragona of truth, 
Whoae honeaty all knew, for all had tried ; 
Whoae true Swiss seal had aerred on every aide; 



1 ** L*aiila volera de ^loeher an eloober, His<ia*aoa toon 
da Notie-DaaM."- N**ol**a's PiocUmalW ^an^ NaoiaMq 
ftomBlba. 
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WhoM ikme for breakmg faidi fo long WIS known, 

Well might ye claim the craft aa all your own, 

Ajid laah your lordly tails, and fume to ace 

Such low-bom apes of royal perfidy ! 

Ye»— yes— to yoiT alone did it belong 

To tin tor ever, and yet ne'er do wrony— 

The franda, the lies of lords legitimate 

Are bat fine policy, deep strokes of state ; 

But lefeHome upstart dare to soar so high 

In K^gly craft, and •• outlaw" is the cry ! 

What, though long years of mutual treachery 

Had peopled full your diplomatic shelres 

With ghosts of treaties, murder'd 'mong yourselYes ; 

Thoogfa each by turns was knave and dupe«-wbat 

then? 
A Holy League would set all straight again ; 
like JuNO*8 virtue, whiich a dip or two 
In some bless'd fountain made as good as new !* 
Most faithful Russia— faithful to whoe'er 
Could plunder best, and give him amplest share ; 
Who, even when vanquished, sure to gain his ends, 
For virant of/oc« to rob, made free with/ricn4»,' 
And, deepening still by amiable gradations. 
When foes are stript of all, then fleeced relations !' 
Most mild and saintly Prussia— steeped to the ears 
In perMcuted Poland's blood and teais. 
And now, with all her harpy wings outspread 
0*er severed Saxony's devoted head ! 
Pure Austria too,— whose history nought repeats 
But broken leagues and subsidized defeats ; 
Whose faith, as Prince, extinguished Venice shows, 
Whose faith, as man, a widow'd daughter knows ! 
And thou, oh England ! — who, though once as shy 
As cloisterM maids, of shame or perfidy. 

Art now broke m, and, thanks to C on. 

In all that's worst and falsest lead'st the way ! 

Such was the pure divan, whose |>ens and wits 
The escape from E**a frighten'd into fits ; 
Such were the sainu who doom'd N**ol**n*b life, 
In virtuous frenxy, to the assassin's knife ! 
Disgusting crew ! — who would not gladly fly 
To open, downright, bold-faced tyranny. 
To honest guilt, that dares do all but lie. 
From the false, juggling craft of men like these, 
Their canting crimes and vamish'd villanies ;— 
Thete Holy Leaguers, who then loudest boast 
Of faith and honour, when they've stain'd them most ; 
From whose affection men should shrink as loth 
As from their hate, for they'll be fleeced by both ; 
Who, even while plundering, forge Religion's name 
To frank their spoil, and, without fear or shame, 
C^l down the Holy Trinity^ to bless 
j^!|rtition leagues, and deeds of devilishness! 

1 SingnlU annu in quodam Attirn fenM lots virginitatem 
*uperaMe fin^tur. 

~ At th« Peace of Tilatt, where he abandoDed hia ally, 
ia, to France, and received a portion ofber territory, 
ihe seizure of Finland from hi8 relative of Sweden, 
le usual preamble of these flaf itioua eompacta. In 
ime spirit, Catherine, after the dresdfhl massacre of 
. . ^.aw, ordered a solemn " thankw iVing to Gr>d, in all the 
churches, for the bletuiinfs confmsd upon the Poles ;" and 
commanded that each of them should "swear fidelity and 
loyaltT to her, and to shed in her defence the last drop of 
their blood, as they should answer for it to God, and his 
terrible judgment, kissing the holy word and cross of their 
Savioor!** 



Bat hold— enong^i— soon would this swell of nft 
O'erflow the boundaries of my scanty page^— 
So, here I pause— fiirewell — another day 
Return we to those Lords of prayer and prey, 
Whose loathsome cant, whose frauds by right divint 
Deserve a lash^oh ! weightier ftir than mine I 



LETTER Vm. 

rKOM MR. BOB FUDGB, TO RIOHAED' 




Dear I^ick, while old Donajldbon'b' meq^ing my 

Which I knew would go smash with me one of theM 

days. 
And, at yesterday's dinner, when, full to the throttle, 
We lads had begun ourdesseitwith a bottle 
Of neat old Constantia, on my leaning back 
Just to order another, by Jove I went crack ! 
Or, as honest Ton said, in his nautical phrase, 
** D— n my eyes. Bob, in doMhIing the Cape you're 

miss*dflayf.*'* 
So, of courw, as no gentleman 's seen out without them. 
They're now at the SchneiderV— end, while he's 

about them. 
Here goes for a letter, post-haste, neck and cro|^— 
Let tis see-— in my last I was— where did I stop T 
Oh, I know — at ihe Boulevards, as motley a road ae 

Blan ever w;oold wiah a day's lounging upon ; 
With its cafib and gardens, hotels and pagodas, 

Its founts, and old Counts sipping beer in the mm . 
Wi(h its houses of all architectures you please, 
From the Grecian and Gothic, Dick, down by degreee 
To the pure Hottentot, or the Brighton Chinese ; 
Where, in temples antique, you may breakfast or din- 
ner it, 
Lunch at a mosque, and see Punch fVom a minaret. 
Tlien, DiCK» the mixture of bonnets and bowen^ 
Of foliage and frippery, jCocref and flowers. 
Green-grocers, green-gardens-— one hardly knowe 

whether 
*Tis country or town, they're so mess'd up together ! 
And there, if one loves the romantic, one sees 
Jew clothes-men, like shepherds, reclin'd under trees ; 
Or Quidnuncs, on Sunday, just fr^h from the barber's. 
Enjoying their news and groseUli^ in those arbours. 
While gaily their wigs, like the tendrils, are curling, 
AndfotmtB of red currant-juice* round them are purt- 
ing. 

Here, Dick, arm in axm, as we chattering atray. 
And receive a few civil **God-dems" by the wmy,«- 
For 'tis odd, these moonseers^— though we've wasted 

our wealth 
And our strength, till we've thrown ourselves into 

a pfathiaic, 

1 An English tailor at Paria. - 

S A ship IS said to miss stays, whsn she does not obey As 
helm in tsckiog. 

3 The dandy term for a tailor. 

4 " Lemonade and 9au-dt-rr9»eilU are measured out at 
every corner of every street, from fantastie vessels, jingltag 
with bells, to thirsty tradesmen or wearied messenfers.**— 
Idee Lady lforf;an*s liveW descripdon of the streets of Paris, 
in her very amusing work upon Frajice, book 0. 

5 Theee say, portable fountains, from which the groeeilW 
water ia adminiatsred, ai^^amoof the most eharactsristas 
ornanMnts of ths Hissta of 
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To cram down their throuti an old K**g for their 

health, 
ILb we whip little children to make them take 
- physic; — • 
Yet, spite of our good-natur*d money and slaughter. 
They hate us, as Beekebub hates holy water ! 
But who the deuce caret, Dick, as long as they 

nourish us 
Neatly aa now, and good cookery flourishes^— 
Long as, by bayonets protected, we Nattiea^ 
May have oar fuU fling at their talnus and pates ? 
And, truly, I always declared *t would be pity 
To bum Hfcthe ground such a choice-feeding city : 
Had Dad bur his way, he *d have long ago blown 
The whole batch to Old Nick — and the people, I own, 
If for no other cause than their curst monkey looks, 
Well deserve a blow-up — ^but then, damn it, their 

cooks! 
As to Marshals, and Statesmen, and all their whole 

lineage 
For aught that / care, you may knock them to spinage ; 
But then, Dick, their cooks — what a loss to mankind ! 
What a void in the world would their art leave behind! 
Their chronometer spits — their intense salamanders — 
Their ovens — their pots, that can soften old ganders. 
All Tanish*d for ever — ^their miracles o'er. 
And the Marmile PerpetueUe* bubbling no more ! 

Foibid it, forbid it, ye Holy Allies, 

Take whatever ye duacy — take statues, take money— 
But leave them, oh leave them their P^rigueux pies, 

Their glorious goose-livers, and high pickled tunny!' 
llioagh many, I own, are the evils they've brought us, 

Tliough R**al*y 's here on her very last legs, 
Yet, who can help loving the land that has taught us 

Six hundred and eighty-6ve ways to dress eggs 7* 

You see Dick, in spite of their cries of ** God-dem," 
** Coquin Anglais,** et cst*ra — ^bow generous I am ! 
And now (to return, once again, to my ** Day,'* 
Which will take us all night to get through in this way) 
From the Boulevards we saunter thro* many a street. 
Crack jokes on the natives — mine, all very neat — . 
Leave the Signs of the Times to political fops. 
And find twice as much fun in the Signs of the Shops; — 
£ere, a L***s D*x-h**t— CAcre, a Martinmas goose 
(Much in vogue since your eagles are gone out of use) — 
Henri Quatres in shoals, and of gods a great many. 
But Saints are the most on hard duty of any : — 
6t Toay, who used all tepiptations to spurn. 
Here hangs o'er a beer-shop, and tempts in his turn ; 
While there St. Venecia* sits hemming and frilling her 
Holy mcudunr o'er the door of some milliner ; — 
St. Austin 's the ** outward and visible sign 



1 Cette merreilleuM Marmite Perp^tuelle, rar 1« fea de- 
pait pr^s d*an sidcle ; qui s donn^ le jour h plus de 300,000 
ehapotw.**— Alman. dei Gourmaodg, Qustriemo Ann^, 

9 he tboD raario6, on* of the mogt favourite and iodigMli- 
ble kar»-d'muvre$. Thia flih is Uken chiefly in tbe Golfe 
da Lyon. " La t^le et le dosiout du ventre aont lea parties 
le ^oa reebereh^ea des gounneta."— Coura Gaatroooiniqae, 

3 Ths exact nnmber menUoned by M. de la Reym^re — 
** On cooooit en Prance 665 manierea difii&TeDtea d'accom- 
moder lea oraft; aaoa comptw eellea que noa aavana imagi- 
■aut cbaque jour.** 

4 Veronica, the Saint of the Holy Handkerchief, ii abo, 
under the name of Venisse or Venecia, the tutelary laint of 
SBininers. 



Of an inMsard.** cheap dinner and pint of small wine ; 
While St. Denis hangs out o'er some hatter of tofi, 
And possessing, good bishop, no head of his own,' 
Takes an interest in Dandies, who *ve got — next to 

none. 
Then we stare into shops — read the evening's af 

fiches — 
Or, if some, who 're Lotharios in feeling, should wish 
Just to flirt with a luncheon (a devilish bad trick. 
As it takes off the bloom of one's appetite Dick,) 
To the Pasaage du — what d'ye call \—dea Panora- 

mas^ 
We quicken our pace, there heartily cram as 
Seducing young pates, as ever could cozen 
One out of one's appetite, down by the dozen. 
We vary of course — petits pates do one day. 
The next we've our lunch with the Gaufirier Hollan- 

dais,^ 
That popular artist, who brings out, like So — tt. 
His delightfbl productions so quick, hot and hot ; 
Not the worse for the exquisite comment that follows. 
Divine maresquino, which — Lord, how one swallows ! 

Once more, then, we saunter forth after our snack, ot 
Subscribe a few francs for the price of a jSacre, 
And drive far away to the old Montagues Russes, 
Where we find a few twirls in the car of much use 
To regenehite the hunger and thirst of us sinnera, 
Who *VQ lapsed into snacks — the perdition of dinners. 
And here, Dick — in answer to one of your queries. 
About which we Gourmands, have had much dia 

cussion — 
I've tried all these mountains, Swiss, French, ana 

Ruggicri's, 
And think, for digestiony* there's none like the 

Russian; 
So equal the motion — so gentle, though fleet — 

It, in short, such a light and salubrious scamper is, 
That take whom you please— take old L**** D"***** 
And stufi" him — ay, up to the neck — with stew*d 

lampreys,' 
So wholesome these Mounts, such a solvent I've found 

them. 
That, let me but rattle the Monarch well down them, 
The fiend. Indigestion, would fly far away. 
And the regicide lampreys' be foil'd of their prey ! 



1 St. Dcnii walked three mtlea after hii head wat cut off. 
Tbe mot of a woman of wit upon Una IcgrncJ io well known : 
" Je le croii bien ; en pareil con, il n*y a que le premier pas 
qui coute." 

S Off the Boulevards Italiens. 

3 In the Palais Royal; succeHor, I believe, to the Fla- 
mand, ao long celebrated for thf) wofllmx of hit Gauffrea. 

4 Doctor Cotterel recommends, for this purpose, the Bean* 
jon, or French n:oanMinii, nnd vtills them " une m^decina 
a^rienne, couleur de rose ;" but 1 own I prefer ?he anfhertrir 
of Mr. Bob, who seems, from the following note found in hn 
own hand- writing, to have studied all ibeae mountains very 
carefully : 

Jlfrmaroiufa.— -The Swiss little notice deaervea, 
While the fall at Ruggieri*s is death to weak nerves ; 
And ( whatever Doctor Cotterel may write on the question, 
The turn at the Beaujon *s too sharp for digeation. 

I doubt whether Mr. Bob is quite eonect in accenting tbe 
second sellable of Ru^gieri. 

5 A dish so indigestible, that a late novelist, at the end of 
his book, cnuld imagine no more summary mode of getting 
rid of all his heroes and heroines than by a hearty supper <m 
stowed lampreys. 

6 They killed Henry I. of En^Unti.— ^^ KVmS^ VwsC&^a&^ 
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Such, Diek, are the ehaksal iporti that otPtent w, 
TQl fi^re o'clock brings on that hour to momeiitoiu, 
Tliat epoc h b at woa ! m j kd— -here eomet the 

Schneider, 
And, cone him, haa made the ataTi three inches 

wider— 
Too wide by an inch and a hal^what a Qaj ! 
Bat, no matter— 't will all be set right by-and-bj— 
As we've Maasinot's* eloquent earle to eat still up, 
An inch and a half *a but a trifle to fill np. 

So— not to lose time, Dick— here goes for the task ; 
Au reootr, my old boy— of the gods I but ask, 
Thatmy life, like** the Leap of the Gennan,"* maybe, 
** Dn lit a k table, de k table au lit r 

R.F. 



LETTER IX. 

FKOM FHIL. PVIMB, S8Q. TO THX LOED TMOOVHT 

Mr Lord, the Instructions, brought to-day, 
•* I ahaU in all my best obey.*' 

Your Lordship talks and writes so sensibly ! 
And — ^whatsoe'er some wsgs ntay say—* 

Oh! not at oS incomprehensibly. 

I feel the inquiries in your letter 

About my health and French most flattering ; 
Thank ye, my fVench, though somewhat better, 

Is on the whole, but weak and smattering: 
Nothing, of course, that can compare 
With hk who made the Congress stare ; 
(A certain Lord we need not name,) 

Who* OTen in Frendi, would hare his trope 
And talk of "ftofir un syateme 

Sur VequaArtAe FEurope !'* 
Sweet metaphor! — and then the epistle 
Which bid the Saxon King go whistle, 
That tender letter to * Mon Prince,"* 
Which showed alike thy French and sense ;— 
Oh, no, my Lord, there 's none can do 
Or say w^EngUA things like you ; 
And, if the schemes that fill thy breast 

Could but a Tent congenial seek. 
And use the tongue that suits them best. 

What channing Turidah would'st thou speak ! 
But as for sie, a F^nchless grab. 

At Congress never bom to stammer. 
Nor learn, like thee, my Lord, to snub 

Fallen monarchs, out of Chamband'a 
Bless you, you do not, cannot know 
How fiir a little French will go ; 
For all one'a stock, one need but draw 

On some half dozen words like 
ComMs ea-'par4a—la-ha§ ah! ak! 
lliey'll take you all through France with 



Your Loidshtp's praises of the scraps • 

I sent yon from my journal lately, 
(Enveloping a few laoed caps * 

For Lady C.) delight me greflriy. 
Her flattering speech — ^ what pretty thinp 

One finds in Mr. Fuogi's pages !'* 
Is praise which (as some poet sings) 

Would pay one for the toil of a^ 

Thus flatter'd, I presume to send 
A few fliore extracts by a friend ; 
And I should hope they'll be no less 
Approved of than my last MS. — 
Tlie fonner ones, I fear, were creas'd. 

As BiDDT round the caps wtmtd pin them. 
But these wiU come to hand, at least 

Unrumj^ed, for— there's nothing in them. 



gravely,) which alwayi agreod better with his palate than 
be eoostitotkHi.** 

1 A fiuDOoe Seetaaratear— now Dupont. 

9 An old French eayinf :— ** Faire le nut de 1* ADemand, 
da fit k la table, at de la table an lit*' 

3 The celebrated letter to Prince Rardeoborgh (written, 
however, I believe, originally in Eof lieh,) in which hii Lord- 
ship, profeoriof to lee **no moral or political objection*' to 
the aMmembennent of Saxony, denounced the anfwtnnate 
Kfaw, as ** not only the oioet devoted, bat the most fkvoored I 
0if BactompKntfm vaeeale.** I 



EanttajTomMr,FHdge9j(mn¥d,9dihmted%o 

LordC. 

AMg.l^ 

Wbwt to the Mad-ho use s a w the man' 

Who thinka, poor wretch, that, while the F^ad 
Of Discord here fhll riot ran, 

Hb like the rest was guillotined ^— 
But that when, imder Bonbt's reign 

(A more discreet, thou^ tjuite as strong one} 
The hteds were all restored again. 

He, in the scramble, got a wrong <me. 
Accordingly, he still cries out 

This strange head fita him most unpleasantly ; 
And always runs, poor devil, abotit. 

Inquiring for his own inces^ntly ! 

While to his ease a tear I dropp*d. 

And sauntered home, thought I— ye gods ! 
How many heads might thus be swopp'd. 

And, sfter all, not make much odds ! 
For instance, there 's Y — e— tt — t's head— 
(^Tam ooncm*** it may well be aaid) 
If by some curious chance it came 

To aettle on Bill SoamuV ahouldersr 
The effect would turn out much the aame 

On all respectable cash-holders : 
Except that while in its new socket, 

The head waa planning schemes to win 
A zigzag way into one's pocket. 

The handa would plunge <2trec<ly in. 



Good Yiscoum S^dm— b, too, ii 
Of his own grave sespected head. 
Might wear (fer ought I see that bars) 

Old Lady Wilhxijiina Feuht's— 
So, while the hand sign'd CtrcH&irt, 

The head might lisp out '*What is tramps ?*- 
The R— o — t's brains oould we transfer 
To aome robust man<4nilliner. 
The diop, the ahears, the lace, and ribbon 
Would go, I doubt not, quite as glib on f 
And, viot veraa, take the pains 
To give the P— CB the shopman's brains, 



1 This extraordinary madman te, I believe, in the BMtrs. 
He imafinee, exactly a* Mr. Fud^e states it, that, when the 
heads of those who had been foiUotined were reetored, Ha 
by mistake got some other person's instead of his own 

9 Tarn can capitis. — Herel. 

3 A celebrated pkckpoefcet 
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One oiilj change fhnn thence woold flow^- 
RUbonM would not bo wasted so ! 

'Twaa thus I ponder'd on, my Lord; 

And, oven at night, when laid in bed, 
I found myself^ before I snored, 

Thus choppmg, swopping bead for head. 
At length I thought, fantastic elf! 
How such a change would suit mysdf, 
*Twilt sleep and waking, one by one. 

With rarious pericraniums saddled, 
At last I tried your Lordship's on, 

And then I grew completely addled — 
Forgot all other heads, od rot *em ! 
And slept, and dreamt that I was — Bottom. 

Aug, 21. 
Walk*d oat with daughter BiD-^was show 
The House of Commons and the Throne, 
Whose velvet cushion 's just the same* 
N — POLr — N sat on — what a shame ! 
Oh, can we wonder, best of speechers ! 
When L b seated thus we se^ 



_»» 



lliat France's ** fundamental features* 
Are much the same they used to be ! 

However, — God preserve the throne. 
And cuikion too— 4uid keep them free 

FVom accidents which have been known 
To happen even to Royalty !* 

Aug.^, 
Read, at a stall (for oft one pops 
On something at these stalls and shops, 
That does to quotes and, gives one's book 
A classical and knowing look. — 
Indeed Fve found, in Latin, lately, 
A course of stalls improves me greatly.) 
*Twaa thus I read, that, in the East, 

A monarch's fat 's a serious matter ; 
And once in every year, at least. 

He's weigh'd— to see if he gets fatter:' 
Then, if a pound or two be be 
Increased, there 's quite a jubilee !^ 

Suppose, my Loid^ — and &r from me 
To treat such things with levity — 
But just suppose the R— o — t's weight 
Were made thos an afiair of state ; 
And, every sessions, at the dose^ — 
'Stead of a speech, which, all can see, is 



1 The only chanse, if I recollect right, ia the subttUuUoo 
of liliee for bees. This war U|Hin the Dhm is, of course, uni- 
venal ; " ezidum misere apibus," like the sngnr nymphs in 
Vircil: — but may not new $warms arise out (^the cutim* 
of Legitimacy yet 1 

9 I am afraid tliat Mr. Fudge alludes here to a very awk- 
ward accident, which is well known to have happened to 
poor L — s le 1^—4 — 6, some years siiice, at one of the 
Kr— f — t*s Fdtea. He was sitting next our gracious Queen 
St the time. 

3 " The third day of the Feast the King eaoseth himself 
to be weighed with great care." — F. Bemier^s Voyage to 

4 " I remember," says Bernier, " that all the Omrahs ez- 
pfaased great joy that the king weighed two pounds more 
BOW than the year preceding." — Another author tells us that 
** Fatness, as %veU as a very large head, is considered, 
throughout India, as one of the roost precious g ifls of Hea- 
ven. An enormous skull is absolutely revered, and the hap- 
py owner is looked up to as a superior b«ing. To a Prinee 
a joulter head is invalu4ible."— Onsulsi fitU Sports. 

z 



Heavy and duH enough, God knowe— 

We were to try how heavy he is. 
Much would it glad all hearts to hear 

That, while the Nation's Revenue 
Loses so many poujtds a-year, 

The P E, God Mess him [gains a few. 

With bales of muslins, chintzes, spices, 

I see the Easterns weigh their kings ;~^ 
But, for the R— o — t, my advice is. 

We should throw in much heavier things : 
For instance *8 quarto volumes. 

Which, though not spices, serve to wrap them^ 
Dominie St — dd— t's daily columns, 

** Prodigious !" — in, of coufse, we'd clap them— 

Letters, that C — rtw t*8 pen indites. 

In which, with logical confusion, 
The Major like a Minor writes. 

And never comes to a condusion: — 
Lord S — M — Rs' pamphlet— or his head — 
(Ah, Ihat were worth its weight in lead !) 
Along with which we m may whip, sly. 
The Speeches of Sir John C — x H — pp — iLT; 
That Baronet of many words. 
Who loves so, in the house of Lords* 
To whisper Bishops— and so nigh 

Unto their wigs in whispering goes, 
That you may always know him by 

A patch of powder on his nose !— 
If this won't do, we in must cram 
The "Reasons" of Lord B — ck— gh— M: 
(A book his Lordship means to write. 

Entitled "Reasons for my Ratting:") 
Or, should these prove too small and light, 

His -: — 's a host — we'll bundle that in ! 
And, ttiU shotild all these masses fail 
To stir the R — o^-t's ponderous scale, 
Why then, my Lord, in Heaven's nan>e. 

Pitch in, without reserve or stint. 
The whole of R— gl — y'b beauteous Dame-* 

If that won't raise him, devil 's in't ! 

Aug. 31 
Consulted Murphy's Tacitus 

About those famous spies at Rome,' 
Whom certain Whigs— to make a fuss — 
Describe as much resemUing us,* 

Informing gentlemen, at home. 
But, bless the fools, they can't be serious. 
To say Lord S^dm — th's like Tukrius ! 
What ! he, the Peer, that injures no man. 
Like that severe blood-thirsty Roman ! 
'T is true, the Tyrant lent an ear to 
AU sorts of spies— so doth the Peer, too. 
'Tis true, my Lord's Elect tell fibs, 
And deal in perjury — ditto Tib's. 



1 The name of the first worthy who set up the trade of 
informer at Rome, (to whom our Olivers and Castleses 
ought to erect a statue) was Romaous Hispo ; — " qui for- 
mam vitie iniit, quam postea celebrem miseriai temporum sC 
audacisB homioura feceruut." — Tacit. Annal. 1. 74. 

3 They certainly possessed the same art of instigating 
their victims, which the Report of the Secret Committee at- 
tributes to Lord Sidmouth's agents : — " soeius (says Tacitus 
of one of them) libidinum et oeceasitatagBi^ ^ha ^\«e*Vb'«» 
indiciis ilUgmret!" 
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'Tis trae the Tynnt scraea^d and hid 

His rogues from juatlce'— ditto Sid. 

*T is true, the Peer is grave and g^ ' 

At moral speeches — ditto Tib.* 

Tis true, the feats the tyrant did 

Were in his dotage — ditto Sid. 

So far, I own, the parallel 

*Twixt Tib. and Sid. goes vastlj well ; 

Bat there are points in Tib. that strike 

My Jiumble mind as much more like 

Yourself, my dearest Lord, or him 

Of the India Board — that soul of whim ! 

Like him, Tibebiub loved lus joke,' 

On matters too where few can bear one; 
E. g. a man, cut up, or broke 

Upon the wheel^« devilish fair one ! 
Your common fractures, wounds, and fits. 
Are nothing to such wholesale wits * 
But, let the sufferer gasp for life. 

The joke is then worth any money ; 
And, if he writhe beneath a knife, — 

Oh dear, that 's something quite too funny. 
In this respect, my Lord, you see 
The Roman wag and ours agree : 
Now, as to your resemblanee— mum— 
This parallel we need- not follow ;* 
Tliough 't is, in Ireland, said by some 

Your Lordship beats Tibibius hollow ; 
Whips, chains,--bat these are things too seriooi 

For me to mention or discuss ; 
Whene'er your Lordship acts Tibibius, 

Phil. Fudgx*8 part is Tacitut! 

Sept, 2, 
.Was thinking, had Lord S — ^dm— th got 
Up any decent kind of plot « 

Against the winter-time--4f not, 
Alas, alas, our ruin *s fated ; 
All done up, and tpiJUcated! 
Ministers and all their vassals, 
Down from C — tl^^jh to Cabtlks, — 
UnleM we can kick up a riot, 
Ne*er can hope for. peace or quiet ! 

What *s to be done 7 — Spa-Fields was clever ; 

But even that brought gibes and mockings 
Upon our heads— so, mem. — must never 

Keep ammunition in old stockings ; 
For fear some wag should, in his curst head. 
Take it to say our force was wonted, 
Mem. too— when Sid. an army raises. 
It must not be ** incog.*' like Bayes's; 

1 ** NequK taroen id S«r«no noxe firit, f««M odimm fuh- 
iieuM tututrem faeiebat. Nam ut quia diathctior aceuaator 
9elut gaerotanetut eroL** — ^nnal. lib. 4, 36. — Or, aa it ia 
tranalatsd by Mr. Fudge'a friead, Mar|»hy : — " Thia darinc 
aecaaor had the ewnu of tb« people^ and tb« prottetion of 
tha Emperor. Informertj in proportioii aa thej roae in 
goih, hte*m§ taered ekaraetert.** 

9 Murphy aven confera apon on« of bb apeaehas tha eni- 
tbat " conatitulional.** Mr. Fqdfe miffat hava addad to nia 
parallal, that Tibcriaa waa a good privmU efaaraetar: — 
**Mr«nuin vita fainiqaa fufd privaiuo.*^ 

3 ^^l,wiibri4k oeriis permiaeere aolitoa.** 

4 Thare ia one point of reaemhUnea batwaan Tibarina and 
Lord C. which Mr. Fodfa might hava OKontioned — "a«#- 

fs eemphr et oktcvrm verb€.** 



Nor must the General be a hobbling 
Professor of the art of Cobbling; 
I«8t men, who perpetrate such puns. 

Should say, with Jacobitic griiH 
He felt, from tdeing WdUngton'e^* 

A Wdlington*» great eotd whhis! 
Nor must an old Apothecary 

Go take the Tower, for lack of penoe, 
With (what these wags wouM call, so merry) 

Phydocd force and JBft«ai^ence ! 
No — ^no— our Plot, my Lord, must be 
Next time contrived more skilfUlly; 
John Bull, 1 grieve to say, is growing 
So troublesomely sharp and knowing. 
So wise-^n short, so Jacobin — 
'Tis monstrous hard to iaihe him in. 

SepLS 
Heard of die fate of our ambassador 

In China, and was sorely nettled ; 
But think, my Lord, we should not piss it o'er 

Till all this matter *s fairly settled ; 
And here *s the mode occurs to m«.* 
As none of our nobility 
(Though for their own most gracious lOng 
They would kiss hands, or — any thing^ 
Can be pemiaded to go throu^ 
This fioce-like trick of the Ko4ou;' 
And as these Mandarins won't bend. 

Without some mumming exhibition. 
Suppose, my Lord, you were to send 

Grimaldi to them on a mission : 
As Legate, Joi could play his part. 
And if, in diplomatic art. 
The **volto sciolto"* *s meritorious. 
Let Joi but grin, he has it, prions I 

A tide for him *s easily made ; 

Arid, by the by, one Christmas time. 
If I remember right, he play'd 

Lord MoaLET in some pantomime ; — ^ 
As Earl of M — rl — t, then, gaxette hxnv 
Iff other Eari of M— Ri^r '11 let him. 
(And why should not the world be blest 
With two such stars, for East and West 7) 
"nien, when before the Yellow Screen 

He *s brought — and, sure, the very eswince 
Of etiquette would be that scene 

Of Joe in the Celestial Presence ! — 
He thus should say : — ** Duke Ho and Soo^ 
m play what tricks you please for yoo. 
If you'll, in turn, but do for me 
A few small tricks you now shall see. 
If I consult your Emperor's liking. 
At least you'll do the same for my Bang.** 
He then should give them nine such grins 
As would astound even Mandarins ; 



1 Short boots, ao called. 

9 The ope» eonnienuneOt racommandad by Lofd 
terficM. 

3 Mr. Fodfa it a little miatakan hare. It waa «aC Gri- 
maldif but aoma vary infarior parformar, who |4ayad thke 

Krt of ** Lord Morlajr** in the pentonime,— ao Bueh to tiM 
rror of tha diatiocniabed E2arl of that name. The evpoa- 
tulatory laltera of the Noble Earl to Mr. HHrr-ia, apon thia 
volgar profanation of hie apie-and-apan-naw title, will, I 
tmat, aoBM tiaaa or other, be given to iha world. 
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And throw tnch totiMnets before 

The picture of King Gkorgi (God blen him !) 
As, should Duke Ho but try them o'er. 

Would, by Confucius, much distress him ! 

I start this merely as a hint. 
But think you'll find some wisdom in *t ; 
And, should you follow up *iie job, 
My son, my Lord (you know poor Bob,} 
Would in the suite be glad to go. 
And help his Eicellency Joe ; — 
At least, like noble Amh — rst's son. 
The lad will do to practUe on.' 



LETTER X. 

rftOM MI88 BIDDT PUDGI TO MISS DOROTHY ^. 

Will, it it n't the King, after all, my dear creature ! 
But d«m*t you go laugh, now— there's nothing to 

quia in 't — 
For grandeur of air and for grimness of feature. 
He wught be a King, DoU, though, hang him, he 

isn't. 
At firat I felt hurt, for I wish'd it, I own. 
If for no other cause than to vex Miss Malotte^ — 
(The great heiress, you know, of Shandangan, who 's 

here. 
Showing off with tuck airi and a real Cashmere,* 
While mine's but a paltry old rabbit-skin, dear !) 
But says P^ after deeply considering the thing, 
** I am just as well pleased it should vio< be the King ; 
As I think for my Biddt, so gentUle tmdjolie^ 
Whoae charms may their price in an honett way 

fetch. 
That a Brandenburg— (what is a Brandenburg, 

DOLLT ?)— 
Would be, after all, no such very great catch. 
If the R^-G — T, indeed—" added he, looking sly— 
(Yon remember that comical squint of his eye) 
But I stopp'd him—** La, Pa, how can you say so, 
When the R — a — t loves none but old women you 

• know!" . 
Which is (act, my dear Dolly — we, girls of eighteen. 
And so slim — Lord, he'd think us not 6t to be seen ; 
And would like us much better as old — ay, as old 
As that Countess of Desmond, of whom I've been told 
That she lived to much more than a hundred and ten. 
And was kill'd by a fall from a cherry-tree then ! 
What, a frisky old girl ! but— to come to my lover, 

Who, thou^ not a king, is a hero I'll swear, — 
Tea shsll hear all that 's happen'd just briefly run 

over, 

that h^py night, when we whisk'd through 

the air! 



Let me see— *t was on Saturday— yes, Dolly, yes — 
Tnm that evening I date the firat dawn of my bliss ; 
When we both rattlea off in that dear little carriage. 
Whose journey, Bob says, is so like love and marriage. 



1 Sss Mr. EUb'« accouol of the Embany. 

8 8ss Lady MorgSD** ^ France** for the anecdote, told 
bet by Madams de Geolie, of the young geoUeman uIiom 
love was cured by finding that hit miitresi wort a »ha»l 
** psau ds lapia.** 



** Beginning gay, desperate, dashing down-hilly; 

And ending as dull ss a six-inside Dilly !"' 

Well, scarcely a wink did I sleep the night threugh, 

And, next day, having scribbled my letter to you, 

With a heart full of ho[>e this sweet fellow to meet. 

Set out with Papa, to see L**** !>♦♦»♦** 

Make his bow to some half-doxen women and boys. 

Who get up a Bmall concert of shrill Vive le *•♦*' — 

And how vastly genteeler, my dear, even this is. 

Than vulgar Pall-Mairs oratorio of hisses ! 

The gardens seem'd full — so, of course, we walk'd 

o'er 'em, 
'Mong orsnge-trees, clipp'd into town*bred decorum. 
And Daphnes, and vases, and many a statue 
There staring, with not even a stitch on them, at you ! 
The ponds, too, we view'd — stood swhile on the brink 
To contemplate the play of those pretty gold 

fishes — 
** Live BuUionj** says merciless Bob, ** which I think. 
Would, if coin'dj with a little mint sauce, be deli' 



cious !" 



But what, Dolly, what is the gay orange-grove. 

Or gold fishes, to her that 's in search of her love 7 

In vain did I wildly explore every chair 

Where a thing like a man was — no lover sat there 1 

In vain my fond eyes did 1 eagerly cast 

At the whiskers, mustachios, and wigs that went past. 

To obtain, if 1 could, but a glance at that curl, 

But a glimpse of those whiskers, as sacred, my giH« 

As the lock that. Pa says,' is to Mussulmen given, 

For the angel to hold by that ** lugs them to heaven!" 

Alss, there went by me full many a quia. 

And mustachios in plenty, but nothing Uke his ! 

Disappointed, I found myself sighing out ** well-a*day. 

Thought of the words of T — m M — re's Irish melody, 

Something about tlie "green spot of delight,"' 

(Which you know, Captain Macintosh sung to us 
one day :) 
Ah, Dolly ! my ** spot" was that Saturday night. 

And its verdure, how fleeting, had wither'd by Sun 
day! 

We dined at a tavern — La, what do I say ? 

If Bob was to know ! — a Restaurateur* s, dear; 
Where your properest ladies go dine every day. 

And drink Burgundy out of large tumblers, like 
beer. 
Fine Bob (for he *s really grown super-fine) 

Condescended, for once, to make one of the party ; 
Of course, though but three, we had dinner for nine, 

And, in spite of my grief, love, I own I ate hearty. 



1 The cars, on the return, are dragged op slowly by a 
chain. 

9 For this lerap of knowledge " Ps** was, I tuspeet, m- 
debted to a note upon Volney'i Ruins : a book which usually 
forms part of a Jacobin's library, and with which Mr. 
Fudge must have been well acquainted at the time when hs 
wrote his ** Down with Kings,^* etc. The note in Volney 
is as follows :— ** It is by this tuft of hair (on the erown off 
Uie head,) worn bv the maioritT of Mussulmans, that tbo 
Angel of the Tomb is to take the elect and carry them to 
ParaHite.** 

3 The voung lady, whose memory is soC very eorreet, 
must allude, I think, to the following lines : 

Oh ! that fairy form is ne*er fergot. 

Which First Love traced ; 
Btill it Uofax\\iaVA».tv\a * 

Ou "^ws«(rv% '«*»*k^ 
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Indeed, DoU, I know not how *t is, but in grief, 
I have always foand eating a wondrous lelief ; 
And Bob, who *s in love, said he M.t the same ^^nt»^ 
** My sighs,*' said he * ceased with the first glass I 
drank yon ; 
The lamb made me triinquil, the puffs made ite light. 
And now that *s all o'er — why, I'm — pretty w^, 
thank you ! 



i»» 



To my great annoyance, we sat rather late ; 
For Bobby and Pb had a furious debate 
About singing and cookery, — Bobby, of course. 
Standing up for the latter Fine Ait in full force ; 
And Pa saying, ** God only knows which is worst. 

The French singen or cooks, but I wish us well 
over it — 
What with old Lais and V^, I'm cnrst 

If my head or my stomach will ever recover it !" 
'T was dark when we got to the Boulevards to stroll. 

And in vain did I look 'mong the street Macaronis, 
When sudden it struck me — ^Ust hope of my soul — 

That some angel might take the dear man to Tor- 
toni's!» 
¥^e entePd — and scarcely had Bob, with an air. 

For a grappe a la jardiniere call'd to the Waitelv, 
When, oh ! Doll, I saw him — ^my hero was there 

(For I knew his white small-clothes and broWn 
leather gaiters,) 
A gronp of fair statues from Greece smiling o'erhiln,* 
And lots of red corrant-juice sparkling before hhn ! 
Oh Dolly, these heroes — what creatures they are ! 

In the boudoir the same as in fields fhll of slaughter ; 
As cool in die Beaiqon's precipitous car 

As when safe at 'Tortoni's, o'er iced currant- wftter! 
He join'd as — imagine, dear creatnre ray ecstasy — 
Join'd by the man I'd have broken ten necks to see ! 
Bob wish'd to treat him with punch a la glace. 
But the sweet fellow swore that my heaute, my groce. 
And my je-ne-aais-quoi (then his whiskers he twiri'd) 
Were, to kim, **on de top of all ponch in de vorld." — 
How pretty ! — though oft (as, of course, it must be) 
Both his French and his English are Greek, Doll, to 

me. 
But, in short, I felt happy as ever fond heart did ; 
And, happier still, when *^t was fix'd, ere we parted^ 
That, if the next day should be paHoral weadier, 
We all would set ofiT in French buggies, together. 
To see Montmorency — that place which, you know. 
Is so ftmous for cherries and J<»n Jacques Rousseau. 
His eard then he gave us — ^the name, rather creased — 
But 't was Calicot— something — a colonel, at least ! 
Afler which — sure there never was hero so civil — he 
Saw us safe home to our door in Rue RivdU, 
Where his last words, as, at parting, he threw 
A soft look o'er his shoulders, were—** how do you 
do !"* 

But, Lord, — there 's Papa for the post — Fm so vez'd — 
Montmorency must now, love, be kept for my next. 
That dear Sunday night ! — I was charmingly dress*d. 
And — so providential — was looking my best ; 

1 A fashionable eafi glacier on the Itslisn Boulevards. 
3 ** You eat your loe at Tortoni*!,** aays ^r. SeoU, " un- 
der a Grecian group.*' 
3 Not an unusual nistake with Ibreigncri. 



Such a sweet muslin gown, with a floonf > md my 

fKUs, 
You've no notion how rich— <thoiigfa Pa hai by die 

bills)- . 
And you'd smile had you seen, when we nt nthar 

near. 
Colonel Calicot eyeing the cambric, my dear. 
Then the flowers in my bonnet — but, la, it 's in Tain— 
So, good bye, my sweet Doll — I shall soon write again, 

B.r. 

Ncia &emi— our love to all nei^boun about— 
Your papa in particular — ^how is his gout? 

* P. S. — I've just open'd my letter to say. 
In your next you must tell me (now do, Dolly, pray. 
For I hate to ask Bob, he *s so ready to quiz) 
What sort of a thing, dear, a Attiu2en&icr^& is. 



LETTER XI. 



FROM PHELIM CONNOR TO • 



Yks — ^'t was a cause, as noUe and as great 
As ever hero died to vindicate-^ 
A nation's right to speak a nation's voice, 
And own no power but of the nation's choice ! 
Such was the grand, the glorious caose that BOW 
Hung trembling on N*p*l*^'s single brow; 
Such the sublime arbitrement, that pour'd. 
In patriot eyes, a light around his svrord, 
A glory thra, which never, nnce the day 
Of his youiig victories, had illnm'd to way ! 

Oh 't was not then the time for tame debates. 
Ye men of Gaul, when chains were at your gates | 
When he who fled before your chieftain's eye. 
As geese from eagles on Mount Taoius fly !* 
Denounced against the land that spura'd his ehatn. 
Myriads of swords to bind it fast again — 
Myriads of fierce mvading swords, to track 
Through your best blood his path of vengeance back. 
When Europe's kings, that never yet combined 
But (like those upper stars, that, when conjoin'd. 
Shed war and pestQence) to scourge mankind, 
Gather*d around, with hosts ftom every shore. 
Hating N^p^l**^ much, but freedom more. 
And, in that coming strife, appall'd to see 
The world yet left one chance for liberty! — 
No, 't was not then the time to weave a kiet 
Of bondage round your chief; to curb and frfil 
Your veteran war-horse, pawing for the light. 
When every hope was in his speed and might — 
To waste the hour of action in dispute. 
And coolly plan how Freedom's boughs should sbool 
When your invader's axe was at the roof ! 
No, sacred Liberty ! that God, who throws 
Thy light around, like his own sunshine, known 
How well I love thee, and how deeply hale 
AU tjrranis, upstart and legitimate — 
Yet in that hour, were F***oe Iny native land, 
I would have follow'd, with <inick Iwart and hand. 



1 See iGlian, lib. S. cap. 80— who tells as that these gcaie, 
fVom a conacioasnesi of their own looiiaeity, always eroaa 
Mount Taurm with stones in their bids, to proveat any na* 
lueky cackle firom betraying then te ^»s s sgi ss # «— trerrw 



ri«ir«tT«(. 
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N*r*i.**ON, N^RO— «7, no nutttar whom— 
To snatch my coontiy firom that damning doom. 
That deadlieat cune that on the conqoerod 
A eonqueror'a latrap, throned within her gates ! 



Trim, be was &]so— de8potio--«ll you pk 
Had trampled down man's holiest liberties — 
Had, by a genius form*d for nobler things 
Than lie within the grasp of vulgar kings, 
But raised the hopes of men— as eaglets fly 
With tortoises aloft into the sky- 
To dash them down sgain more shattexingly ! 
All this I own— bat still' • * * 



LETTER XIL 

rmOM MISS BIDDY FUDGI TO MISS DOEOTHT 

At last, DoLi«T^*-4hanks to a potent emetic 
Which BoBBT and P^ with grimace sympathetic. 
Have swallowed this morning, to balance the bliss 
Of an eel miaidoie and a itagus tTecrevitgeB — 
Twe a morning at home to myself, and sit down 
To describe you our heavenly trip out of town. 
How agog you must be for this letter, my dear ! 
Lady Jank, in the novel, less languish'd to hear 
If that elegant comet she met at Lord Nevillk^s 
Was actnally dying with love or — blue devils. 
But love, DoLLT, love is the theme / pursue ; 
With blue devils, thank heaven, I've nothing to do— 
Except, indeed, dear Colonel Calicot spies 
Any imps of that colour in certain blue eyes. 
Which he stares at till /, Doll, at Am do the same ; 
"nien he simpers— I blush — and would often exclaim, 
If I knew bat the French for it, **Lord, Sir, for 
shame!" 

Well, the morning was lovely— the trees in ftill dress 
For the happy occasion — the sunshine expren — 
Had we order'd it dear, of the best poet going, 
It scarce could be fVirnish'd more golden'and glowing. 
Though late when we started, the scent of the air 
Was lU^e Gattii*s rose>water— and bright, here and 

there. 
On the grass an odd dew-drop was glittering yet. 
Like my aunt's diamond pin on her green tabbinet ! 
And the birds seem'd to warble as Uest, on the boughs. 
As a each a plumed Calicot had for her spouse, 
And the grapes were all blushing and kissing in rows, 
And in short, need I tell you, wherever one goes 
With the creature one loves, 'tis all coulatr de roue; 
And ah, I shall ne'er, lived I ever so long, see 
A day soch as that at divine Montmorency ! 

Thoe was but cne drawback — at first when we started, 
The Colonel and I were inhumanly parted ; 
How cruel— young hearts of such moments to rob ! 
He went in Pa's buggy, and I went with Bob ; 
And, I own, I felt spitefully happy to know 
That Papa and bis comrade agreed but ao-^o. 

■ — 

1 Somebody {Ft>ntrntlle, I believe,) hn« said, thnr if he 
bad bi* band full uf trutba, he would o|ien but one fiiif er at 
a time; and I find it necirtH-irj to ush the same ftort of 
reaerva with recnect to Mr. Phnlim Connor's very nlaio- 
sfwlMa fattaia. "rba ramaiader of this Epistia ii to rull of 
ttnaafa mallar-of-faet, that it moft, for tha pNssat at iaaat, 
ba withheld Iroai tiM puMic 



For the Colonel, it seems, is a stickler of Bonst's— 
Served with him, of course— nay, I'm aura they wen 

cronies 
So martial his features ! dear Doll, yon can trace 
Ulm, Auaterliti, Lodi, as plain in his face 
As you do on that pillar of glory and brass* 
Which the poor Due de B**ri must hate so to pass . 
It appears, too, he made — as most foreigners do— 
Aboot English affairs an odd blunder or two. 
For example — mialed by the names, I dare say- 
He confounded Jack CASTLies with LordC— qh 
And— such a mistake as no mortal hit ever on — 
Fancied the pretent Lord C — ^md— h the deoer one ! 

But politics ne'er were the sweet fellow's trade ; 
'T was for war and the ladies my Colonel was made. 
And, oh, had you heard, as together we walk'd 
Throu^ that beautiful forest, how sweetly he talk'd ; 
And how perfectly well he appear'd, Doll, to know 
All the life and adventures of Jiam Jaoouxs Roui- 

SIAU ! — 
**'Twas there," said he— not that his wordt I can 

state— 
'T was a ^fbberish that Cupid alone could tranalate ; — 
But ** there," said he (pointing where, small and re- 
mote, 
The dear Hermitage rose,) *' there his JuLU he 

wrote. 
Upon paper gilt-edged, without blot or erasure ; 
liaen sanded it over with silver and asure. 
And— oh, what will genius and fancy not do 7 — 
Tied the leaves up together with lum^xtridU blue !'*' 
What a trait of Rousseau ! what a crowd of emotions 
From sand and blue ribbons are conjured up here ! 
Alas, that a man of such exquisite* notions 
Should send his poor brats to the Foimdling, my 
dear ! 



** 'Twas here, too, periups," Colonel Calicot i 
As down the small garden he pensively led — 
(Though once I could see his sublime forehead wrinkle 
With rage not to find there the loved periwinkle)^ 
** 'T was here he received from the fair D'Epin at, 
(Who call'd him so sweetly her Bear,* every day,) 
That dear flannel petticoat, pull'd off to form 
A waistcoat to keep the enthusiast warm !"* 

Such, Doll, were the sweet recollections we ponder'd. 
As, full of romance, through that valley we wander'd, 

1 Tha eolunn in tha Placa VaodAma. 

2 ** Emplojraot pour cola la plus beau papiai dor6, aichant 
r^criture avcc de la poudre d'azur at d'argent, et couaaat 
mes eahien avee de la nuropareille bleae." — Les Cmfet- 
8i»*9j Pari 8. liv. 9. 

3 This word, ** exquisite," is evidently a favouiite of Misa 
Fudge's : and I understand she was not a little angnr when 
her brother Bob commtttod a pun oo the last two syllaUes 
of it in the fbllowinf couplet:— 

** I'd fain praiaa vour poam — but tell ma, bow is it, 
When /cry out ^' Exquisite,'* Echo cries " quit UP* 

A The flower which Rooasaao brought into nich fkshkm 
amonf the Parisians, by esclaiminf one day, " All, voila ds 
la penrenche !" 

9 " Mom 0ur», voili votre asyle et voos, smm eirrt ne 

vieodrezvoos pas auasi 1" etc. etc 



3 



6 *' Un iour, qu'il gelait tr^s-fort, an oovrant an paqoeC 
u'«lle m envoyait, je trouvai un petit jupon de flanelle 
'Anglelerre, qu'elle me marquait avuir port6, et doot alia 
voulait que J« me fistie faint un filet. Ce soin, plus qn'an^ 
cal, me parut ri lendre, corone si elle ae fl&t (MpouiUS poar 
ne vAtir, que. dana mon Amotioo, je baiMi vingt Ibia^aci 
pleurant, la billst et le jupon." 
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The flannel (one's train of ideas, how odd it is !) 
Led OB xo talk about other commodities, 
Cambric^ and silk, and I ne*er shall forget, 
For the sun was then hastening in pomp to its set, 
And full on the Colonel's dark whiskem shone down. 
When he ask'd me, with eagerness, — who made my 

gown? 
The question confused me — for, Doll, you must 

know. 
And I ought to have told my best friend long ago, 
That, by Ps's strict command, I no longer employ' 
That enchanting couturiert, Madame Le Roi, 
But am forc'd, dear, to have Victor ink, who— deuce 

take her! — 
It seems is,^ at present, the King*s mantua-maker— » 
I mean of his party — and, though much the smartest, 
Lk Roi is condemned as a rank B'^'n'^pa'^t^st.* 

Think, Doll, how confounded I look'd — so well 

knowing 
The Colonel's opinions — my cheeks were quite 

glowing; 
I stammer'd out something — nay, even hdf named 
The legitmaU sempstress, when, loud, he exclaimed, 
"Yes, yes, by the stitching 'tis plain to be seen 
It was made by that B**rb*n**t b— h, Victorine !" 
What a word for a hft'-«n . but heroes wUl err. 
And I thought, dear, I'd tell you things just as they 

were. 
Besides, though the word on good manners intrench, 
I assure you 'tis not hxdf so shocking in French. 

But this cloud, though embarrassing, soon pass'd 

away, 
' And the bliss altogether, the dreams of that day. 
The thoughts that arise when such dear fellows woo 
% us,— 

The nothings that then, love, are every thing to us — 
That quick correspondence of glances and sighs. 
And what Boa calls the ** Twopenny-Post of the 

Eyes"— 
Ah Doll, though I knaw you Ve a heart, 'tis in vain 
To a heart so unpractised these things to explain. 
Th^y can only be feh in their fulness divine 
By her who has wander'd, at evening's decline. 
Through a valley like that, with a Colonel like mine! 

But here I must Bnish — for Bob, my dear Dolly, 
Whom physic, I find, always makes melancholy, 
Is seized with a fancy for church«yard reflexions; 
And flill of all yesterday's rich recollections, 
U just setting off for Montmartre — " for there is," 
Sidd he, looking solemn, ** the tomb of the Virts !' 
Long, long have I wish'd, as a votary true. 

O'er the grave of such talents to utter my moans ; 
And to-day — as my rtoniach is not in good cue 

For the/ejA of the Vkrvs— I'll visit their ftonet/" 

i lliM Biildy'a notions of French pronnnciatioo may be 
-peiceived in the rbymeii which the always selects for ** Le 

'2 Ijt /!«, who was the GvtUKrterc of the Empreia Maria 
Louiia, is at prveent, of coune, oat of fashion, and is suc- 
ceeded in her station by the Royalist mantna-niaker, Vicio- 
rine. 

3 It is the krotker of the present excellent Restanrateor 
who lies entombed so roafnificen ly in the Cimeii^re Moiit- 
Bsartra. The inscription oo the column at the head of the 
loab eooclttdea with the following words—*' Touts sa vie 
Alt coosaoris aax mrts utitss** 



He insists upon my going with himv-^iow teazing ! 

This letter, however, dear Dollt, shall Ke 
Unseal'd in my drawer, that, if any thing pleasing 

Occurs while Fm out, I may teU you — Good bje. 

B. F. 

Four o*clork. 
Oh Dolly, dear Dolly, I'm ruin'd for ever— 
I ne'er shall be happy again, Dolly, never ! 
To think of the wretch — what a victim wps I ! 
'Tis too much to endure — I shall die, I shall die-^ 
My brain 's in a fevei^— my pulses beat quick— 
I shall die, or, at least, be exceedingly sick ! 
X)h what do you think 7 after all my romancing, 
My visions of glory, my sighing, my glancing. 
This Colonel — I scarce can commit it to paper — 
This Colonel 's no more tlMA a vile linen^diaper ! ! 
'Tis true as I live — I had coax'd brother Bob ao 
(You'll hardly make out what I'm writing, I sob so^ 
For some little gift on my birth-day— September 
The thirtieth, dear, I'm eighteen, you remember — 
That Bob to a shop kindly order'd the coach 
(Ah, little thought I who the shopman would 

prove,) 
To bespeak me a few of those mouchoirs de poche^ 
Which, in happier hours, I have sigh'd for, my 

love — 
(The most beautiful things — two Napoleons the 

price — 
And one's name in the covier embroider'd so nice !) 
Well, with heart full of pleasure, I enter'd the shop. 
But — ye gods, what a phantom ! — I thought I shoiild 

drop- 
There he stood, my dear Dolly — no room for • 

doubt- 
There, behind the vile counter, these eyes saw hliB 

stand. 
With a piece of French cambric before him ioU*4 

out. 
And that horrid yard-measure upraised in hii hand 
Oh — Papa, all along knew the secret, 'tis clears— 
'T was a shopman he meant by a ** Brandenboigh, 

dear! 
The man, whom I fondly had fancied a King, 

And, when thai too delightful illusion was past, 
As a hero had worshipp'd— vile treacherous thinf-* 

To turn out but a low linen-draper at last ! 
My bead swam around — the wretch smil'd, I b»» 

lieve. 
But his smiling, alas ! could no longer deoeiT»— 
I fell back on BoB«<-my whole heart aeeni'd to 

wither— 
And, pale as a ghost, I was carried back hither ! 
I only remember that Bob, as I caught him. 

With cruel facetiousness said — " Curse the Kiddy ! 
A staunch Revolutionist always Fve thou^t him. 
But now I And out he 's a Counter one, Biddy !? 

Only think, my dear creature, if this should be knovtm 
To that saucy, satirical thing, Miss Ma lone ! 
What a story 't will be at 8handangan for ever ! 
What laughs and what quixxing ahe'll have with tbo 

men! 
If will spread through the country— and Mver, oh 

never 
Can Biddy be aoen at Kilrandy again! 
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FtrawvU— I ihall do somethiiig despente, I fear— 
And, «h ! if my fate ever rsacliei jourear, 
One tear of oompanioo my Doll will not gnidge 
To her poor— broken-hearted— yoong fiiend, 

BiDDT FODGB. 



JVbta Bme.—Vm aore you will bear with deligbt, 
Tbat we're going, all three, to aee Bkunkt to-night 
A laugh will revive me— «nd kind Mr. Coz 
(Do yon know him 7) baa got ua the Govemor'a box t 



NOTES. 



Ob thia learoinf , what a thing it it. Skmksp§ar*. 



Fkge 166, line 75. 
So FBaoiNANO embrotdera gaily. 



It would be an edifying thing to write a histoiy of ezamplea Charles Jamea Fox, Richard Brinaley She- 



tbe private amnaementa of aovereigna, tracing them 
down from the fly-aticking of Domitian, the mole- 
catching of Aitabanoa, the hog-mimicing of Paime- 
nidea, the horM-canying of Aretaa, to the petticoat- 
* embroidering of Ferdinand, and the patience-plajring 
of the P— -e R 1 ! 

Pkge 167, lino 6a 
Your coral tea wad toasL 
b Mr. Bob aware that hit contempt for fas renders 
him Uable to a chaige of atheism ? Such, at least, ia 
the opinion cited in Ckrutian, FoUUr, AimsmUA, 
Pk3oU)g. — ** Atheum icterpretabatarhominem ah her* 
ba The averram." He would not, I think, have been 
ao irreverent to thia beverage of scholars, if he had 
read Peter Petit* m Poem in praiae of Tea, addressed 
to the learned Huet^-or the Epigraph which PediU- 
tnu wrote for an altar he meant to dedicate to this* 
herb— or the Anacreontics of Peter Franciut, in 
which he calla Tea 

The following passage from one of these Anacre- 
ontics will, I have no doubt, be gratifying to all true 
TheisU:— 

OfSt(, 9l9V Tl WUTft 

Ev xpvnett rKvC'tr* 
Allot T* vixtap Hi&it. 
Xi /KOI (laxovoivro 
Xnv^ttf 19 /«wppirotvi, 
T« xaXXii wftxtuTm* 
XmKmtf x*f*^^* Koupjii. 

Which may be thus tranalated . — 

Yes, l«t Hebe, ever young , 

Ilif h io bearen her nectar hold, 
And to Jove*s immortal throng 

Poor the tide io cope of gold. — 
rn not envy heaven*! princes, 

While, with inowy hands, for me, 
Kats the china tea-cup linees, 

And pour* oat her beet Bohea! 

Page 169, line 39. 

Here break we off, at thin unhallow'd name. 

The late Lord C. of Ireland had a cnriooa theoiy 

acMMit namea ; — he held that every man with three 

namea waa a jacobin. Hia inatancea in Ireland were 

■omeroaa >-vis. Atchibald Hamilton Rowan, Theo- 



bald Wolfe Tone, Jamea Napper Tandy, John Phil- 
pot Ccuran, etc. etc and, in England, he produced aa 



ridan, John Home Tooke, Francia Burdett Jonea, 
etc. etc. 
The Romana called a thief ''homo trium litera- 



rum. 



«» 



Tun* trium literaram homo 
Mevitoperaa! Fur.i 

Plautuf, Aolular. 



Act S. Scene 4. 



Page 170, line 4. 
The Testament, turo'd into melo-drames nightly. 

" The Old Testament,** says the theatrical Critic in 
the Gazette de France, ** is a mine of gold for the ma- 
nagers of our small play-houses. A multitude crowd 
round the Theatre de la Gait^ every evening to see 
the Pkasage of the Red Sea.** 

In the play-bill of one of these sacred melo-dramea 
at Vienna, we find **The Voice of G— d, by Mr. 
Schwartz.** 

Page 171, note 3 

No one can suspect Boileau of a aneer at hie royal 
master, but the following lines, intended for praise, 
look very like one. Describing the celebrated pas- 
sage of the Rhine, during which Louia remained on 
the safe aide of the river, he aays, > ' 

Louis, les animant do feu de son courage, 
Se plaint de »• grandeur^ qui VaUaehe an rieaf, 

Epit.4. 

Pkge 172, line 5. 
Tarns from his victims to hIa gleea. 
And baa them both well ex^aOed. 

How amply these two propensities of the Noble ■ 
Lord would have been gratified among that ancient 
people of Etruria, who, as Aristotle tells ua, used to 
whip their slaves once a year to the sound of flutea ! 

Pkge 175, line 79. 

Lampreys, indeed, aeem to have been always a 
favourite dish with Kings— whether from some con- 
geniality between them and that fish, I know not ; 
but Dio Caeshu tells us that Pollio fattened his lam- 
preys with human blood. St. Louis of France was 
particularly fond of them. — See the anecdote of 



I Dittaldetu sapposea thia word to be a glottme. .^— 
that is, he thinka " Fur** has made his escape firom tha oMa 
gin into the text. 
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ThomM Aqoiiiu etting up hifl majeity'a lamprey, in 
a note upon Rabdtdt, Ht. 3. chap. 2. 

P&ge 176, line 2, 
Tin fire o'clock bringi on that hour no momentoui. 
Had Mr. Bob's Dinner Epistle been insetted, I was 
prepared with an abundance of learned matter to il- 
lustrate it, for which, as indeed, for all my ** scientia 
popinaB,'** I am indebted to a friend in the Dublin 
University, — whose reading fonnerly lay in the magic 
line ; but, in consequence of the ProTost's enlightened 
alann at such studies, he has taken to the authors 
**de re cSnria" instead; and has left Bo^n, Rend- 
giiUf Agrippa, and his little dog FSiobUj for Apicnis, 
Nonius, and that most learned and saTonxy Jesuit, 
fiulengerue, 

Fi«e 179, line 64. 

" Zjhe bnition^** ray* merciless Bob, " which I think 
WooM, if Mt'n'rf with a little mtiil muck, be delicioot !" 

Mr. Bob need not be ashamed of his cookery jokes, 
when he is kept in countenance by such men as Ci- 
eervi St Angtutine, and that jorial bishop, Venantius 
FortunafiB. The pun of the great orator upon the 
** jus Verrinum,** which he caUs bad hog brolh, fVom 
a play upon both the words, is well kn6wn ; and the 
Saint's puns upon the conversion of Lot's wife into 
salt are eqnaUy ingenious: — ^"In salem conversa ho- 
minibtts fidelilMs quoddam prestitit ctmdimetUum, quo 
ft^nrmi aliquid, unde illud caveatur exemplum.*' — De 

1 Booeca. 



Civitat. Dei, hb. 16. cap. 90.— The jokes of the pious 
favourite of Queen Radagunda, the convivial Bishop 
VenaniiuSj may be found among his poems, in some 
lines against a cook who had rM)bed him. Tlie fol- 
lowing tt similar to Cicero's pun : — 

Plus juscella Coei quam mea jura valet. 
See his poems. Corpus Paetar, Latin, tom. 2. p. 
1732. — Of the same kind was Montmaur's joke, when 
a dish was spilt over him — ** summum jus, snmma in- 
juria;'* and the same celebrated parasite, in ordering 
a sole to be placed before him, said, 

Eligi cut die as f tu ntiki sola places. 

The reader may likewise see, among a good deal 
of kitchen erudition, the learned lApeius's jokes on 
cutting up a capon, in his SatumaL Sermon, lib. 8^ 
cap. 2. 

P&ge 180, line 9. 

Upon ainfing and cookery, Bobby, of eoarte, 
Standing up for the latter Fine Art in full force. 

Cookery has been dignified by the researches of a 
Bacon (see his Natural History, Receipts, etc^) and 
takes its station as one of the Fine Arts in the follow* 
ing passage of Mr. Dugald Stewart. — ** Agreeably to 
this view of the sul^ect, sweet may be said to be m- 
trinsicaUy pleasing, and hitter to be relatively pleas- 
ing ; which both are, in many cases, equally essential 
to those efiects, which, in the art of cookery, corree- 
pond to that composite beauty, which is the obiect of 
the painter and of the poet to create."-^PAaZotqpiUaii 
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PREFACE. 



Thx Public have already been mfonned, through 
the medium of the daily printa, that, among the dia- 
tinguiahed viaiton to the Congreas lately held at 
Aiz-la-Chapelle, were Mr. Bob Grbobon, Mr. 
GioRQK CooPKK, and a few more illuatrioua brethren 
of Tin Fancy. It had been reaolved at a Grand 
Meeting of the Pugilistic Fraternity, that, aa all the 
mSBing Powers of Europe were about to assemble, 
personally or by deputy, at Aix-la-Chapelle, it was 
but right that The Fancy should have its representa- 
tirea there aa well aa the rest, and these gentlemen 
were accordingly selected for that high and honoura- 
ble office. A description of this Meeting, of the 
qteecbea spoken, the resolutions, etc. etc. has been 
gireB in a l^ter written by one of the moat eminent 
of tlie profeaaion, which will be found in the Appen- 
dix, No. I. Mr. Crib*b Memorial, which now, for 
the fin: time, meeta the public eye, was drawn up for 
the purpose of being transmitted by these gentlemen 
to Congreas ; and, as it could not possibly be in better 
hands for the enforcement of eyery point connected 
with the sutgect, there is every reason to hope that it 
has made a suitable impreaaion upon that body. 

The iavour into which this branch of Gymnastics, 
called Pugilmn (from the Greek wvl, aa the author of 
Boa'ana learnedly obaenrea,) haa risen With the Pub- 
lic of late years, and the long season of tranquillity 
whish we are now promised by the new Millenna- 
ritnt 6[ the Holy League, encourage os to look for- 
wvd with some degree of sanguineness to an order 
of things, like that which Plato and Tom Crib have 
deacribed (the former in the motto prefixed to this 
work, and the latter in the interesting Memorial that 
follows,) when the Milling shaU succeed to the Mili- 
tary system, and Tiib Fancy will bo the sole arbi- 
Creaa of the trifling disputes of mankind. From a 
wish to throw every possible light on the history of 
an Art, which is destined ere long to have such influ- 
ence upon the affiurs of the world, I have, for some 
time past, been employed In a voluminous and elabo- 
rate work, entitled "A P&rallel between Ancient and 
Modem Pugilism,** which is now in a state of con- 
siderable forwardness, and which I hope to have 
ready for delivery to subscribers on the morning of 
ihe approaching fight between Randal and Martin. 
Had the elegant author of Btfkiana extended lus in- 
quiries to the anciaU state of the ait, I diould not 

S A 



have presumed to interfere with a historian ao com- 
petent. But, as his researches into antiquity have 
gone no farther than the one valuable specimen of 
erudition which I have given above, I feel the less 
hesitation 



— ; novo* decerpere floret, 

Insignemque meo repiti pctere iado coronam, 
Undo priua nulU velariat tempora Muse.' 

Lturet. lib. 4. v. 3. . 

Tlie variety of studies necessary for such a task, 
and the multij^icity of references which it requires, 
as well to the living as the dead, can only be fully ap- 
preciated by him who haa had the patience to perform 
it. Alternately studying in the Museum and the 
Fives Court — passing from the Academy of Plato to 
that of Mr. Jackson — ^now indulging in AUic JUuhe$ 
with Aristophanes, and now studying Flash in the 
Atdct of Cock^CourC — between so many and such 
varioua associations has my mind been divided during 
the task, that sometimes, in my bewilderment, I have 
confounded Ancients and Modems together, — nua^ 
taken the Oreek of St. Giles's for that of Athena, and 
have even found myself tracing Bill Gibbona and hia 
Bull in the ** taurum tibi, jndcher ApoiUo,** of Virgil, 
My Printer, too, has been afiected with similar hallur 
cinations. The Mil. Olorios. of Plautus he convertr 
ed, the other day, into a Olorious MiO; and more 
than once, when I have referred to Tom. prim, or 
Tom. quart he has substituted Tom Crib and Tom 
Oliver in their places. Notwithstanding all this, the 
work will be found, I trust, tolerably correct ; and as 
an Analysb of its opening Chapters may not only 
graffiy the iippatience of the Fanciful World, but 
save my future reviewers some trouble, it is here given 
as succinctly as possible. * 

Chap. I. contains some account of the ancient in- 
ventors of pugilism, Epeus and Amycus. — The early 
exploit of the former, in milling his twin-brother, m 
ventre matrigj and so getting before him into the world, 
as related by Eustathius on the authority of Lycophron. 
— Amycus, a Royal Amateur of the Fancy, who 
challenged to the ecratch all strangers that landed on 



1 To wander through The Faiict*8 bowers, 
To cather new, unheard-of flowers. 
And wreathe such garlands for my brow 
As Poet never wreathed till now ! 
S The residence of the Nonpareil, Jack RandaD,—wbera^ 
the day after hia last great victory, he held a levee, which 
was attended, of courae, by all the Isading charaAtex%^1^9^ 
Giles's. 
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hiv shore. — ^The Combat between him and Pollux 
(who, to Ufie the clamic phrase, served him out,) as 
described bj Theocritus,' Apollonius Rhodius,' and 
Valerias Flaccus.' — Respective merits of these three 
descriptions. — ^Theocritus by far the best ; and, alto- 
gether, perfatps, the most scientific account of a Box- 
ing-match in all antiquity. — Apollonius ought to have 
done better, with such a model before him ; but, evi- 
dently not up to the thing (whatever Scaliger may 
say,) and his similes all sUtm,* — Valerius Flaccus, the 
first Latin Epic Poet after Virgil, has done ample 
justice to this Set'to ,* feijUs, facers,* and ribbers, all 
described most spiritedly. 

Chap. 2. proves that the Pancratium of the ancients, 
M combining boxing and wrestling, was the branch 
of their Gymnastics that most resembled our modem 
Pugilism ; cross-imttoddng (or what the Greeks called 
hwiMrKtXi^etv) being as indispensable an ingredient as 
nobbing, flooring J etc. etc. — Their ideas of a stand-up 
flght were very similar to our own, as appears from 
the re xautv aXXiyXovf OPOOZTAdHN of Lucian, — 
vcpi Tvuvas, 

Chap. 3. examines the ancient terms of the Fancy, 
M given by Pollux {Onomast. ad. fin. Ub. 3.) and 
others ; and compares them with the modem.^For 
example, ayxtivt to throttle— Xvyi^uv, evidently the 
origin of our word to lug — ayicv/>i^civ, to anchor a 
fellow (see Grose's Orech Dictionary, for the word 
anchor)— ipaeettv (perf. pass. StSpayftai^) from which 
is derived to drag ; and whence, also, a flash etymo- 
logist might contrive to derive ipapa, drama, Thespis 
having first performed in a drag.* This chapter will 
be found highly curious ; and distinguished, I flatter 
myself, by much of that acuteness which enabled a 
late illustrious Professor to discover that our English 
** Son of a Gun** was nothing more than the Xlai; 
Tvvnt (Dor.) of the Greeks. 

Chap. 4. enumerates the many celebrated Boxers 
of antiquity. — Eryx (grandson of the Amycus already 
mentioned,) whom Hercules is said to have finishad 
in style. — Phrjmon, the Athenian General, and Auto- 
lycus, of whom, Pausanias tells us, there was a statue 
in the Prytaneum — The celebrated Pugilist, who, at 
the very moment he was expiring, had game enough 

1 Idyl. «. 
9 Arronaot. lib. 2. 
' 3 Lib. 4. 

4 Except ons, Stvrvwtf ois, which ia good, and which 
Fawkea, thsrafore, bat omitted. The following couplet 
from hit traiuiatioo is, however, /anc^fv/ enough: — 

-*' So from their bstter'd cheeks load echoes sprung ; 
Tbeir dash*d leelb crackled and tbeir jaw-bones rung.** 

5 Emieat hie, deztrmm^e parat, dextramqiu minatar 
Tyndarides ; redil hue oculis et pondere Bebryz 
Sic ratus : ills autem celeri rapit ora sinistra. 

Lib. 4. V. 200. 

We have here a feint and a faeer together. The manner 
in which Valerias Flaccos describes the multitude of A/ocib- 
gaards that usually assemble on such occasions, Is highly 
poetical sod pietamqoe : he supposes them to be Shades 
from Tartaros : — 

Et pater oraotes eaesorum Tartarus umbras 
Nod* cava tandem ad msri'is spectacula pugne 
Emittit ; sommi nigrtseunt rulmina mentis. V. 358. 

• The flash tann for a serf. 



to make his adversary give in; which interesting cir- 
cumstance forms the subject of one of the Pictures of 
Philostratus, Icon. lib. 2. imag. 6. — and above all, 
that renowned Son of the Fancy, Melancomas, the 
favourite of the Elmperor Titus, in whose praise Die 
Chrysostomus has lefl us two elaborate orations.*— 
The peculiarities of this boxer discussed — his power 
of standing with his arms extended for two whole 
days, without any rest {ivvaroi tiv, says Dio, km ^vo 
hittpai i^ni ptvuv avarcraiaas rai X'ipaf, km svc «y 
ciicv ovSets h^evra avrov t/ avaxaveapevov Cunnp cim- 
Oavi. Orat. 28,) by which means he wore out hia 
adversary's boUom, and conquered without either 
giving or taking. This bloodless system of wdOing, 
which trusted for victory to patience alone, has af- 
forded to the orator, Themistius, a happy illustration 
of the peaceful conquests which he attributes to the 
Emperor Valens.* 

Chap. 5. notices some curious points of similarity 
between the ancient and modem Fancy.— Thus, 
Theocritus, in his Milling-match, calls Amycus *^a 
glutton,** which is well known to be the classical 
phrase at Moulsey-Hurst, for one who, Uke Amycus, 
takes a deal o£ punishment before he is tatisfi^ 

Uuf yap itj Aios vloi AAHtAFON avipa KaOttXtv, 

In the same Idyl the poet describes the Bebryciin 
hero as irXrtyais ptBviav, ** drunk with blows,*' which 
is precisely tlie language of our Fahcy^lletina; for 
example, " Turner appeared as if drunk, and made a 
.heavy lolloping hit,"* etc. etc.— The resemblance in 
the manner of fighting is still more striking and impoit- 
ant. Thus we find Crib*s favourite system of mSUng 
on the retreat, which he practised so successfully in 
his combats with Gregson and Molyneux, adopted bf 
Alcidamus, the Spartan, in the battle between him 
and Capaneus, so minutely and vividly described by 
Slatius, Thclaid. lib. 6. 

»c<l non, tanien, immenior attis, 

Adver»U8 fiqjll, vl fuffinu tamcn icObus vbstaJL^ 

And it will be only necessary to compare together 
two extracts from Boxiana and the Bard of S3rraciiee 
to see how similar in their manceuvres have been the 
mUlers of all ages—" The Man of Colour, to prevent 

being,^66e<i, grasped tight hold of Carter's hand*** 

(Account of the Fight between Robinson the Black 
and Carter,) which, (translating AiXoio/tcyof, ** the Lily- 
white,**') is almost word for word ifith the following : 
Hrvi hyi l>c^ai ri XiXaio/icyof ptya tpyov 
£irai)7 ptv exat^v IloXv^cvjrcor cXXafit ;(«/»a. 

Tkcterit 



1 The following words, in which Dio so decidedly prefen 
the art of the Boxer to that of llie soldier wuuld perhafH 
have been a still more significant motto to Mr. CriVs Me- 
morial than that which I have chosen from Plato: Kmt 
«»5oA.ow it tymtyt tcuto mf iv to«( ireXi/ue«( Mpirifc 

2 Hv Ti( twt rvv trpoyovmv rmv nfttrtfmv iruxr«( »**.p, 
M<A.j(^xo/(S( e»o^^ atvTw ourof ov^ira wmw^rn 

*v»Tr»tnt rraivTxt «x-ixvsii rowf «rTi?r«A.9V(. — JTUmist 
Orat. «-«p* E^f^v^f. 

3 Kent's VVpckly DesDateh. 

4 Yet, not unmindful of his art, he hies. 
But turns bis face, and combats as be flics. 

_ . Lewis. 

5 A manoeuvre, generally called Tom Owen's step. 

6 The Flash term for a negro, and also for a chimnsy 
sweeper. ' 
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Chap, 6. provei, from iht jawmg-naXxAi and Sel4o 
between Ulystet and the Beggar in the 18th Book of 
the Odymey, that the ancients (notwithstanding their 
Irnna fiajforrwv^ or Laws of Combatants, which, Ar- 
lemidoruB says in his chap. 33. irtfn MevoftaX' ex- 
tended to pugilism as well as other kinds of combats) 
did not properly anderstand ftnr play ; as Ulysses is 
here obliged to require an oath from the standers-by, 
chat they will not deal him a sly knock, while he is 
cfawiM^ oul the mumper — 

Miv Tt( CT* Ipw iipu ftfHtV C/l( x^^P^ ^'^X^'V 
1JX^(y aracOaXAuVf mnt it fit i^i iafMovf, 

Chap. 7. describes the Cestus, and shows that the 
Greeks, for mere exercise of tparring, made use of 
wn^ffiea or gloveB, as we do, which they called c^tpat. 
This appears particularly from a passage in Plato, de 
Ltg. Wt. 8, where, speaking of training, he says, it is 
only by frequent use of the gloves that a knowledge of 
itoppimg and kitting can be acquired. The wSole 
possa^ is curious, as proving that the Divine Plato 
was not altogether a novice in the Fancy lay.* — Kai 
•K tyyvrara rov i/ieiev, am I/iayrwy £^AIPA£ av 
wtpuiovittOoj iiTH»s oi nAHFAI rt koi al TilN IIAH- 
rOlf ETAABEIAI iu/uXtrtarro tis rt ivvarow hcaviai. 
—These wuifiee were called by the Romans taccuH, 
as we find frmn Trebellius Pollio, who, in describing 
A triumph of GaUienus, mentions the ** Pugiles sac- 
cuUi Bon veritate pugilantes/' 

Ckap. 8. adverts to the pugilistic exhibitions of the 
Spartan ladies, which Propertius has thus conune- 
morated — 

Pttlvwulrntaqu* ad extrsmai stat fcBmina metas, 

Et patitur duro vuloera paocratio ; 
Nunc ligat ad ccstuni gaudeotia braehia loria, etc. etc. 

Lib. 3. el. 14. 

and, to prove that the modems are not behind-hand 
with the ancients in this respect, cites the following 
instance recorded in Boxiana : — " George Madox, in 
this battle, was seconded by his sister, Grace, who, 
upon its conclusion, tossed up her hat in defiance, 
and offered to fight any man present ;** — also the me- 
morable challenge, given in the same work, (vol. i.p. 
300,) which passed between Mrs. Elizabeth Wilkin- 
son of Clerkenwell, and Miss Hannah Hyfield of 
Newgate-Market^-another proof that the English 
may boast many a ** dolce guerriera" as well as the 
Greeks. 

Chap. 9. contains Accounts of all the celebrated 
SeMat ttf antiquity, translated from the woriEs of the 
different authors that have described them, — viz. the 
'famoua Argonautic Battle, as detailed by the three 
poets mentioned in chap. 1. — the Fight between 
Epeus and Euryalua, in the 23d Book of the Biad, 



1 AdoUii rphiliMK}pber,8eoeca, hat shown himMlfequaliy 
Jli.tk on the wubject, and, in bin I'Jih Epiatle, lays it duwn us 
4n axiom, that no posilist ciin be cun^idered worth any 
thinf , till he hns bail iiis peepers taken meagure of for a 
suit uf mournings or, in common languag<% has received a 
pair of bt;ick »yes. The wliolu passnge is eilifyinj; : — " Non 
poteat athlete magnoa spiritii < ad certamen affVsrre, qui oiin- 

3 nam augiUaius est. V\\m i, videt sanfuinein suum, cuius 
entet crepueruut sub pugnu, ille qui supjilantatu* adver- 
jarium tulo tulit corpore, nee projecil aoimum prujectus, 
qai quotias eecidit eoDtumaeior rtsorraxit, eam magna apa 
dustsodit ad pugnam.'* 



and between Ulysses and Irus in the 18th Book of the 
Odyssey — the Combat of Dares and Blntellos in the 
5th iEneid — of Capaneus and Alcidamus, already re- 
ferred to, in Statins, and of Achelotu and Hercules 
in the 9th Book of the Metamorphoses ; though this 
last is rather a wrestling-bout than a mtiU, resembling 
that between Hercules' and Anueus in the 4th Book 
of Lucan. The reader who is anxious to know how 
1 have succeeued in this part of my task, will find, at 
a specimen, my translation from Virgil in the Appen- 
dix to the present work. No. 2. 

Chap. 10. considers the various arguments for and 
against Pugilism, advanced by writers ancient and 
modem. — A strange instance of either ignorance or 
wilful falsehood in Lucian, who, in his Anacharsis, 
has represented Solon as one of the warmest advo- 
cates for Pugilism, whereas we know from Diogenes 
Laertius that that legislator took every possible pains 
to discourage and suppress it. — Alexander the Great, 
too, tasteless enough to prohibit the Fancy (Plu 
tarch in Vit.) — Galen in many parts of his works, but 
particularly in the Hortat. ad Art. condenms the 
practice as enervating and pernicious.* — On the other 
side, the testimonies in its favour, numerous. — ^The 
greater number of Pindar's Nemcan Odes written in 
praise of pugilistic champions ; — and Isocrates, though 
he represents Alcibiades as despising the art, yet ac- 
knowledges that its professors were held in high esti- 
mation through Greece, and that those cities, where 
victorious pugilists were bom, became illustrious 
from that circumstance;' just as Bristol has been 
rendered immortal by the production of such heroes 
as Tom Crib, Harry Harmer, Big Ben, Dutch Sam, 
etc. etc. — Ammianus Marcellinus tells us how much 
that religious and pugnacious Emperor, Constantius, 
delighted in the Set-to9i ** pugilum^ vicissim se con- 
cidentium perfusommque sanguine.*' — ^To these are 
added still more flattering testimonies ; such as that 
of Isidorus, who calls Pugilism ** viitus,** as if par 
excdlenct;* and the yet more enthusiastic tribute 
with which Eustathius reproaches the Pagans of hav- 
ing enrolled their Boxers in the number of the Gods. 
— In shorty the whole chapter is full of emdition and 



1 Though wrestling was evidently the favoarite sport of 
Ilerculfs, wu find him, in the Alccvtt^s, just returned from a 
tiruising-mateh ; and it is a curious proof of the superios 
consideration in which these arts were held, that for the 
lighter exercises, be tells us, boraea alooe were the reward, 
while to conquerors in the higher games of pugilism and 
wrestling, whole herds of cutUe (with sumetimes a young 
lady iuiu ihu bargain) were given as prize*. 

TO.n f'aw TBI f<ii^era 
rv»«| S' «jr' awTOi,- itjr$ t'. EuHp. 

S It «ras remarked by the ancient physicians, that met 
who were in tlie habit of buxiiig and wrestling became re- 
markably lean and slender from the loins downward, wkUa 
ihe upper pans of their frame acquired prodigious sixe and 
strength. I could name some pugilists of the present day 
whose jiersons seem to wairant the truth of this observation 

y tyviftivmi tus* »«xa(vrxr. ISOC'RAT. »ipi tow Ziyvsyf 

An orikti<»n uritton by Uucratcii fur the son of Alcibiades. 

4 NotwithsiMiuling tliat the hisiariNn ex|>resMly says "po- 
^ilum," Lipsiufi 1% so aiixiuu* to press this circumstance into 
hi<« Account of the Ancient Glsdiaiors, that he inaista aueh 
an effusion of elarct could only have taken place in the gift, 
diatorial combat. But Lipaiua never was at Moulssj HucSL 
~8«6 his Batumal. Sermon, lib. i. ca(i« SU 

5 Origin. lib. aviii. «. \&. 
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vovs; — from liycophroii (whose very name smacks 
of pugilism,) down to Boxiana and the Weekly Des- 
patch, not an author on the sul:yect is omitted. 

So much for my ** Parallel between Ancient and 
Modem Pugilism." And now with respect to that 
peculiar language called Flashy or St. Ones' 8 Oreeh, 
in which Mr. Crib^s Memorial and the other articles 
in the present volume are written, I beg to trouble the 
reader with a few observations. As this expressive 
language was originally invented, and is still used, 
like the cipher of the diplomatists, for purposes of 
secrecy, and as a means of eluding the vigilance of a 
certain class of persons, called flashice. Traps, or, 
in common language. Bow-street Officers, it is sub- 
ject of course to continual change, and is perpetually 
either altering the meaning of old words, or adding 
new ones, according as the great object, secrecy, 
renders it prudent to have recourse to such innova- 
tions. In this respect, also, it oesembles the cryp- 
tography of kings and ambassadors, who, by a con- 
tinual change of cipher, contrive to baffle the inquisi- 
tiveneas of the enemy. But, notwithstanding the Pro- 
tean nature of the Fhuh or Cant language, the greater 
part of its vocabulary has remained unchanged for 
centuries, and many of the words used by the Cant- 
ing Beggars in Beaumont and Fletcher,' and the Gip- 
sies in Ben Jonson*s Masque,* are still to be heard 
among the Onoetics of Dyot-street and Tothiil-fields. 
To prig is still to steal ;' to jS&, to beat ; lour^ money ; 
duda, clothes ;* prancert, horses ; houzing-ken, an ale- 
house ; coioe, a fellow ; a soio*s hahy, a pig, etc. etc. 
There are also several instances of the same term, 
preserved with a totaUy different signification. Thus, 
|o miU, which was originally "to rob,"^ is now **to 
tieat or fight ;" and the word runiy which in Ben Jon- 
^n*s time, and even so late as Grose, meant JfTie ahd 
good, is now generally used for the very opposite 
^lualities; as, ** he's but a mm one," etc. Most of 
|he Cant phrases in Head's English Rogue, which 
svas published, I believe, in 1666, would be intelli- 
gible to a Chedc of the present day ; though it must 
lie confessed that the Songs which both he and Dek- 
Icer have given would poxzle even that **Graie gentis 
decus," Caleb Baldwin himself. For instance, one 
i>f the simplest begins. 

Bin; out, bien Moits, and toure and toure, 

Bing out, bien llorta and toure ; 
For all yoor dada are bin^^d awatl; 

The bieo Cove hath the loure. 



1 Tn their amuains corned jr of " The Beggar*! Bush." 
8 The Masque ofthe Gipaies MetamoriihoMMl. — The Gip- 
ay lanfua;|e, indeed, with tae exception ofauch terma aa re- 
late to their own peculiar cuatoma, difTerabiit little from the 
ref ular Flaah ; as mav be aeen by conaulting the Vocabu- 
lary aabjoined to the life of Bamfylde-Moorr Carew. 

3 See the third chapter, lat book, ofthe Hiatory of Jona- 
than WikI, for an " undeniable teatimony of the great anti- 
quity of PrirgUm.** 

4 An angler for duds ia tbaa described by Dekker :— ^* He 
carries a abort aUffin hia hand, which ia called a filch, hav- 
ing ia the nab or head of it, a ferme (that ia to aay a hole,) 
iato which, upon any piece of aervice, when he goea nfilck- 
tn^,he puttetn a booke of iron, with which booke he angles 
at a window in the dead of night, for ahirta,»roockea, or any 
other linen or woollen.** — English Villanies. ^ 

• Can they eoMt or milU are they maatera of their art ?** 
—Ben Jonssn. To mt//, however, aometimea aignified " to 
kill.** Thus, VamOia bUating cheat, i. s. to kill a sheep. 



To the cultivation, in our times, of the scienee of 
Pugilism, the Flash langaage is indebted for a con- 
siderable addition to its treasures. Indeed, so impM* 
sible is it to describe the operations of The Fawct 
without words of proportionate energy to do justice 
to the sulgect, that we find Pope and Cowper, in their 
translation of the Set-to m the Diad, pressing words 
into the service which had seldom, I think, if ever, 
been enlisted into the ranks of poetry before. Thai 
Pope, 

Secure thia hand ahall hia whole frame coofouud, 
Mtuh all hia bonea, and all bia body pound. 

Cowper, in the same manner, translates ko\^ 6t , . . , 

napritov, ^^pash'd him on th& cheek ;" and, in deecrib- 

ing the wrestling-match, makes use <^ a term, bow 

more properly applied to a peculiar kind of blow,* 

of which Mendoaa is supposed to have been the in- 
ventor 

Then hia wiles 
Forgat not he, bat on the ham behind 
Chopped liim. 

Before I conclude this Preface, which has alret47t 
I fear, extended to an unconscionable length, I can- 
not help expressing my regrrt at the selection^which 
Mr. Cnb has ipade of one of the Combatants intro- 
duced into the imaginary Set-4o that follows. Tha* 
person has already been exhibited, perhaps, " oaqiie 
ad nauMeanij*' before the Public i and, without enter- 
ing into the propriety of meddling with such a per- 
sonage at all, it is certain that, as a mere matter of 
taste, he ought now to be let alone. All that can be 
alleged for Mr. Crit» is — what Rabelais has said in 
defending the moral notians of another kind of cat- 
tle — ^he " knows no better.*' But fbr myself, in my 
editorial capacity, I taka this opportunity of dedariag 
that, as far as / am concerned, the person in question 
shall henceforward be safb and inviolate ; and, aa the 
Convent-garden Managers said, when they withdrew 
their much-hissed elephant, this is panticeiy tke kui 
time of his appearing on the stage. 



TOM CRIB'S MEMORIAL TO 
CONGRESS. 



Most Holy, and High, and Legitimate squad. 
First Swells^ of the world, since Boney^s in quod,* 
Who have every thing now, as BiU Gihbons would 

say, 
" like the bull in the china-shop, all your own way**— 
Whatsoever employs your magnificent no6s,* 
Whether diddling your subjects, and gutting their 

fcbs,^ 



1 " A chopper ia a blow, atruck on ibe face with the back 
of the hand. Mendoza claima the honour of its invention 
but anjuatly ; he certainly rcvired. and conaiderably inn 
proved it. It waa practiaed long before our time. — Broufb- 
ton occaaionally u»ed it ; and Slack, it alao appeara, struck 
the chopper in giving the return in many of hia battles.*'— > 
Boxiana, vol. ii. p. 20. 

3 Stoclly a great man. « 

3 In prison. The dab *s in quod : Aa rogue b in prison. 

4 Hoada. 

5 Taking oat the contenta. Thus, gutting a onart poi 
(or taking out the lining of it,) i. s. drinkinf it off. 
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(White yon hum tba poor ipoomet' with ■peechet, so 

pretty, 
*Bovt Freedom, and Order, and — aU my eye, Betty f) 
WbeCher praying, or dresiing, or dancing the hays^ 
Or lapping your amgn^ at Lord C-stl-r— gh's' 
(While his Lordship, as usual, that very great dab* 
At the flowers of rhetoric, xb puking his gab'^) — 
Or holding State Dinners, to talk of the weather, 
And cot up your mntton and E^ope U^ether ! 
Whatever your gammon, whatever your talk, 
Oh deign, ye illastriovs Codb of the WaUty 
To attend for a moniMit, — and if the Fine Arts 
OfJBtlbing* and boring* be dear to your hearts ; 
If to levelf* to punish,* to ruffian* mankind. 
And to duien their dayligkti,'' be pleasures re6ned 
(As they mutt be,) for every Legitimate mind, — 
Oh, lialen Co one, who, both able and willing 
To spread dirough creation the mysteries of mtZZin^, 
(And, as to whose poUtics, search the world round. 
Not a stuidier PU4iU^ e*er lived under ground,) 
Haa thon^ of a plan, which— excuse his presump- 
tion, 
H* herein submits to your royal rumgumption* 

It being now settled that emperors and kings, 
Like kites made offooUcap, are kigh-Jlying things. 
To whose tails a few milUons of subjects, or so, 
Have been tied in a string, to be whisk'd to and fro, 
Jnat wherever it suits the said /oo/scop to go— 
This being all settled, and freedom all gammon,^^ 
And nought bat yoor hononra worth wasting a d—^i 

on; 
While snug and secure you ma/now run your rigs,^ * 
Without fear that old Boaey will bcfher your gig» — 
As yonr Honours, too, Mess fou ! though all of a tradcj 
Yet agreeing like new ones, have lately been made 
Special constables o*er us, for keeping the peace, — 
Let us hope now that wars and rumbttstions will cease ; 
That soldiers and guns, like **the Devil and his works," 
Will henceforward be left to Jews, Negers, and Turks ; 
Till Broum Best" shall soon, like Miss Tabitha Fusty, 
For want of a spark to go off with, grow rusty, 
And lobsters'' will he such a drug upon hand. 
That oar do-nothing Captains must all got japanned ! ^* 



1 Simpletons, alias, Innount*. 
% Drinkinf yoor tea. 

3 Sss Ura Appsadix, No. 3. 

4 An Adept 

5 Bbowing off his ulk.— Beitsr expressed, perhspe, by s 
tele wit, wbo, upon being asked what wu going on in the 

of ComoMMS, answered, " Only Lord C. airing his 



• AU tenns of the Fancy, and familiar to those who read 
the TraneeettoDs of the Pugilistic Society. 

7 To eloee up their eyee~altas, to sew ly their $et$. 

8 Tom leeeiTed hie fint education in a coal-pit; from 
whence he has been honoured with the name of " the Black 



t, 



9 Owmptisin, or Aasuwsy tien, comprehension, capacity. 

10 Nooeeose or hombug. 

11 Play your tricks. 

19 A eokiier*8 flre-k>ek. 

13 Soldieis, from the colour oCtheir clothes. " To boil 
ssufs Mster mesne for a churchman to turn soldier ; lob- 
Bleis. whiclMUV of a bluish black, beina made red by boil- 
faw.** — Oroso. Butler's iageoious simue will occur to the 



When, like a lobster boilM, the Moro 
From Mack to red began to turn. 

14 Ordained— i. a. become clergymen. 



My eyes, how delightful !— the rabble well gtigg'd^ 
The Swells in high feather, and old Booey lagg'd!^ 

But, though we must hope for such good times as 

these, 
Yet as something may happen to kith up a Irreeze — 
Some quarrel reserved for your own private pickings 
Some grudge, even now in your great gizzards sticking, 
(God knows about what — about money mayhap. 
Or the Papists, or Dutch, or that kid,^ Master Nap)— 
And, setting in case there should come such a rumpus. 
As some mode of settling the chat we must compasa, 
With which the tag-rag' will have nothing to do— 
What think you, great Swells, of a Royal Set-to 7* 
A Ring and fair/«<-u;orAr at Aix-Ia-Chapelle, 
Or at old Moulsey-Ifurst, if you like it as well — 
And that all may be fair as to wind, vieight, and 

science, 
rU answer to train the whole Holy Alliance ! 
Just think, please your Majesties, how you 'd prefer il 
To miUs such as Waterloo, where all the merit 
To vulgar red-coaled rapscallions must fall. 
Who have no Right Divine to have merit at all ! 
How much more select your own quiet Set-tos! — 
And how vastly geuteeler *t will sound in the news, 
(KenVs Weekly Despatch, that beats all others hollow 
For Fancy transactions,) in terms such as follow . — 



ACCOUNT OF THE GRAND SET-TO BE- 
TWEEN LONG SANDY AND GEORG Y THE 
PORPUS. 

Last Tuesday, at Moulsey, the Balance of Power 
Was sealed by Twelve T^ightish Rounds, in an hour— 
The Buffers,^ both ** Boys of the Holy GFrownd;"— • 
Long Sandy, by name of the Bear much renown'd. 
And Georgy the Porpus, prime glutton reckon*d — 
Old thingummee Pottso' was Long Sandy's aeoond. 
And Georgy 's was P(U C — stl — r— cm,— he who 

hves 
At the sign of the King^ Arms a-hrnbo, and gtsav 
His small beer about, with the air of a dktp 
Who beUeved himself a prodigious strong tap. 
This being the first true Legitimate Match 
Since Tom took to training theae SweBs for thir 

scrofeA, 
Every 2otier of Ufe, that had rhino to spam, 
From sly Uttle Moses to B — Br>a, waa there. 



1 Transported. 

8 Child.—IIence our oseful word, kidnapper-4o nab a kid 
being to iteal a child. Indeed, we need hot roeoUect the 
many excellent aiHl neceMary words to which Johaeon has 
affixed the atigma of "cant term," to be aware how consi- 
derably the En|;li«h language has been enriched by the eon- 
tributions of the Flash frateroity. 

3 The common people, the mobility. 

4 A boxing-mulch. 

5 Boxen — Irish cant. 

6 The hitch in the-metre here was rendered neeessary by 
the quotation, which is from the celebrated Fkney Cka^t 
ending, every verse, thus : — 

For we are the boys of the Holy Ground, 

And we'll dance upon nothing, and turn us round ! 

It is almost needlem to add, that the Holy Orsund, or 
Land^ is a well-known region of St. Giles's. 

7 Tom means, I presume, the celebrated diplomatiBt, 
Poxzo di Borgo. — The Irish used to claim the dancer Dide- 
lot as their countryman, insisting that the O had slipped out 
of its right place, and that hu real name was Mr. O'DvdiiW 
On the same principle thay will^v«te»\f^«aMs<^.'^Ma t>^ 
to M. Poiao. 



.^r 
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Never nsce the reiiown*d days of Broughton and 

FiGO' 

Was the Franciftd World in such very prime ttcig — ' 
And long before daylight, gigs, raUler*^^ and pradis^* 
Were in motion for Moulsey, brimful of the Ijads, 
Iack Eld— n, Old Sid. and some more, had come 

down 
On the evening before, and put up at The Crown^ — 
Their old favourite sign, where themselves and their 

brcthcrs 
Get gnib* at cheap rate, though it Jleeces all othera ; 
Nor matters it how we plebeians condemn. 
Am Tlie Croum *s always sure of its license from them. 

*T was diverting to see, as one ogled around, 

How Corinthiatu^ and Commoners mixed on the 

ground. 
Here M — ntr — sk and an Israelite met face to face. 
The Duke, a place-hunter — the Jew, from Duke*s 

Place; 
While NicKT V — ns — tt — t, not caring to roam, 
Got among the v^ite^xtg-men^ and felt quite at home. 
Here stood in a comer, well screened from the wea- 
ther. 
Old Sid. and the great Doctor Eadt together, 
Both famed on the wdlls — with a d — n, in addition. 
Prefixed to the name of the former Physician. 
Here C — MD^N, who never till now was suspected 
Of Fancy^ or aught that is therewith connected, 
Got cloee to a dxaUr m dordcies, who eyed him. 
Jade Scroggina remarked, **just as if he'd have huy^d 

him r 
While poor Bogy B— ck— oh — m well might look 

pole, 
Am there stood a great Ral^xitcher close to his tail ! 

Moogit the vehicles, too, which were many and va^ 

rious, 
From natty barouche down to huggy precarious. 
We twigg'd more than one queensh sort of turn-out ; — 
O— NN— o came in a jcb, and then canter'd about 
On a showy, but hot and unsound, bit of blood 
(For a leader once meant, but cast off, as not good,) 
Looking roond to secure a snug place if he could : — 
While Eld— N, long doubting between a grey nag 
And a icftxCe one to mount, took his stand in a drag} 
At a qoartcr past ten, by Pat C — btl— R— gh*i 

tattler* 
Crib came on the ground in a four-in-hand ratHer ; 
(For Tom, since he took to these Holy Allies, 
Is as tip4op a beau as all Bond-street supplies ;) 
And, on seeing the Cuamtion, loud cries of ** Fight, 

fight," 
"Ring, ring,** ''Whip the Gemmen,** were heard left 

and right. 
Bat the hdst though implant, were doom*d to delay. 
As the old P. C.'° ropes (which are now mark*d H. 

A.") 

1 The chief founders of the modem icbool of pa;ili«m. 

9 Hif b ■pints or conditioa. 3 Coachu. 
4 Hones. 5 Victuals. 

6 Men of rank— vide Boxiana, passim. 

7 Piek-pockeU. 8 A cart or waffon. 9 A watch. 

10 The ropes end stakes used at the prize-fights, beiuf ttie 
property of the Pugilistic Club, are marked with the initials 
PC 11 For "Holy Alliaxice." 



Being hack*d in the service, it seenM had given wt|; 
And, as rope b an article much up in price 
Since the bank took to hanging, the lads had to spUee. 
At length the two SwtUs having enter*d the Ring, 
To the tune the Cow died of called ** God save tho 

King,** 
Each threw up his castor* *uiid general huzzas— 
And, if dressing would do, never yet« since the dayv 
When HuMPHEiES stood up to the Israelite's thtm^tSf 
In gold-spangled stockings and touchine^not pumps,' 
Has there any thing equall'd the fal-lals and tricks 
That bedizen'd old Georoy'b bang up tog and Iddcs!* 
Having first shaken daddies* (to show, Jackson said^ 
It was ''pro bono PtmUco'** chiefly they bled) 
Both ped^d' — ^but, on laying his Dandy belt by« 
Old Georgy wentfloush, and his backers looked sfty; 
For they saw, notwithstanding Crib*i honest en- 
deavour * 
To train down the crummy,^ *t was monstrous as ever! 
Not so with LoNO Sandy — prisne meat every inch— 
Which, of course, made the Onottics^ on t* other aide 

flinch ; 
And Bob W'i^LS — n from Sonthwark, the gameti 

chap there. 
Was now heard to sing out " Ten to one on the Bear!** 

First Round. Very cautious — the Kiddies both 

sparred 
As if s^y of the scratch — while the Porpus kept goartf 
O'er his beautifid mug* as if fearing to hazard 
One damaging touch in so dandy a maxtard. 
Which t* other observing put in his One-Two'* 
Between Georgy*8 left ribs, with a knuckle so tni% 
That had his heart lain in tfie right place^ no doubt 
But the Bears double4cnatk would have nmunaged k 

out — 
As it MMSf Master Georgy came souse vrith the whack. 
And there sprawl'd, like a turtle tum*d queer on ita 

back. 

Second Round. Rather sprigfatly-^e Bear, ui 

high gig. 
Took a fancy to JUrt with the Porpos's vdg ; 
And, had it been either a loose tie or bob. 
He'd have daw'd it c2ean off, but 't was glaed to his 

nob. 
So he tipp'd him a settler they call " a Spoil-Dandy** 
Full plump in the whisker^— lfi(^A betting on Sandy 

1 Hat. 

S " The fine manly torn of Hnmpbnes waa seen to great 
advantage ; he bad on a pair of fine flannel drawen, white 
silk stockinjfs, the clocks of which were apaogled witJi gold; 
and pum|)S tied with ribbon.** — (Account of the First Battls 
between Hamphries and Mendosa.)— The epistle which 
Humphries wrote to a fViend, commaniealing the rceoh of 
this fif bt, is worthy of a Lacedaemonian. — " Bir. I have dsms 
the Jow, and am in good health. Rich. Hampbriea.** 

3 TTog and kicks, eot^t and breeches. — T^g is one of Cbs 
cant words which Dekker cites, as " retaining a certain nil 
and tasting of some wit and learning,*' being derived froa 
the Latin top-a. 4 Hands. 

5 Mr. Jackson's residence is in PimUeo. — ^This geotlesiaa 
(as be well deserves to be called, from the oorrectneas of his 
conduct and the peculiar urbanity of his manners) fbma that 
useful link between the amateurs and the professors of pu- 
gilism, which, when broken, it will be diflleait,>f not wholly 
unpossible to replace. 6 Stripped. 

7 Put. 8 Knowing ones. 9 Face. 

10 Two blows sncceeding each other rapidly. Tbos 
(speaking of Randall) " his onk-two are pot in Mrith the 
sbarpneea of Ufhtning.** 
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Tkold Round. Somewliat slack — Geoegt tried to 

ntakefiay^ 
But his own victualling-office^ stood much in the way ; 
While Sandy's long onns'-long enough for a douse 
All the waj from Kamschatka to Johnny Groat's 

House — 
Kept paddling about the poor Porpus*s munSf'^ 
Till they made him as hot and as cross as Lent buns!' 

Fourth Round. Gsorgt's backers look'd blank 

at the ladf 
When they saw what a ntm knack of shifting* he had — 
An old trick of his youth — ^but the Bear, up to siojn,* 
Followed close on my gentleman, kneading his crum 
Am expertly as any Dead Man^ about town, 
All the way to the ropes — where, as Georgt went 

dowi, 
Sandt tipped him a dose of that kind, that, when taken^ 
It is n't the stuffs but the patient that 's shaken. 

Fifth Round. Georoy tried for his customer's 

head — 
(The part of Long Sandy that's sof testy 'tis said ; 
And the chat is that Nap, when he had him in tow, 
Found his knowledge-hox^ always the first thing to 

go)— 
Neat mUling this Round — ^what with clouts on the nob. 
Home kits in the bread-basket^' clicks in the goby^ 
And plumps in the daylig?Us,*^ a prettier treat 
Between two Johnny JRatDs' ' 't is not easy to meet. 

Sixth Round. Gkorgy's friends in high flourish 

and hopes; 
Jack Eld— n, with others, came close to the ropes — 
And when Georgv, one time,^o< the head of the Bear 
Into Charuxry^* Eld— N sung out ** keep him there ;" 
But the cuU broke away, aa he would from Lob*s 

pound,** 
And, after a rum sort of ruffianing Round, 
Like cronies they hugged, and came smack to the 

ground; 
Poor Sandy the undermost, smother'd and spread 
Like a Gennan tuck'd under lus huge feather-bed!'^ 



1 Th« stomach or psuocb. S Month. 

3 Hot cross buns. 

4 " Some have censared ihiftlDf ss so onmanly costom.'* 

5 Hambof or /SIIIM91I. 

6 Dsmd Msn are Bakers— so called from the loaTOs fs!f e- 
ly charged to their master*! eostoroers. The following is 
mm sn Aecouot of the BstUo fought by Notwortby, the 
Baker, with Martin, the Jew : 

" First round. Nosworthy, on the nlert, planted a tro- 
■MDdoas hit on Martin*! mouth, which not only drawed forth 
a profusion of dartty but be went down.— Loud shouting 
from the Dead Men I 

t* Second Round. Nosworthy began to serve the Jew in 
■Ijle, and his hits told most tremendously. Martin made a 
good round of it, but fell rather distrMaed. The Dead Men 
BOW opened their mouths wide, and loudly offered six to 
Ibur on the Master of the Rolls /** 

7 The head. 8 The stomach. 9 The mouth. 
10 The eyes. 11 Novices. 

13 Getting the bead under the arm, for the purpose of 

13 A prison.— See Dr. Grey*s explanation of this phrase 
in his notM upon Hudibrss. 

14 The Germans sleep between two beds : and it is re- 
lated that an Irish traveller, upon finding a feather h<)d thus 
laid over him, took it into bis liead that the people slept in 
stralOy one upon tlie other, and said to the attendant, " will 

Son be good enough to tell the gentleman or lady Uiat is to 
« over nc, to maks haste, ss Iwant to go asleep :" 



All pitied the patient — and loud exclamations, 
**My eyesr* and "my wig^* spoke the general sen 

sations — 
'T was thought Sandy's soul was squeezed out of 

his corpus^ 
So heavy the crush. — Tu^ to one on the Porpus! 

Nota bene. — 'T was curious to see all the pigeons 
Sent off by Jews, Flashmen, and o<Aer religions. 
To office,^ with all due despatch, through the air, 
To the Bulls of the alley the fate of the Bear; 
(For in these Fancy times, *t is your hits in the munSf 
And your choppers and floorers, that goyem the 

Funds)— 
And Consols, which had been all day sAy enough, 
When 't was known in the Alley that (Xd Blue and 

Buff 

Had been doxvn on the Bear, rose at once— up to 
snuff!* 

Seventh Round. Tliough hot-pressed, and as flat 

as a crumpet. 
Long Sandy show'd game again, scorning to rump it; 
And, fixing his eye on the Porpus's snout,* 
Which he knew that Adonis felt peery* about. 
By z. feint, truly elegant, tipp'd him a punch in 
The critical place, where he cupboards his luncheon. 
Which knock'd all the rich Curacoa into cruds, 
And doubled him up, like a bag of oid duds!* 
There he lay almost/rumma^cm'ii*— <3very one said 
'T was all Dicky with Georgy, his mug hung so dead. 
And *t was only by calling "your wife. Sir, your wife!** 
(As a man would cry " fire !") they could start him 

to life. 
Up he rose in a funk^ lapped a toothful of brandy, 
And to it again — ^Any odds upon Sandy. 

Eighth Round. Sandy woA'd like a fint-rate <ir 

molidier: 
Bear as he is, yet his Uck is nopoUsher; 
And, take him at ruffkming work (thoogh in com- 
mon, he 
Hums about Peace and aU that, like a Domtn^) 
Sandy *8 the boy, if once to it they fall. 
That will play up eld gooseberry soon with them tO. 
This round was but short — after humouring awhile. 
He proceeded to serve an ejectment, in style, 
Upon Georgy'b front grinders,* which damaged \m 

smile 
So completely that bets ran a hundred to ten 
The Adonis would ne'er ffash his tvory'** again — 
And 'twas pretty to see him niWd round with tht 

shock, 
Like a cask of fresh blubber in old Greenland Dock ! 



1 To signify by letter. 

2 This phrase, denoting elrostion of Tarioos kinds, is 
often rendered more emphatic by such adjonels ss ** C^ (• 
snuff and twopenny.— Up to snuff, and apinek s^svs tf," 

etc. etc. , «. . 

3 Note. 4 Suspicious. 5 Ckttbss. 
6 Choaked. 7 Fright . 

8 A Parson.— Thus in tliat truly classical song ths Chna 
tening of Little Joc^ : 

When Domtne had named the Kid, 
Then home again they piked it; 

A Mask of lightning was prepared 
For every one that liked iu*' 

9 Teeth. IQ €foiv« Vo&MtMQou 
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NiNTU Round. One of Georot'i bright ogUt* was 

put 
On the bankruptcy list^ with its shop-windowB shut; 
While the other soofl made quite as tag-rag a show, 
All TJimnCd round with hlack, like the Courier in woe! 
Much alarm was now seen *mong the Israelite Kida^ 
And B — R— o, — ^the deviCs own hoy for the quids,* — 
Despatched off a pigeon (the species, no doubt, 
That they call B—r— -g'b stoci-dove) with word ** to 

■ell out.*' 

From this to the finish 't was all fiddle /addle— 
Poor Georgt, at last, could scarce hold up his 

doddle — 
With grimdert dislodg'd and with peepert both 

poack'd* 
T was not till the Tenth Round, his darei* was 

broach' d: 
As the cdlarage lay so deep down in the fat, 
Like his old M a's purse, 't was cuned hard to 

get at. 
But a pelt in the smellers^ (too pretty to shun. 
If the lad even could) set it going Wee fun ; 
And this being the first Royal Claret let flow, 
Since Tom took the Holy Alliance in tow. 
The uncorking produced much sensation j^ut. 
As bets had b^n fiusk on the first painted snout. 
Nota bene. — A note was wing'd ofi'to the Square, 
Just to hint of this awful phlebotomy there ; — 
Bob Gregson, whose wit at such things is exceeding,' 
Inclosing a large sprig o£**Love Ues a bleeding!" 

In short, not to dwell on e^ch facer and/aZZ, 
Poor Georgt was done up in no Hme at aU, 
And his qmnkiest backers were forced to sing smaU,'' 
In vain did they try to Jig up the old lad ; 
*T was Uke using persuader^ upon a dead prad;* 
In yain Bogy*^ B---cx — gh — ^m fondly besought him. 
To show like himself, if not game at least bottom ; 
While M — RL — T, that very great Count, stood de- 
ploring 
He had n't taught Georg y his new modes of boring : ^ ' 
All useless— no art can transmogr^y truth- 
It was plain the conceit was miWd out of the youth. 
In the Twelflh and Last Round Sandy fetch'd him 

z downer. 
Thai left him all 's one as cold meat for the Crowner ; " 
On whicb the whole populate jZcuft'd the wkite grin 
Uke a basket of chips, and poor Georgt gave in:^* 
While the fiddlers (old Potts hsTing Upp'd'thom a 

bandyy* 
FUy'd ** Green grow the rushes," ^^ in honour of 
Sandy ! 

I Eyes. . 3 Money. 

3 French cant ; Let yeox poclU* au 5eurre iMtr.— 6eo 
the Dictionnaire Oamigue. 

4 BkMd. 5 The dom. 

6 Soma •pseiment of Mr. Grefsou't lyrical talents are 
given ID the Appendix, No. 4. 

7 To be hambled or ebaibed. 8 Spurs. Horie. 
10 For the meaninj^ of this lerna, soe Gro»e. 

II "The ponderosity of Crib, when in close quarters with 
bis oppooent, evidently bored in upon him,** etc. 

13 The Coroner. 

13 The ancient Greeks had a phraao of similar structare 
iwitimftt^ cedo. 

14 A bandf or cripple^ a sixpence : " that piece being 
eommonly much bent end distorted." — Orose. 

^ 15 The well-known compliment paid to the Emperor of 
s I tbs Russias by some Irish musicians. 



Now, what say yoor Mi^esties t— is n't this pnmitt 
Was there ever French Bulletin half so sublime? 
Or could old Nap himself, in his glory,' have wish'd 
To show up a fat Oemman more handsomely dishd ?— 
Oh, bless your great hearts, let them say what they 

will. 
Nothing's half so gented as a regular MtU; 
And, for sealing of balances, all 1 know is, 
'T is the way Caleb Baldwin prefers settling Us.* 
As for baches, you *ve lots of Big-wigs about Coait, 
That will back you — the raff being tired of that 

sport, — 
And if qiads should be wanting to make the match 

good. 
There's B — r — no, the Prince of Rag Rhino, who 

stood 
(T" other day, you know) bail for the seeiy* Right 

Liners: 
Who knows but, if coax'd, he may Adl out die 

shiners?* 
The shiners ! Lord, Lord, what a bounce do I say ! 
As if we could hope to have rags done away, 
Or see any thing shining, while Van. has the sway ! 

As to training, a Court 's but a rum sort of station 
To choose for that sober and chaste operation ;* 
For, as old Iket Pio' said of Courts, "by d« 

heavens, 
Dey *re all, but the Fives Court, at sixes and sevens.^* 
What with snooting,^ high gndAing,* and guzzling 

UkeCloe, 
Your Majesties, pardon me, all get so doughy, 
That take the whole kit, down from Sandy the Bear 
To him who makes duds for the Virgin to wear, 
I 'd chuse but Jack Scroggins, and feel disappointed 
If Jack did n*t teU out the whole Lord's Anointed ! 

But, barring these nat'ral defects (which, 1 feel. 
My remarking on thus may be thought ungenied,) 
And allowing for delicate fams,' which have merely 
Been handling the sceptre, and that, too, bat queerij^ 
I 'm not without hopes, and would stand a tight bet. 
That 1 'II make something game of your Mty esties y^ 
So, say but the word — if you 're up to the freak, 
Let us have a prime matt^ of it, Greek against Ctretkf 
And I '11 put you on beef -steaks and sweati mg next 

week — 
While, for teaching you every perfection, that throws a 
Renown upon milling — the tact of Mendoza— 

1 See Appendix, No. S. 

S A trifling instance of which is recorded in Boxiana:— 
" A frocM occurred between CoMt Baldwin and the keepers 
of the gate. The latter not immediately recogoisinf Ilia 
veteran of tk$ rinfy 'oftued his vehicle admittance without 
the usual tip ; but Caleb, finding srguffing the tufie wohU 
not do, instead of paying them in the new coinage, dealt 
out another sort of currency^ and, althouf h destitute of the 
W. W. P. it bad such an instantaneous effect npoo tks 
JoAiiiiy JRaws, that the gate flew open, and GsM rode 
through in Triumph." 

3 Poor. 4 Produce the guineas. 

5 The extreme rigour, in these respects, of the aneient 
system of training, may be inferred from the iastaiiceB men- 
tioned by uElian. Not only pugilists, but even players oo 
the harp, were, during the time oi their probation, r«*«wr4sf 
«/u«Sii( xai amtfu.—De Animal. Kb. 6. cap. 1. 

6 A Jew, so nick-nanNtd— one of the Big onss. He was 
beaten by Crib, on Blaokbeatii, in the year 1805. 

7 Sleeping. 8 Feeding 
9 Fame otfamhUs, hands. 
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Tba chftrm, faj whidi HuMPHiiits* contrited to 

infuse 
Tbe tkrm Chrace§ iheamehm into all hig One-Two i' 
The ndtbert of Johnson*— Bio BiN't' hanging 



/ that tofn'dfiuietto iminho 
Old Co]icoRAN*t Mt,* that laid cmUtmen flat— 
Paddt R#aif fivk DMm^i^ lenown'd **eoup de 

Pat;" 
And MT own imp fwied method oftktimg a rib. 
Yon may ahraja command — 

Yoor devoted 

Tom Can. 



APPENDIX, 
No, L 

Aeamni qfa Grand PugiBsik MeeUng, \dd at Bel- 
cher*! iCatde 7Vtw7^ HoBbcm^) Ton Crib m 
the Chair, to kike into contideraluM ike propriety 
of wending Repreeentaiivet of the Fancy to Con- 
greee^-^Extracted from a letter written on the ocoo- 
$ion fiy Uarrt Harmer, the Hammenn* to Ned 
Painter. 

Axx* tvtue T« KAN 
T«v i|X«}ia ■■•wrir TQlf.^ 

* * * * * * 

Lait Fnday night a hang-^ aet 
OTmUUng hladee at BiLCHBR'a met ; 
All high-bred Heroes of <A« Ring, 

Whose tery gam m o n #6oid d^ht one ; 
Who, natsed beMfMh The Fkney^e wing, 

Show all Ynttfeatkere—bat the white one. 

Brare Tom, the Chamtion, with an air 
Almost Corinthian,' took the Chair ; 
And kept the Cooss* in quiet tune. 

By showing such aiJiMo€mmtton 
As, on a Point of Order, soon 

Wovkl iake the ekine Irom Speaker Sotton. 



1 tfum^kries was eftllsd " Th« Oeotleman Bonr.** He 
WIS (sajri the author of Boxiana) ranwrkaMjr graosfiil, and 
iKs AttStodM wsfB of the mostelcf ant and imprsMits natars. 

S Tbm J§Jhu0n, who, till kb fight with Big Boo, was 
hailed as the ChsnmioB of England. 

3 Hen Srnm,eae» Big Bra, wore the hoooois of the 
Championship tin his deatn. 

4 Dutch 9aM^ a hero, of whom all tha kyrers of the 
Fancy speak, ss the Swedes do of Charles the Twelfth, 
with tears in their erse. 

5 Celebrated Irish pocfllsls. 
So called in his doable eapacity ot Better and Owpsr- 

euitk. 

7 The pessags in Ftndar, flron wkieh the Ibllowing Knee 
of* Hark, the merry Christ Cfaoreh Bells,** srs endeatly 
borrowed': 

The dcTil a man, 

Will leaTC his ean, 

TIM he hears the Mighif IW. 

8 i. s. Wltli the air. almost, of a roan' of rank and fashioo. 
Indeed, according to Horace's notions of apssn^fs, 7V«i*« 
'^ * ^ 10 H are indiipouble ; 



iWseviSsi. 



nium sQparars pegnis 
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And all the lads look*d gay and bright, 
And gin and genius flash'd about. 

And whosoe'er grew unpolite. 
The well-bred Champion eerted him auL 

As we*d been aiinuDon*d tlina to quaff 

Our Deadtf^ o'er some State afiaiia. 
Of coarse we miz'd not with the rqf. 

But had the Sunday room, ap atain. 
And when we well had tfafioad our gobti* 

'Till all were in prime twig for dbattsr, 
Tom rose, and to our learned nobs 

Propounded thua the iooiportant matter:— 

" Oemmen,'* saya he— Tom'b words, you know 
Come like his hiUing, strong but slow— 
** Seeing as how those Sw^ that made 
Old Boney quit the hammering tnd» 
(All prime ones in their own conceit,) 
Will shortly at the Congress meet — 
(Some place that *s like the Finuh,* lada. 
Where all your high pedestrian pads. 
That haye been up and out all night. 

Running their rigs among the raUlerSi* 
At morning meet, and — Aonoicr bright — 

Agree to ahare the Uunt and tattlers!*)— 
Seeing aa how, I aay, these SweUs 

Are soon to meet, by special summons, 
To chime together like * hdTs beOsi 

And laugh at all mankind aa mm onet— 
I aee no reason, when such things 
Are going on among these Kings, 
Why We, who 're of the Fancy lay,* 
As dead hande at a mtS as they. 
And quite as ready, after it. 
To ahare the spoil and grab the bU,'' 
Should not be there to join the chat^ 
To aee, at least, what fun they're at. 
And help their Majesties to find 
New modes of punishing mankind. 
What say you, lads 7 is any spark 
Among you ready for a lark ' 
To this same Congress 7— Caleb, Joe, 
Bill, Bob, what say you 7— yes or no 7*' 
Thus spoke the Champion, Prime of men. 

And loud and long we cheer'd bis pratlJe 
With shouts, that thunder'd through the ken,- 

And tfiade Tom'b Sunday tea-things r^le»! 

A paaaeenBued — 'till cries of** Orbgbon" 
Brought Bob, the Poet, on his legs soon— 
{My eyes, how prettily Bob writes 1 
Talk of your CSomeis^ Uogs^ and CMc,*'' 



1 Deadt^s gin, otherwise Deady'a kriUient sterk nm^e^ 

9 Had drank heartily. 

3 A public-hoose in CoTODt-Garden, memerabM as oos 
of theplaces where the Oeatlemen Depredators of the night 
fthe Holy League of the Road) aoeet,- early in the moniing, 
for the purpose of sharing the spoil, and arranging other 
matters connected with tfaetr most Christian AUiaaee. 

4 Robbing travellen io chaisss, eW. 

5 The mOney and watches 

6 Particular punuit or enferpriae. Thus. **he b on the 
kid-Uf" i. e. stoppiiw ehildren with parcels and robbing 
then9--the kswerscA-iey, houae-bresking, etc etc 

7 To seise the mooev. 

8 A fholie or party of Pleesnrs. 9 Hoossk 

10 By this onrions soological ssseroblsge (soaelhing ftfce 
Bemi*s •* pord, e poeti. e piddodii,**) ths writer ■sans. I 
Mpposa, Msssra. Campbell, Crahbe, and Beip^ 
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And twenty more rach Pidcock frighti — 

Bob's worth a hundred of these dah§: « 
For a ^oit turn ti|>' at a sonnet, 

A round of odes, or Pastoral hotUj ^ 
AM LqgAard-ttreet to nine-pence on it,' 

BoBBT *8 the boy would dean them out!) 
" C^emmen" says he— (Bob'» eloquence 

Lies much in C wn q*b line, 't is said ; 
For, when Bob ean*t afford us sense, 

He tipe us jwefry, instead)— • 
** Oemmen, before 1 touch the matter. 
On which Tm here had up for patter,^ 
JS. few short words I ficst must spare, 
To him, THE Hero, lliat sits there. 
Swigging Blue Ruinj* in that chair. 
{Hear — hear) — His fame I need not tell. 

For that, my friends, all England's loud with ; 
But this ril say, a civiler Stodl 

I'd never wish to Uve a doud* with !*' 

At these hrave words, we, every one. 

Sung out ** hear— hear" — and clapp'd like fun. 

For, knowing how, on Moulsey's plain. 

The Chamtios fbb^d the Poet'^b no6,* 
This buUeriag-upt^ against the grain. 

We tboufiit was- cursed genteeT in Bob. 
And here again,, we may remark 

Bob's likeness to the Lisbon jobber* — 
For, though all know thatfashy spark 

From C— ST — R — oh received a nobber. 
That made him look like sneaking Jerrys 
And laid him up in ordinary* 
Yet now, such loving jxi/s'° are they. 

That Georgy, wiser as he 's older. 
Instead oi facing C — bt— R— gh, 

Is proud to be his bottle-holder 

But to return to Bob's harangue^ 
"Twas deooed fino— no dam or dang^ 
But such as you could emoke the bard in^ — 
AU fun ofjiowert, like Common Garden, 
With late ofjiguret, neat and bright. 
Like Mother Salmon's — ^waz-wo A quite ! 

The next was Turner— no66m^ Ned— 
Who put his right leg forth,' ' and said, 
" ToM« I admire your notion much ; 

Ana please the pigs^ if well and hearty, 
I somehow thinks I'l^Aote a Umdi^ 

My8eU;.at this saidiCongress party. 



Though no great shakes at learned ukat^ 

If settling Europe be the q)ort, 
They'll find I'm just the boy for that. 

As tipping settlers* is my forte I** 

Then up rose Ward, the veteran Jos, 
And, 'twist his whifli,* suggested Wefliy 

That but a/eto, at first, should go. 
And those, the hght-weighi Qemmen ehieflj ; 

As if too many ** Big ones went. 
They might alarm the Continent !!' 
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Joe added, then, that as 't was known 

Tlie R— <a — t, bless his wig ! had sbowD 

A taste for Art (like Joey's own') 

And meant, 'mong other sporting things, 

To have the heads of all those Kings, 

And conqu'rors, whom he loves so dearly. 

Taken off—on contns, merely ; 

God forbid the other mode !— 

He (Joe) would from his own abode 

(77ie dragon* — famed for Fancy works. 

Drawings of Heroes, and of— corks) 

Furnish such (Qemmen of the Fist^* 

As would complete the R — g — t's list 

"Thus, Champion Tom," said he, ** would look 

Right wen, hung up beside the 

Tom's noddle being (if its^nime 

;Had but the gilding) much the 

And, as a partner for OU Bbc, 

Bill Gibbons or n^tse^f woidd do.' 



I A inm-Mf n prAmrly a cacusl «n4 hattv ««^t•. 

9 More usoally **LomkNird-«tiat5t to a China oraogs. 
Th«ra are eeveral of tiKse fancifml fornie of bettiof— 
*^ Chelsea College to a centry-hox, * " £oinpey*s Pillar to a 
•lick ofMaliof-waz,** etc. etc 

3 Talk. ^ Gin. 

5 To smoke a pipe. This phraae it bighry poetical^ and 
e.t|iliiim what Homer meant b> the opithei, v%ptKny;tf»rm. 
A La the year 1806, when Caia defeated GaBOsoN. 

7 Preiting or flattering. 

8 These |taralleb between great men are truly edifying. 

U Bern cant— « enod deal of which has been introduced 
into the regular Flash, by such cla*»ie heroes as Scroggint, 
Crockey, etc. 

10 Friends. 

I I Ned's faToarile Fr»Ii|foaMoa in battle as well as in de- 
bate. As this position b said to render him " very hard to 
oo got at,** I would recommend poor Mr. V — ns-t — t to try 

t s« a last resourto,iu his n*'xi $et-to with Mr. T — rn — y. 
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Loud cheering at this speech of Jokt'i — 
l¥ho, as the DUeUanti know, is 
(With all his other learned parts) 
Down as ahammei^ to the Aits! 

Old Bill, the Black,*— you know him. Nbdpt- 
(With mug^ whose hue the ebon shames. 



1 A kind of blow, whoas esdaUvs nators is 
explained by the name it bears. 

8 Joe benig particuUuiy food of ** that eoatly and gsotl*- 
manlike smoEe,** as Dekker calls it The talent which Joa 
posaeases of atlering Flatk whils bs sa uk ts ** aa fmme 
dare buem** — is Tory renarkaUe. * 

3 Joe*s taste for pictures has been thus ooMmeflsocated 
by the sreat Historian of Pusiliam— ** If Joe Wardeaosot 
boast of a splendid gallery or pietwes furmsd of sales ti oos 
from ths great f«mpk asasteta, be can sport sack a ool- 
lectioo efnetiv subjects m, in many Instances, most be 
considered unique. Purtrails of nearly all the pogifista 
(many of them in whole leogths and attitudes^ are to be 
footM, ftom the davs of Figg and BrofttghUn down to the 
prssent period, with likeoesaea of many distinguisbed ana- 
tsurs, among whom are Captain Barclay, the classic Dr. 
Johnson, the Duke of Camberiaod, etc His parloar is 
decoralad In a aimiUr manaar ; and his partiality for pietorsa 
has gone so far, that even the tap-room eontains many ss- 
celient subjects !**—^extOT«, vol. i. p. 431. 

4 The Oven Drrngtm^ King^treet, near Swallo w st r eet, 
** where (aaya the same author) any person may hare an 
opportunity of verifying what has been aaseited, in viewing 
fFonTs Cakinat of the nmey /*' 

5> Anaong the portraita is one of Bill Gisbons. by a 
pupil of the great Fuseli, which gave occaaioo to the rdlow 
ing impromptu :— 

Though yoa are one of Poaeli's scholars. 
This queetion^ni dare to propoae, — 

How the devil could you ose wsr«r-coh>nrs, 
In painting Bill GiBaoM8*S nose t 

6 To be down to any thing is pretty much tks saasa as be- 
ing Mp to it, and **dewn as a aaauiisr is,** of oonras, tiM 
tatmistimai of the phrase. 

7 RirHMoifP. 8 Face 
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Reflected in a pint ofDeaAf, 

Like a large Collier in the Thames) 
TluMigh aomewhat oif,' juat begg*d to say 
He hoped that SweU^ Lord C—bt— R— gh, 
Would show the IMy-Whita* fair phiy; 
"And not — aa once lie did*' — Mjra Bill, 

** Among those Kings, ao high and agi^trislk. 
Leave ua, poor Blacks, to fare as ill 
As if we were but pigs, or Iririi !" 



Bill Oibmmis, rising, wiah'd to know 
Whether 'cwaa nwani Ait BmO should 



1 Cut, tipay ; soother remarkable iMtaoce of the ■imi' 
Jarity that exbti between the laoguafe of the Clanics sad 
that ef 01. Gilei't.— In Martial we find "Inealnit quoiiea 
smmciM Teoa «Mr».** Eaoiiu, too, has " ^ suri a r ifse flora 
Libsri ;'* and Justin, " ktaUmo men a aactt.** 

9 LUf-WkiUB (or Snow-hMM^) Negroes. 



** Aa, should their Miuesties be doll," 
Sajs Bi«L, ** there *s nothing like a Boll ^ 
** And Umo me I^A<j**— (Bill Gibbons ne'cl 
In all his days was known to swear, 
Except light oatha, to ^raoe hia speeches. 
Like **<iaaA my 10^,'* or *• A«m Bty Aiwdbes."') 

— Juat then, the Chair,' already 
Grown rather Uodfi with the Dtady, 



1 BUI Gibbons has, I beliere, been lately riTelled in this 
peculiar Walk of the* Fancy, by the auperior merits of Tom 
0.irer'a Oetne Brntl. 

S From the reapect which I bear to ali strU of dignita- 
ries, and my onwilUngneaa to meddle with the ** imputed 
weaknesses of the ^et,*' I havs bee* induced to supprsaa 
the remainder of thia detail. 



No. IL 



VimaiL. JEnnL LA, ▼. 42& 

CoNSTiTiT in digitoa extemplo arrectua uterque, 
Brachiaque ad superas interritiu eztulit auraa. 
Abduxere retro longe capita ardua aB ictu : 
(mmiscontque manua manibus, pagnamque laceasunt. 
llle, pedum melior motu, fretusque juventa : 
Hie, membria et mole valens ; 

sed tarda tremenfi 
Genoa labant, vaatoa quatit eger anhelitus artoa. 

Multa viri nequicquam inter ae mlnera jactant, 
Mnha cavo lateri ingeminant, et pectore raatoa 
Dant sonitus ; erratque aurea et tempora drcum 
Crebra manua: dnro crepitant aub ntlnere mals. 



Stat gravia Entellua, niaoque immotua eodem, 
Corpore tela mode atqiue ocuha yigilantibua exit. 

IQe, velut ceiaam oppugnat qui moliboa orbem, 
Aut montana aedet circum caatella aub aimia ; 
Nunc hoa, none illnt aditna, omnemqae pererr«l 
Ait0 looom, et variis aaanhfliaa irritua mget 



No. II. 



Account of the MUUng-mtUch between Entdlus and 
Dttre8, tnmdated/rom the F^fih Book o/thejEneid, 

BT ONE OF TUB FANCY. 

• 

With daddki* high upraisedi and iw6 held back. 
In awful preacienoe of the impending thwack. 
Both Kiddies* stood — and with preloshre ipar, 
And light man (burring, kindled up the war! 
The One, in bloom of youth — a Ught^weight biade— 
The Other, vast, gigantic, as if made^ 
Express, by Nature for the ha mm e rin g trade ; 
But aged,' slow, with stiff limbs, tottering much. 
And Inngf, that bck'd the bdkfW9-mender*» touch. 

Yet, sprightly to the ScratA both Buffen came. 
While ribben rung from each reaounding frame, 
And divers <2t^«, and many a ponderoua peU, 
Were on their broad breadiaikeit heard and felt. 
With roving aim, but aim that rarely mias'df 
Round lug$ and oglt^ flew the frequent fiaf f 
While showers offacen CoM sa deacHy well. 
That the crush'd jaw-bonea crackled as they fl^S ! 
But firmly stood Entellus — and stHl bright. 
Though bent by age, wkh all The Fancy's light, 
Stopped with a skill, and raJUied with a ire 
The Immortal Fancy could atone inapire ! 
While Daseb, MhtfHng round, with looks of thoogbc, 
An opening to the Ckwi'tkuge carcaae aought 
(like Gennal Prbbton, in that awfiil hour. 
When on one leg he hopp*d to— take the Tower !) 
And here, and there, explored with active j(n* 
And akilfttl/etfif, some guanOess paaa to^win. 
And prove a boring guest when onoe ki m. 



1 Hands. 

8 Fellows^ uaually femng fbHowa. 

3 Bfacrobiua, in Ua explanation of the rariour propertiea 
of the number 8eten,aaya, that the fiAb Hebdomsaof man*a 
Ufe (the age of 35) ia the completioQ of his strength ; tliat 
therefore pugiUMa, if not au cce a afu l, usually ^to over their 
profeasioa at that time. — *' Inter pugilea denioue bae eoo> 
anetudo oooaenratur, ut quoa jam ooronavere viotoris, nihil 
de as amplius in incremenlis virium aperent; qui vero ex 
partes hojus gloria usque illo manssnint, a proisssioos dis* 
esdsnt.** In Bomn. Scip. Lib. L 
r 4 KsnaodEyss. ^ Ktwb. 
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OMtendit dextram infuigeng EnteUuf, 9t tile 
Extulit : ill* iouim veuieatem « vertic« veloz 
PrsTidit, celerique elapiua corpora oeMit 
Entellus vires in y«ntaiii effudit, et akro 
Ipse gravii gmviterque ad terrain pondere raato 
Coocidit: ut qaondani cava oonddit, aut Erymantho, 
Aut Ida in magna, radicibas erula piaus. 



Consargont stadiis Teacri et Trinacria pabes : 
It clamor cobIo ; primosque accurrit Aoestes 
J^jq/oB^nuaqae ab humo miserans attollit amicnni. 



At uon taidatiu cam, neque territiu beroa 
Acrior ad pugnam redit, ac vim sutcitat ira : 
Turn pudor incendit vires, et conscia virtus ; 
Prscipitemque Daren ardens agit equore toto^ 
Nunc deztra ingeminans ictus, nunc ille sinistra. 



Nee mora, n«c reqnies : quam multa giandine 
Colminibus crepitaat,^ sic deasis ietibas beros 
Creber ulnMiue dmuiu polsat vsmtqne Darela. 

Turn pater JEneas prooedere longius iras, 
Et ssvire animis Entellum baud psssus aceibis 
Sed fiaesa imposnit pugnc, fessumque Dareta 
Eripuit, mulcena dictis, ac talia fatur : 



nimbi 



Infeliz! qoB 
Non virw 
Cede Deo. 



apirt^wm dementia c^it T 
Gonversaq^e numina sentis T 



DiziHwe, et pnsUa voce diremiL 
AsC ilbpB fldi Bfnalasv genua agra trahen t e m , 
Jactanteaqiie ulroque caput, ciassnmque cruorem 
Ore f^jecOotem, miztosqMe ui sangpine dentes, 
Dteuiit adnavea* 



And now Efttkllus, with an eye that plann'd 
Pwusking deeds, bi^ raked his heavy band ; 
But, ere the dedgt came down, young Darkb spied 
Its shadow o*er his brow, and slipp'd aside— 
So nimbly slipp*d, that the vain nobber passM 
Through empty air ; and He, so high, so vast. 
Who dealt the stroke, came thundering to the ground!— 
Not B— CK— GH— M himself, with bulkier sound,^ 
Uprooted from the field of Whiggish glories, 
FeU souse, of late, among the astonish'd Tories !* 
Instant the Ring was broke, and shouts aad yells 
FVom Trojan Fhukmm and Sieikaa SwdU 
Flll*^d the wide heaven— while, touch'd with gnef to 



His jMil,* well-known through many a lori and ipreSf* 
Thus TMmkfJtoor^d, the kind Acxstkb ran. 
And pitying rused from earth the game old maa. 
Uncow'd, undamaged to the $port be came. 
His limbs all muscle, and his soul sU flame. 
The memory of bis mHUng glories past. 
The shame that aug^ but death should see him ^rosi'd^ 
An fired Ihe veteran*sfhict with fiiry fluah'd, 
FuU on his ligfat-limb'd ctutomer he rusb'd^ — 
And h ammerin g right and left, widi ponderons swings* 
Rujfan^d the reeling youngster round the Rmg 
Nor rest, nor pause, nor breathing4ime wss given, 
But, rapid as the rattling hail from heaven 
Beats on the house-top, showers of Randall's sAol* 
Around the Trqjan's lug* flew peppering hot ! 
'Till now jEnkas, fill'd with anxious dread, 
Rnsh'd in between them, and, with words well-fated, 
Preserved alike the peace and Daku* head, 
jBoCft which the veteran much inclined to hrmh — 
Then kindly thus the puniek^d youth bespake : 
** Poor Jolbftny Raw! what madness could impel 
So rwn a FkU to faee so prime a SweU ? 
See'st thou not, boy, the Fancy, heavenly Maid, 
Herself descends to this great H awtmer m * $ aid* 
And, yng»"*g him from all htrJUuh adoren. 
Shines in his Atte, and thnnden in his jCoorsrt? 
Then, yiild thee, youth— nor such a spoony be, 
To tUnk nsere man can tmS a Dei^ !'* 

Urns spoke the Chief-end now, the soriM^ o'er, 
Hi* &idifiilpa2t the done^ Daum bore 
Back to his home, with tottering jfont, sunk beeit, 
And mum and noddfe /wiVd in every part.* 

1 At the uprooted Iraok in the original ii said to bs 
**eaTa.** the epithet here ought, perhape, to bs ^^kelUwer 
eoood. * 

S I tnut niT cooTeision of the Ervmanthlaa pine iato his 
L— de-HP w^V be tfaoi^t happy and faigeidous. Rwaenig 
geeted, bidaed, by the reootteetioa that Biymaathaa was 
also femoiia for another aeit of natural production, vaiy 
eoounon in society at all porioda, and which no one mU 
Herealea ever aeemt to liave known bow to maaags. 
Though even Ae la deecribed by Valerioa Flaccua as — 
*' Ernnanth« mdentem ptrndere mooatri.** 

3 Frieod. 4 Party of pleaaore and froHe. 

5 Tlds pbraae ia but loo applicable to the retaid kiUimg 
sf the aocieota, who, it appears by the engravinfa in Mer- 
CttriaKe de Art. Gymnnftt anew aa little of our »trngkt ftr- 
vardmode aa the uninitiated Iriah oftlie preaent day. I 
have, by the by, diaeovered aonie errors in Merenriahs, as 
well aa In two other modem aotkors upon PunliMB (via. 
Petrua Faber, in hit Agoniaticon, and that iodefatigabia 
claaaie antiquary, M. Burette, in hie ** M^naoire poar eervfr^ A 
rHbtoire du Pugilat dea Aneiena,'*) which I ahali have th» 
pleaaure of pointing out in my forthcoming " ParalM.** 

6 A favourite blow of tbb NosrAmiBL^s, ao called. 

7 There ate two c three Epigrami in the Greek Anthe 
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fhMtt hb gob Um g«gv^ darrf gnik'd. 
And lota^of grvnden^ from their ■ocketo cmsh'd. 
Forth with the erimaoD tide in rattling fragments 
mdi'd! 



No, III- 



Ai nhMtrathre oftbe Noble Lord*s Ttoit to C<nifr«H, I uke 
At Bbtrtj of giving the two Mlowtng pieew of poetry, 
wyahapptarad MOM tiew liaoo in the Morning Chrool- 
elt, end wfaieh ore firon the pen, I ioepect, of that Ikee- 
tieee Hiilorian of the Fndgee, Mr. TboouM Brown, the 
YooBger. 

LINES 

en TUX DKTAKTUKX OF LORDS O— ST — R— OH AND 
ST — W— KT FOE THE CONTINENT. 

Jii Parit^ et Fratree, et qui repuere tub illia 
Viz tenoere manus (tew hoe, Meoelai) nefandaf. 

Ovid. Meiam. Kb. 13. t.903. 

Go, Brothen in wisdom— go, bright pair of Peen, 
And may Cupid and Fame fan you both with their 
pinions ! 

The One, the best lover we have— of Aif years, 
And the aQitr Prime Statesman of Britain*s domi- 



Go, Hero of Chancery, blest with the smile 
Of the Blisses that love and the monaichs that 
prize thee; 

Forget Mrs. Ano— lo T— tl— e awhile, 
And all tailors but him who so well dand^ie§ thee. 

Never mind how thy juniois in gallantly scoff^ 
Never heed how perverse affidavits may thwart 
thee. 

But show the joong Misses thou 'rt scholar enough 
To translate ** Amor Fortia," a love about forty.' 

And sure *tis no wonder, when, fresh as young Mare, 

From the battle you eaoM, with the Orders you'd 

eam*din*t. 

That sweet Lady Fannt sbodld cry out ** my Man /'* 

And foiget that the Moon, too, was some way eon- 

ceni'd in 't. 



logy, ridicttliof the state of mntilation and diafiguramont to 
which the ponliata were reduced by thoir eombats. The 
Mfowing foorliBea are from an Epigram by LociHina, Kb. S. 

Etraivov n ui^mkn r«v. Air«KX«f «vic, y$y»v^Tu^^ 
Ovr«( fmfftn*m9 rf»«i|^«T« X«(« %mt •fi»f 

LiteraUv, aa followg :— "* Thv head, O Apollophanea, ia per- 
Ibrated like a eieve, or Uke the leaves of an old worm-eaten 
book ; and the mraMroos sears, both straight and erosa- 
waya, whdfeh Ittve been left noon thy pate bv the oestea, 
very much resemble the score of a Lydian or Pbryfiaa pieoo 
of mnaic** Periphrastloally, thoa : 

Toor ooddle, dear Jack, full of boles Kke a sieve, 

b ao Ignred, and dotted, and serateh*d, I declare. 
Be TOor emaUwurs' ftsta, one woold ahnoat believe 
^ney had pmmek*4 a whole vene of *«The WoodpeeksT 
there! 
It osght to be mentioaed, that the word *« ptmcUaf *> la 
used both m boxing and muaio-engraving. 
1 Ovid b mistaken in saying that it was ** At Paris** theae 
tnroaaolioM took plaeo— we should read ** At 



»♦ 



For not the great R— c— r UsaseH* has eodured 
(Though I've seen him witls bidp p nnti o c!#*n! all 
shine, 

Till he looked like a house that was otcr lubtrc;.}. 
A much heavier burthen of glories tlian tluue. 

And 'tis pkun, when a wealthy young lady ao mad is. 
Or anjf young ladies can so go astray. 

As to marry old Dandies that might be their daddies. 
The «far«' are in fitnlt, my Lord St— w— et, not 
they! 

Thou, too, t' other brother, thou Tally of Tories, 

Thou Maltgnvp Cicero, over whose lips 
Such a smooth rignarole about **monai«ha," and 
"glories." 
And "miOMfige,"' and "featnies," like syUabob 
shpa. 

Go, haste, at the Congress pursue thy vocation 
Of adding fVesh sums to this National Debt of ours. 

Leaguing with Kings, who for mere recreation. 
Break promises, Ikst ss your Lordship breaks me- 
taphors. 

Fare ye well, fare ye well, bright Pair of Peers ! 

And may Cupid and Fune fkn you both with their 
pinions! 

The One, the best lover we have— ^ Ats yeert. 
And the Other, Prime Statesman of Britain's do- 
minions. 



TO THE SHIP IN WHICH LORD C-8T— R. 
-GH SAILED FOR THE CONTINENT. 

Imitatadfrom Horace^ lA, 1. Oile 3 

So may my Lady's prayers prevail,' 

And C— NN— o's too, and hudd Be— ooi's. 
And Eld— N beg a &vouring gale 

From Eolus, that tlder Bags,* 
To speed thee on thy destined way, 
Oh ship, that bear'st our C — st — e— OH,^ 
Our gracious R— o — t's better half,* 

And, ikerefort^ quarter of a King — 
(As Van, or any other calf. 

May find withotit much figuring.) 
Waft him, oh ye kindly bceeaes. 

Waft this Lord of place and pelf. 
Any where his Lordship pleases. 

Though 't were to the D— 1 himself 1 

Oh, what a fiice of brass was his,* 
Who firrt at Congress sbow'd his phin— 

I " When weak women go astisy, 
The stars are more in fault than they.** 

8 It ia thoa the Noble Lord proooooces the word " know 
ledge**— deriving it, as fitr as bis own share ia concened, 
from the Latin ** nuUus.** 

3 Sic te diva pel e ns Cypri, 

Sic fVatrea Heleom, loeida aidera, 
Ventommqne regat pater. 
4 Bee a deaerintioo of the Arsfi, or Buga of Eohia, hi 
the Odyseey, lib. 10. 

5 Navia, qua tibi ereditesB 

Debes Virgiliom. 

6 — .\ninia dimidinm swum 

7 Dli robnr etas triples 

Cirea poetas srat, qui, sle. 
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To ngn away the Rights of Man 

To RuMian threats and Anstrian joggle ; 
And leave the sinking African' 

To fall without one saying straggle-— 
'Mong ministers from North and Sooth, 

To show his lack of shame and sense, 
And hoist the sign of ** Bull and Mouth" 

For blunders and for eloquence ! 

In vain we wish our Sees, at home' 
To mind their papers, desks, and shelves, 

If silly Sea. abroad lOfZZ roam 
And make such noodles of themselves. 



Bot sDoh hath always been the 

For matchless impudence of &ce. 

There *s nothing like your Tory race I* 

First, Pitt,* the chosen of England, tangfat her 

A taste for &mine, (ire, and slaughter. 

Then came the Doctor,* for our ease. 

With E— D— N8, Ch— TII— MS, H-r-WK— 1— 8, 

And other deadly maladies. 
When each, in turn, had run their rigs, 
Necessity brought in the Whigs :" 
And oh, I blush, I bkash to say. 

When these, in turn, were pot to fli^t, too, 
Illustrious T— MP— K flew away 

With lots o/penM he had no right to!^ 

In short, what wUl not mortal man do !* 
And now, that — strife and bloodshed past — 

We've done on earth what harm we can do. 
We gravely take to Heaven at last ;• 

And think its fkvourtng smile to purchase 

(Oh Lord, good Lord !) by— hoilding churches ! 



No, IV, 

BOB GREGSON, 

POET LAUmiATB OP THB PANCT. 

**For hitting and getting away (says the elegant 
Author of Banana) Richmond is distinguished ; and 
the brave Molineux keeps a strong hold in the cir- 
cle of boxen, as a pugilist of the first class ; while 



1 



-pnecipitem Africam 



DecerUntem Aquilonibns. 

9 Nequicquam Deiu abtcidit 
Prudcns oceano dis«oriKbiIi 
Ternm, vi tamon impie 
Non tang enda Rate* traniiliunt vada. 
This last lia«, we majr suppose, allude* to some dintinfuiab- 
sd RmU that altended the voyager. 

3 Audas onynia porpeti 
Oona ruit per vetitiim nefks. 

4 Audax Japeti i^enaa 

Igoem fVaude mala gentibos intuKL 

5 Poat — 



— — — maciea^ et nova febriuni 
Terrii incubuit eobora. 

6 tarda necesaitas 

Leihi eorripnit graduni. 

7 Bxpertui vaemum Dadaloa f Bra 
Penmu ««• k^mini daii: 

This allusion to the 19001. worth of statioaary, which bis 
LerdRhip ordeied, when on the point of vacating hii |rfaee, 
n particularly happy.— En. 

8 Nil mortnlibiM arduam eat. 

Calum ipram petimos ttultitia. 



the Champion op England stands onrivtUed for bis 
punuhmentf game, and mSOing on the retreat! — but, 
notwithstanding the above variety of qualifications, it 
has been reserved for Bob Greg§on, alone, from hb 
union of pugilism and poetry, to recoont the deeds 
of his Brethren of the Fist in heroic verse, like the 
bards of old, sounding the praises of their warlike 
champions.'* The same author also adds, that ** al- 
though not possessing the terseness and originality 
of Dryd^, or the musical cadence and correctness 
of Pope, yet still Bob has entered into his peculiar 
solfect with a characteristic enetgy and iqiposile 
spirit." Vol. i. p. 367. 

This high praise of Mr. Grigbon'^ talents is (bUy 
borne out by the specimen which nis eulogkt has 
given, /Mi^e 358 — a very spirited Chrint, or Nemean 
ode, entitled ** British Lads and Blar r MiOerer 

The connexion between poetical and pugnadoos 
propensities seem to have been ingeniously adum« 
brated by the ancients, in the bow with which they 
Rrmed Apollo : 

4>o<3'' y»f *■»* TO«ON truTpurirmt nut AOIAH. 

CaUimach. Hymn, m ApoUtn. v. 44. 

The some mythological bard informs us that, whmi 
Minerva bestowed the gift of inspiration upon Tire- 
sias, she also made him a present of a large cudgel i 

A««-»' x:ii MEFA BAKTPON: 

another evident intimation of the congeniality sap- 
posed to exist between the exercises of the Imagina- 
tion and those of The Fanct. To no one at the 
present day is the double wreath more justly due than 
to Mr. Bob Gregson. In addition to his numerous 
original productions, he has condescended to give 
imitations of some of our living poets-^aiticolariy 
of Lord Byron and Mr. Moore; and the amatoiy 
style of the Utter gentleman has been caught, with 
peculiar felicity, in the following lines, which were 
addressed, some years ago, to Miss Grace Maddox« 
a young Lady of pugilistic celebrity, of whom I hRve 
already made honourable mention in the Prefiuie. 



LINES 

TO MISS GRACE MADDOX, THE FAIR PUOILI8T. 

Written m imitation of the ttyle of Moore. 

BY BOB GREG80N, P. P. 

Sweet Maid of the Fancy! — whose <^les,^ adominc 
That beautiful cheek, ever budding like bowen. 

Are bright as the gems tliat the first Jew' of morning 
Hawks round Covent-Garden, *mid cart-loads of 
flowers ! 

Oh Grace of the Graces ! whose kiss to my lip 
Is as sweet as the brandy and tea, rather thinniah. 

That Knightt of the Rumpad^ so rurally sip. 
At the first blush of dawn, in the Ttp of the Finish!^ 



1 Eye*. 

S By the trifling alteraUon of "dew** into "Jew,** Mr. 
GresMNi has contrived to collect the three chief higrediests 
of Moore*! poetry, tis. do we, gems, and flowers, into iJm 
•hort compaas of these two linca. 

3 Highwaymen. 

4 See JfoU^ pege 193. Brandy and tea is the Isvovrif* 
beverafe at thn Fmiih. 
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Ab, nertr be fftbe to me, fair u thou ait. 
Nor belie all the many kind things thou hast said ; 

The falsehood of other nymphs touches the Hearty 
But THY JBUmg, my dear, plays the devl with the 
Head! 

Yet, who would not prise, beyond honours and peU; 

A maid to whom Beauty such treasures has granted, 
Tliat, ah! she not only has black eyes herself 

But can furnish afrieod wkh a pair, too, if wanted ! 



Lonl 8t«_w— RT*8 a hero (as many suppose,) 
And the Lady he woos is a rich and a rare one; 

Hb heart is in Chancery, every one knows. 
And so would his head be, if thou wen his &ir one. 

Sweet Maid of the Fancy! when love finrt came o*er 
me, 

I fek rather qiteeruh, I freely confess ; 
But now Fte thy beauties each moment before me. 

The pleasure grows more, and the queerishness less. 

Thus a new set ofdarhieg,* when finrt they are worn, 
Makes the JaUMrd* uneasy, though splendid their 

Bat the links will lie lighter the longer they^re borne, 
Amd the comfort increase, as the sfttne fiuies away! 



I had hoped that it would have been in my power 
to gratify the reader with several of Mr. Gisosoif's 
lyrical productions, but I have only been able to pro- 
cure copies of Two Songs, or Chaunts, which were 
written by him for a Masquerade, or Fancy Ball, 
given lately at one of the most Fashionable Cock-and- 
Hcn clubs in St Giles's. Though most of the com- 
pany were without characters, there were a few very 
lively and interesting maskera; among whom, we 
particulariy noticed Bill Richmond, as the Emperor 
of Hayti,* attended by Sutton, as a sort of Nadir 
Mr. V— Ns — T — T ; and Iket Pig made an excel- 
lem L— 8 D — xh — t. The beautiful Mra. Crocket,* 
who keeps the Great Rag Shop in Bermondsey, went 
as the OU Lady qf ThreadneedU Street. She was 
observed to flirt a good deal with the black Mr. 
y — NS — ^T — T, but, to do her justice, she guarded her 
"Hesperidum mala** with all the vigilance of a dra- 
goness. Jack Holmes,* the pugilistic Coodbnan, 
personated Lord C — st — a— oh, and sang in admin- 
Ue style 

Ya-bip, my Hearties ! ben am I 
That drive the Conatitotion Fly. 

*nm Sorg (which wis written for him by Mr. 

1 Fetters. 

8 prisoner— Thia being the only bird in tlie whole range 
of Ornttbolofj which the author of Lalla Bookh baa not 
praased into hia servire. Mr. Grecaon may cooaider himaelf 
T«ry luckr in beini^ able to lay hoM of iu 

3 H'm Ut^Miy (in a Song which I ragrat I eanaoC give) 
' his intention*— 



To taks to Btrpng measures like aome of bia kio^ 
To turn awav Count LaifoifADB, and bring in 
A more spintsd miniatry under thUks Gin ! 

4 A relative of poor Crockey, who was Ugged aome time 

siaee. 

5 Tbs same, I auppoae, that served sut Blake (aliaa Tsm 
Tngk) some years afo, at Wilsden Green. The Fancy 
Oasette, on that oeeaatoo, remarked, that poor Holi — *' 
fAC«» was ** rendered perfuUy umintsUigAU.* 



GaBosoN, and in which the language and sentiments 
of CoocAes are transferred so ingeniously to the No- 
ble penon represented) b ss follows :— 

YA-HIP, MY HETARTIES! 

Snog by Jack Hulmbs, the Coachman, at a late Masque- 
rade in 8t. 6ilea% in i he eharr.etar of Lo d C — ST— a— «H« 

I FIRST was hired to peg a Hatk* 
They call **The Erin,'* sometime back. 
Where soon 1 {eani*d to patter fath^ 
To curb the tits^ and tip the laah— 
Which pleased the Master of the Crown 
So much, he had me up to town. 
And gave me lott of qiddt* a year 
To tool^ "The Constitution*' here, 
So, ya-bip, Hearties ! here am I 
That drive the Constitution Fly. 

Some wonder how the Fly holds out, 

So rotten *t is, within, vritbout ; 

So loaded too, through thick and thin. 

And vrith such heavy cretmn In. 

But Lord, *t will ^ast our time—or if 

The wheels should, now and then, get stifl^ 

on of Palm *s* the thing that, flowing. 

Sets the nofxi and fdloes'' going ! 

So, ya-htp. Hearties ! etc 

Some woador, too, the tit$ that pull 
Tliis mm eoneem along, so full. 
Should never hadt or hoU, or kick 
The load and driver to Old Nick. 
But, never fear — the breed, though 
Is now no longer game or skittish ; 
Except sometimes about their oom. 
Tamer Houyknhnm^ ne'er were bom. 
So, ya-hip, Hearties ! etc 

And then so sociably wo ride ! — 
While some have pbcet, snug, inidei, 
Some hoping to be there anon. 
Through nuny a dirty road htmg on. 
And when we reach a filthy spot 
(Plenty of which there are, God wot,) 
You*d laugh to see, with what an air 
Wo take the spatte r ea ch his share ! 
So, ya-hip, Hearties ! etc. 



1 To drive a bnekneir eoaeh. Hsek, howevec, aeems la 
thia ^aee to mean an old broken down ataga-eoacb. 
9 To talk alang, parliameotarv or othorwtae. 
3 Horses. 4 Money. 

5 A process carried on succ«'safliUy anderlfae Roman Em- 
perors, ns appears from what Tacitus says of the " Instntr 
memta Reg ni.** — To fa«< is a teehAical ithraao among the 
Knighta of the Whip; thus, that illustrious member or ths 
Society, Richard Cypher, Em|. says : '* I've dash'd at every 
thing— ^I'/g^if at SLJervy^iosTd a mail-coach.** 

6 Money. 

7 III Mr. Gre«o«*s MS. these words are spelled ** ftnavaa 
and feUamsy but I have printed them according to the 
proper wheelrif ht orthography.** 

8 The extent of Mr. 6rogaon*a learning will, no doubt, 
aatonish the reader; and it appeara by the following tinea, 
from a Panegyric written apoo htm, by One of the Fancy, 
that he is alM a eon^iderable adept in the Latin laagnagn . 



" As to aeieneea^Dos kno%ra a little of all, 
And, in Latin, to ahow that he *c no ignoramna, 

He wrote once an Ode on his (neod, Mmjer Pmml, 
And the motto waa PmmU msjsra cssasma '** 
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TIm other long of Mr. Gregion, which I haw been 
' )ueky enoo^ to Iat hold of, was ming by Old 
Proty, the Jew, who went in the character of M^or 
C — RTW— OUT, and who having been, at one time 
of hia life, apprentice to a mountebank doctor, waa 
able to enumerate, with much volubiUty, the Tirtiiea 
of a certain in£iUibIe noitnmi, which ho called hi* 
Annual Pill. The pronunciation of the Jew 
added conaiderably to the effect 

THE ANNUAL PILL. 
Sonf by Old PBoav, the Jew, in the Character of Mi^ 

O— ETW— OHT. 

ViLL nobodies try my nice Annwd Pm, 

Dat*s to purify every ting nashty avay? 
Pless ma heart, pless ma heart, let ma say vat I yfll. 

Not a Chriahtian or Shentleman minds ▼•$ I say ! 
*T b so pretty a bolus !— just down let it go, 

And at vonoe, such a radioal shange you vill see, 
Dat rd not be snrprish'd, like de horse in de show. 

If our heads all were found, vere our tailsh ought 
to be! 
Yill nobodies try my nice Amuud PUl^ etc 

'Twill cure all ESectora, and purge avay clear 

Dat mighty bad itching deyVe got in deir hands — 
*Twill cure, too, all Statesmen, of dullness, ma tear. 
Though the case vas as desperate as poor Mister 
Van's. 
Dere is noting at all vat die Pill vill not reach — 
Give de Sinecure Shentleman von little grain, 
Pless nu heart, it vill act like de salt on de leech. 
And he'll throw de pounds, shillings, and pence, iq> 
again! 
Vill nobodiea try my nice AmkuoL ptU^ etc. 

'T would be tedious, ma tear, all its peauties to paint- 
But, among oder tings /tmdbm^iUafly wrong. 

It vill cure de Pnad Pottom'— a oommon complaint 
Among M. Ps. and weavers — from tUting too 
long.* 

Should symptoms of ipeec&ia^ preak out on a dnnce, 
(Vat is often de case) it vill stop de disease, 

1 Meaning, I presume, CQ^ition AdminiiitratioDi. 

8 Wbetlier tedentary habits have anv thing to do with 
this pecaliar shape, I cannot determioe ; but that aome have 
•oppoeed a aort of coooexioo between tbero, appears from 
the following remark, quoted in Kororoann*t cnriooa book, 
da yirginiUii^ Jmre — *' Ratio perquam Icpida eat apod 
Kirehner. in Legato, cum natora illaa partes, qua ad aea- 
sioaem aunt deadnaUB, latiores in ftHninis feoerit qoam in 
viris, inoasas domi sas maoors dsbsie.'* Cap. 40. 






And pring avay all de long speeches at yonoe, 
Dat else vould, like tape-vonns, come by degrees! 

Vill nobodies try my nice Annual PiO^ 
Dat 's to purify every ting nashty avay 7 

Pless ma heart, pless ma heart, let ma say vat I vill. 
Not a Chriahtian or Shentleman minds vat I say! 



No. V. 

The- following poem b also firom tbs Moraisff 
and has every appearance of being by tks 
the two othets I have quoted. The Examiner, i 
extracting i from the Chronicle, aaya, ** we think 
fueas \\ hoM f aay and iparkling hand it ia.** 

TO SIR HUDSON LOWE. 



EfTare eauaam noi\iiaia, 
Utraro ne mores hoc tui 
Nomen dedere, an nomen hoe 
Fccut t morum rejula. 



SiE Hudson Lowe, Sir Hudson Low 

(By name, and ah ! by nature so,) 

As thou art fond of persecutions. 
Perhaps thou'st read, or heard repeated. 
How Cqitain Gulliver was treated. 

When thrown among the Lilliputians. 

« 

They tied him down — these little men did — 
And having valiantly ascended 

Upon the Mighty Man's protuberance, 
They did so strut ! — upon my soul. 
It must have been extremely droll 

To see their pigmy pride's exuberance ! 

And how the doughty mannikins 
Amused themselves with sticking pins 

And needles in the great man*s breeches ; 
And how some tery little things, 
That pass'd for Lords, on scaffoldings 

Got up and worried him with speeches. 

Alas, alas ! that it should happen 

To mighty men to be csught napping I— 

Though different, too, these peraecotions; 
For Gulliver, Hhert, took the nap. 
While, here, the Nap, oh sad mishap^ 

Is taken by the liUipntians ! 



RHYMES ON THE ROAD, 



EXTRACTED FROM THE JOURNAL 



OF A 

TRAVELLING MEMBER OF THE POCOCURANTE SOCIETY, 1819 



Thk Gentlemaa, irom whota Joturntl the following 
eitnotstio taken, was obliged to lea^e England aome 
yeara ago (in eonaequence of an nnfoitunate atucb- 
ment, which might hare ended in bringing him into 
Doctora* Commona,) and has but very recently been 
able to retorn to England. The greaierpait of theae 
poema were, aa he himaelf mentiona in hia Introdoc* 
tion, written or oompoaed in an old adtchetf for the 
porpoae of beguiling the ennui of aolitary tratelling ; 
and aa veiaea made by a gentleman in hia aleep hare 
lately been called ** a pgyckological corioeity,*' it ia to 
be hoped that verMa made by a gentleman to keep 
himaelf awake may be honoured with aome appella- 
tion equally Greek* 



INTRODUCTORY RHYMES. 

D^fertid AuUude$ in icAicft AiUhon compo9e.^Baye9, 
Henry Stephens^ Herodohu, etc. — Writmg in Bed, — 
m Ike Fields.'-Plato and Sir Richard EUukmare^^ 
Fiddtmg wUk Cfkves and Twigg. — Madame de 
StaeL — Bkyming on the Road, in an old CdUdte, 



What Tarioua attitodea, and waya. 

And tricka, we anthors have in writing ! , 
While aome write aitting, aome, like Batk8, 

Uaually atand while they're inditing. 
Poeta there are, who wear the floor out, 
Meaauring a line at erery atride ; 
While aome, like Hbnkt Stkphvnb, pour out 

Rhymea by the doxen, while they rkie.' 

HnoDOTus wrote moat in bed ; 

And RicHBEAHiH a French pbymciai, 
Dedarea the elock-work of the bead 

Goea beat in that reclined poaitioB. 
If Tou oooanlt MonTAioini' and Flint ob 
Hw aulgect, 't it their joint opinion 
That Thoogkl ita richeat hanraal yielda 
Abroad, among the wooda and fieUa ; 
That barda, who deal in amaU retail. 

At home may, at their eonnten, atop ; 
Bat that the grove, the hill, the vide, 

Are Poeaf' a true whokaale ahop. 

1 Planutue mm curaiBa equitani con^MMuiL— JWeeida. 
Mmiter. 
9 Mm peof^c* domient, it J« las umM.—Mcmtaig%t. 
AniniM eorum, qui in aparto a#rt arobnlant, attoQItw.— 

SC 



And truly I auapect they're right-^ 

For, many a time, on summer evea, 
Juat at that dosing hour of light, 

When, like an eastern Prince, who leavea 
For diatant war his Haram bowers. 
The Sun Inda farewell to the flowers. 
Whose heads are aonk, whoae tears are 
'Mid all the glory of his going — 
Even / have feh beneath thoae beama. 

When wand'ring through the fielda alone, 
Thoughta, ftncies, intellectual gleama, 

That, &r too bright to be my own, 
Seem'd lent me by the Sonny Power, 
That waa abroad at that still hour. 

If thus Fve felt, how muat they feel, 

The few, whom genuine Geniua warma, 
And stamps upon their aoul hia aeal. 

Graven with Beauty's countleaa forma ; — 
The few upon thia earth who aeem 
Bom to give truth to Pjla^'s dream. 
Since in their souls, as in a glaaa, 

Shadowa of things divine appear — 
Reflections of bright forma that paaa 

Through fairer worlda beyond our aphere I 

But thia reminds me I digress ; — 

For Plato, too, produced, *t is said 
(As one indeed might almost guess,) 

Hia glorious visions all in bed.' 
'T was in his carriage the sublime 
Sir Richard Blackmore used to rl^jme ; 

And (if the wits don't do him wrong,) 
'Twizt death and epica pass'd his time. 

Scribbling and killing all day long- 
Like PluBbua in his car, at eaae, 

Now warbling forth a lofty song, 
Now murdering the young Niobea. 

There waa a hero 'moog the Danea, 
Who wrote, we're told, 'mid all the paina 

And horrom of eaenteration. 
Nine ehaimmg odea, whieh, if you look. 

You'll find pteaar v ed, with a traaaktion. 
By Bartholinui in hia book.* 

1 The only anthoritjr I know for impatiM this praetioa to 
Plato and Herodotnt, it a Latin poem by If . da Yalott oo 
his Bad, in which he it ji : 

Lucaftr Herodotam vidit veqwrooa eabaataai ; 
Desedit totoe hie Plato svpe djes. 
9 Eadem evN nae miaocas iniac «i»«Hitei^%aBraBaaa.''-«Sffik^ 
asaa aganli feii AiUnxvA ^vaK&M^ 



MOORE'S WORKa 



In short, *t were ondleM to recite 

The Tariout modes in which men write. 

Some wits are only in the mind 

When beaux and belles are round them prating ; 
Some, when they dress for dinner, find 

Their muse and val^ both in waiting, 
And inanage, at the self-same time, 
To adjust a neckcloth and a rhyme. 

Some bards there are who cannot scribUe 
Without a gloYC, to tear or nibble. 
Or a small twig to whisk about—- 

As if the hidden founts of Fancy, 
Like those of water, were found out 

By mystic tricks of rtiabdomancy. 
Such was the little feathery wand* 
That, held for ever in the hand 
Of her who won and wore the crown 

Of female genius in this age, 
Seem'd the conductor, that drew down 

Those words of lightning on her page. 

As for myself— to come at last. 

To the odd way in which / write— 
Having employed these few months past 

Chiefly in travelling, day and night, 
Fyo got into the easy mode, 
You see, of rhyming on the road — 
Making a way-bill of my pages, 
Counting my stansas by my stages — ^ 
*Twiit lays and re-lays no time lost— 
In short, in two words, vniting potL 
My verses, I suspect, not ill 
Resembling the crazed vehicle 
(An old oalecke, for which a villain 
Charged me some twenty Naps at Milan) 
In which I wrote thent patch*d-up things, 
On weak, but rather easy, springs. 
Jingling along, with little in 'em. 

And (where die road is not so rough, 
Or deep, or lofty, as to spin 'em, 

Down precipices) safe enough.*- 
Too ready to take fire, I own. 
And then, too, nearest a break-down ; 
But, fi>r my comfort, hung so low, 
I have n't, in falling, iar to go.— 
With all this, light, and swift, and airy. 

And coiying (which is best of all) 
But little for the Dogamai* 

Of the Reviews to overhaul. 

RHYMES ON THE ROAD. 



EXTRACT L 

GeiMTs. 
View qf the Lake of Geneva from ike Jura.* — Anximu 
to reach it before the Sun went doumj— Obliged to 
proceed on Poot^-Afye.^MoiU Blanc^Efect of 
the Scene. 

T WAS Ute— the sun had almost shone 
His last and best, when I ran on. 



ipauni, intPiUna extrahent, immaniter torqueret, tunc eoim 
noTem earmina eecinit, etc. — Bertk^Un. de emMsi* C9n- 
UmtpLm^rt. 

1 Mad* of papsr, twisted up like a fan or loatber. 

% Cnstosi-lioaM oflosrs. 3 BeCweao Vattay and Gsz. 



Anxious to reach that splendid view 
Before the day-beams quite withdrew ; 
And feeling as all feel, on first 

Approaching scenes where, they are told 
Such glories on their eyes shall burst 

As youthful bards in dreams behold 
'Twas distant yet, and, as 1 ran, 

I^iU often was my wistful gase 
. Tum*d to the sun, who now began 
To call in all his out-post rays. 
And form a denser march of light, 
Such as beseems a hero*s flight 
Oh, how I wish*d for Joshua's power, 
To stay the brightness of that hour ! 
But no— the sun still less became, 

Dimmish*d to a speck, as splendid 
And small as were those tongues of flame, 

That on th' Apostles* beads descended ! 

Twas at this instant— while there glow*d 

This last, intensest gleam of light- 
Suddenly, throu^ the opening road. 

The valley burst upon my sight ! 
That glorious valley, with its lake. 

And Alps on Alps in clusters sweUiag, 
Mighty, and pure, and fit to make 

The ramparts of a Godhead's dwellii^ ! 

I stood entranc'd and mute — as tbciy 

Of Israel think th' assembled world 
Will stand upon that awful day. 

When the Ark's Ught, aloft unftirTd, 
Among the opening clouds shall ahine, 
Divinity's own radiant sign ! 
Mighty Mont Blanc ! thou wert to me, 

That minute, with thy brow in heaven. 
As sure a sign of Deity 

As e'er to mortal gaze was given. 
Nor ever, were I destined yet 

To Uve my life twice o'er again, 
Can I the deep-felt awe forget — 

"The ecstasy that thriil'd me then ! 

*T was all that consciousness of power. 
And life, beyond this mortal hour^— 
Those mountings of the soul within 
At thoughts of Heaven — as birds begin 
By instinct in the cage to rise. 
When near their time for change of skies 
Thrt proud assurance of our claim 

To rank among the Sons of Light, 
Mingled with shame — oh, bitter shame !•* 

At having risk'd that splendid right, 
For aught that earth, through all its nnge 
Of glories, oSen in exchange ! 
'T was all this, at the instant brought. 
Like breaking sunshine, o'er my thongii^i* 
'Twas all this, kindled to a glow 

Of sacred leal, which, could it shine 
Thus purely ever— man might grow. 

Even upon earth, a thing divine. 
And be once more the creature made 

To walk unstain'd the Elysian shade ! 

No— never shall I lose the trsee 
Of what Fve felt in this bright place. 



RHYMES ON THE ROAD. 



And should my tpirit's hope grow weak — 

Should I, O God ! e'er doubt thy power, 
This mighty scene again I'll seek. 

At the same calm and glowing hour; 
And here, at the sublimest shrine 

That Nature erer rear'd to Tiiee, 
Rekindle all that hope dirine, 

And fid my onmortality ! 



EXTRACT n. 



VoDice. 



The Fatt of Venice not to be lamenied.— Former Qlory, 
— Expedition agavut Constantinople. — Oiuttinia' 
nis. — RepuiUc, — Characterietice of the old Govern- 
ment — Oolden Book, — Brazen Moutht. — Spiet. — 
Dungeone, — Preeent Desolation, 

MouRM not for Yenicx— let her rest 
In rain, *mong those States unbless'd, 
Beneath whose gilded hoofs of pride, 
Where'er they trampled. Freedom died. 
No — ^let us keep our tears for them. 

Where'er they pine, whose &11 hath been 
Not from a blood-^«tain*d diadem. 

Like that which deck'd this ocean-queen. 
But from high daring in the cause 

Of human Rights — the only good 
And blessed strife, in which man draws 

His powerful sword on land or flood. 

Mourn not for Venice— though her fall 

Be awfbl, as if Ocean*s wave 
Swept o'er her— she deserves it all, 

And Justice triumphs o'er her grave. 
Thus perish every King and State 

That run the guilty race she ran. 
Strong but in fear, and only great 

By outrtge against Goo and man ! 

Trae, her high spirit is at rest. 

And all those days of glory gone, 
When the world's waters, east and west. 

Beneath her white-wing*d commerce shone ; 
When, with her countless barks she went 

To meet the Orient Elmpire's might,' 
And the Giustinianis sent 

llieir hundred heroes to that fight.* 

Vanish'd are all her pomps, 'tis true. 
But mourn them not — for, vanish'd, too, 

Cnianka to that Power, who, soon or late. 

Hurls to the dust the guilty Great,) 

Are all the outrage, falsehood, fraud, 
The chains, the rapine, and the blood, 

Hiat fill'd each spot, at home, abroad. 
Where the Republic's standard stood ! 

Desolate Venice ! when I track 

Thy hanghty course thraogh eenturiea back^ — 

1 Under the Dof Micbaeli, in 1171. 

S " La (kmiUi enti^re det Juitinianl, l*ane dm plus iUoi- 
)rei de Venisc, roolut marcher toule enti^re dana eette ex- 
pedition; elle foumit cent eombaltaas; a'^tait reooavcder 
rexemple d*ane illuatre famille de Rome ; le mAme malbeur 
lea attendait.**— J7iaCtfnV dt f^ms^i par Dam. 



Thy rathless power, obeyed but enra'd^ — 

The stern machinery of thy State, 
Which hatred would, like steam, have burst, 

Had stronger fbar not chill'd even hate ; 
Thy per6dy, still worse than aught 
Thy own unblushing Saepi' taught^ — 
Thy friendship, which, o'er all beneath 
Its shadow, rain'd down dews of death,— -^ 
Thy Oligarchy's Book of Gold, 

Shot against humble Virtue's name,' 
Bat open'd wide for slaves who sold 

Their native land to thee and shame^ — * 
Thy all-pervading host of spies. 

Watching o'er every g^noe and breath. 
Till men look'd in each other's eyes, 

To read their chance of life or deathy— 
Thy laws, that nude a mart of blood. 

And legalised the assassin's knifii* — * 
Thy sunless cells beneath the flood. 

And racks, and leads' that burn out life }— 
When 1 review all this, and see 

What thou art sunk and cnish'd to now ; 
Each harpy maxim, hatch'd by thee, 

Return'd to roost on thy own brow,— 
Thy nobles towering once alofk. 

Now sunk in chains — in chains, that have 
Not even that borrow'd grace, which ofk 

The master's fame sheds o'er the slave. 
But are as mean as e'er were given 
To stiff'-neck'd Pride, by angry Heaven — 
I feel the moral vengeance sweet. 
And, smiling o'er the wreck, repeat— 
"Thus perish every King and State, 

That treads the steps which Venice trod ; 
Strong but in fbar, and only great 

By outrage against man and God !" 



EXTRACT in 

Venice. 
*s Memoin, Written 6y kimsdf, — Re* 
JUctionSf when dbout to read them. 

Let me, a moment — ere with fear and hope 
Of gloomy, glorious things, these leaves I o| 



1 The celebrated Fra Paolo. The collection of maxims 
which this bold monk drew up at ihe requcat ofjbe Venetian 
Oovemmeot, for the fttidance of the Secret Inquisition of 
State, are lu atrocious at to aoom rather an over-charged 
■atire upon despotiam, than a ayctem of policy aerioualy in 
culeatM, and but too readily atid constantly jiunoed. 

S Conduct of Venice towards her allies and depeoden- 
cies, particularljr to unfortunate Pad uaS^Fate of Franeeseo 
Carrara, for which see Daru^ vol. ii. p. 141. 

3 " A TexcepUoo des trente citadins adrota au grand con- 
aeil pendant la guerre de Chiosxi, il n'ost pas arrivA one 
■uele fois que les talens ou lea services aient paru A oette 
noblesse urgueilleuse dee litres suflisans pour s aaaeoir avec 
elle."— D4m^ 

4 Among those admitted to the honour of being Inscribed 
in the Libro d^Chv were aome familiea of Brescia, Treviso 
and other places, whoie only claim to that dutinction was 
the seal with which they prostrated themselTea and tlM^ 
country at the feet of the republic 

5 By the infamous statutes of the State Inonlaitioa, col 
only was assassination recognized as a regular mode of 
punishment, but this secret power over life was delegated to 
their minions at a distance, with nearly as much facility as 
a licence is ^ven under the game laws of England. The 
only restriction seems to have been the neceasity of api^ing 
for a new certificate, after every individual exercise or tW^ 

I power. 
'*ljea \knvifm «k«a \iMni^A\ ti^«%vV««% t%^ Vsnax^^s 
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Am one, in fiuryule, to whom the key 

Of some enr.hanter's secret halls is g ven, 
DoubCq, while he enters, slowly, tremblingly, 

If he sbalJ meet with shapes from hell or heaven — 
Let me, a moment, think what thoiuanda live 
0*er the wide earth this imtant, who wookl give, 
Gladly, whole aleeplew nights to bend the broiif 
Over these praeioor leaves, as I do now. 
How all who know— and where is he unknewrn ? 
To what far region have his songs not flown. 
Like Psaphon's hirds,* speaking their master*! name. 
In every language syllabled by Fame 7— 
How all, who *ve felt the various spells combined 
Within the circle of that splendid mind. 
Like powers, derived from many a star, and met 
Together in some wondrous amulet. 
Would bum to know when first the h^ awoke 
In his young soul«— and if the g^ms that broke 
From that Aurora of his genius, raised 
More bliss or pain in those on whom they Uaied — 
Would love to trace the unfolding of that power, 
Which hath grown ampler, grander, eveiy how; 
And feel, in watching o*er its first advance. 

As -did the Egyptian traveller,' when he stood 
By the young Nile, and fachom'd with his knee 

The fint small foontains of that migh^ flood. 

They, too, who *mid the scornful though that dwell 

In his rich fancy, tinging all its streams, 
As if the Star of Bitterness which fell 

On earth of old, and touch*d them with its beams. 
Can track a spirit, which, thou^ driven to hate, 
From Nature's hands came kind, affectionate ; 
And which, even now, struck as it is with blight, 
Comes out, at times, in love's own native light- 
How gladly all, who 've watch'd these struggling rays 
Of a bri^t, ruin'd spirit through his lays. 
Would here inquire, as from his own fiank lips, 

What desolating grief^ what wrongs had driven 
That noble nature into cold eclipse- 
like some &ir orb, that, once a sun in Heaven, 
And bom, not only to surprise, but cheer 
With warmth and lustre all within its sphere. 
Is now so quench'd, that, of its grandeur, lasts 
Nought but the wide cold shadow which it casts ! 

Eventful volume ! whatsoe'er the change 

Of scene and clime — the adventures, bold and strsnge; 

The griefr— the fraikies, but too frankly told — 

The loves, the fends thy pages nuy unibld ; 

If troth with half so prompt a hand unlocks 

His virtues ss hi^failings — we shall find 
The record there of friendships, held like rocks. 

And enmities, like sun^ouch'd snow, resign'd— 
Of fealty, cherish'd without change or chill. 
In those who served him young, and serve him still — 
Of generoes aid, given with that noneless ait 
Which wakes not pride, to many « wounded heaxt — 
Of acts — bat, no— «ial Gnm himself mnst aught 
Of the brig^ features of his life be sought. 

srdeatos qu^on svait distributes en potites cellnles sous les 
torrssses qol coavrent le palaii.** 

1 FsapboQ, in order to attract ths attention of the world, 
Uoght multitades of birds to speak bis name, and then let 
them fly away in varioas directioos: whsoce the provsrb, 

8 Brues. 



While rhcy who court the world, likr Mittovs 

f.loud,' 
"Ttirn forih 'h'tt slvtr Ijiiii^"' oi) ihi crowii, 
This g.fled Being wraps h msc^li .n nght. 

And, keeping all that softens, and adorns, 
And gilds his social nature, hid from sight. 

Turns but its darkness on a world he econs. 



EXTRACT IV. 

Venice. 
The EngUih to be met wUh every where. — Alpe and 
Threadneedle-^treet.—TTie SmqiUm and the Stocki, 
— Rage for travdUng. — Blue Stockings ontong the 
Wahabeea. — Parasols and Pyramids.— Mrs. Hop' 
kins and the WaB of China. 

And is there then no earthly place 
Where we can rest, in dream Elysian, 

Without some cursed, round English fine. 
Popping up near, to break the vision! 

'Mid nortbera lakes, 'mid southern viaM, 
Unholy cits we're doom'd to meet ; 

Nor highest Alps nor Apenmnes 
Are sacred from Threadneed l e s t r ee t ! 

If up the Simplon's path we wind, 
Fancying we leave this world behiwl. 
Such pleasant sounds salute one's ear 
As — ** Baddish news from 'Change, my dear — 

** The Fupds— (phew, curse this ogly hill !) 
Are lowering fast — (what ! higher still ?) — 
And — (xooks, we're mounting up to Heaven !)^ 
WiU soon be down to sixty-seven." 

Go where we may — ^rest where we will. 
Eternal London haunts us still. 
The trash of Almack's or Fleet-Ditch— 
And scarce a i^'s head difference wkidk 
Mixes, though even to Greece we run, 
With every rill from Helicon ! 
And, if this rage for travelling lasts, 
If Cockneys, of all secu and castes. 
Old maidens, aldermen, and squires, 
WiU leave their puddings and coal fires^ 
To gape at things in foreign lands 
No soul among them imderstands— 
If Blues desert their coteries. 
To show off 'mong the Wa h a hee e 
If neither sex nor sge controls. 

Nor fear of Mamelukes foibids 
Voting ladies, with pink parasols, 

To glide among tlie I^nmids— * 
Why, t^n, farewell all hope to find 
A spot that^s free from Loiidon-kiad ! 
Who knows, if to the West we roem. 
But we may find some BUie **at home" 

Among the Blacke of Caiolin»— 
Or, flyhig to the Eastwaid, 



1 



_« 



Did a saUe eloMl 



^um fbfftb ber sihrer lioiny on the night" 



9 It was pink spencers^ I bdievs, that ths imaginatka 
of ths Frsoeh (raveilsr eonj^ud op. 
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Sooie Mm Hopcmsi tikingtM 
And toMt opoB tba WftU of China ! 



EXTRACT V. 



No— *tis Bot the region where lore*! to be foand— 
They hsre boeomt that sigh, they ht^ gtencei 
that lore, 
They haTO kaguage a 8appho*s own Up night re- 
•oond. 
When ihe warbled her beat but they've nothing 
like LoTo. 

Nor ia i! that taUmaU only they want. 

Which Heaven for the pure and the tranquil hath 
made— 
Calm, wedded aflfection, that home-rooted plant. 

Which Bweetena aeclueioB, and amilea in the ahade ; 

That feeling, which, afler long years are gone by. 
Remains like a portrait weWe sat for in youth. 

Where, even though the flush of the colours may ^, 
The features still liye in their first smiling truth ; 

Hiat union, where all that in Woman ia kind. 
With all that in Man most ennoblingly towers. 

Grow wreathed into one— like the column, combined 
Of the «(refi^of theahaft and the capiial's/oistrs. 



Of this— bear ye witneaa, ye wives, every where^ ' 
By the Arno, the Po, by all Italy's streams — 

Of diis heart-wedded love, so delicious to share. 
Not a husband hath even one glimpse in his dreams. 

Rot it it not this, only — bom, full of the light 
Of a sun, from whose fount the luxuriant fesCoona 

Of these beautifbl valleys drink lustre so bright, 
Hiat, beside him, our suns of the north are but 



We might ftncy, at least, like their climate they 
bom d. 
And that Love, though unoaed, ia this region of 
•pfing. 
To be thus to a tame Household Deity tum'd. 
Would yet be all soul, when abroad on the wing. 

Andtfhere may be, there are thoae ezploeions (^ heart. 
Which bur^ when the aenses have first caught the 
flame; 

8och fita of the blood as those climates impart. 
Where Love is a aun-stroke that maddens Ihe fiame. 

But that I^ssion, which springs in the depth of thesoul. 
Whose beginnings are viiginly pore as the sooree 

Of some mountainous rirulet, destined to roH 
As a torrent, ere long, losing peace in ils 



This entireness of love, which can only be found 
Where Woman, like something that's holy, wairfa'd 
over. 

And fenced, firom her childhood, with punty round, 
Cornea^ body and soul, fieah as Spring, to a lover! 

Where not an eye answers, where not a hand presses, 
Till spirit with spirit in sympathy move ; 

And tb» Senses, asleep in their sacred receases. 
Can only be reached through the Temple of Love ! 

This perfection of Passion — ^how can '^ be fbund. 

Where the mysteries Nature hath hung round the 
tie 
By which souls are together attracted and bound. 

Are laid open, for ever, to heart, ear, and eye- 
Where liottght of those mnoceot doubcs can eaist, 

That ignorance, even than knowledge m<»r0 bright, 
Which circles the young, like the mom's sunny mist, 

And curtains them round in their own native Ug^ii— 



Where Ebqperienoe leavea nothing for Love to reveal. 
Or for Fancy, in visions, to gleam o'er the thought. 

But the truths which, alone, we would die to conceal 
From the maiden's young heart, are the only onet 



Oh no— 'tis not here, howsoever we're given. 
Whether purely to Hymen's one planet we pray. 

Or adore, like Sabcans, each light of Love's heaven. 
Here it not the region to fix or to stray ; 

For, faithless in vredlock, in gallantry gross, 
Without honour to guard, or reserve to restrain. 

What hifve they a bnsband can mourn as a lossl^- 
What have they a lover can priie as a gain 1 



A couise, to which Modesty's straggle bet lendu 
A more head-long descent, without chance of recal; 

Bot whieh Modes ty, even to the Ism edge attends. 
And, <t length, throws a halo of tears rotfnd its fell ! 

"niis exquisite Pksaion— ay, exquisite, even 
In the rain its madness too often hath ntade. 

As it keeps, even then, a bright trace of the heaveo, 
The heaven of Vutue, (rom which it has stny'd— 



EXTRACT VL 



RefUctknu on reading De Csreraa's AcesimC qf lis 
Cmtpbwy of Riam, in 1347^The Mmting qf 
the Contptratan on Ihe night of (he IM qf^bf.-^ 
Their Procumm m the Morning la tha CapiiaL-^ 
RienxCs SjMsdk. 

'T WAS a proud moment — even to hear the words 

Of Truth and Freedom 'mid these templea breathed, 
Andjsee, oaoe more, the Forum shine with swords. 

In the Republic's sacred name unsheathed — 
That glimpse, that vision of a brighter day 

For his dear Rons, must to a Roman be— ' 
Short as it waa— worth ages pass'd away 

In th^doll lapse of hopeless slavery. 

*Twas on a night of May^-benetth that moon 
Wliich had, through many an age, seen lime untune 
Tlic strings of this Great Empire, till it M 
From his rade hands, a broken, silent sheD— 
The sound of the church clock,* near Adrian's Tomb^ 
Summon'd the warriors, who had risen fbr RoR, 



1 It is not eujr to ducover what church ia mmint by Ds 
Oreean here :-^'* II fit crier dans lea raes de Rtome, A soa de 
u«npa, qua ohaeoa eftt i se trouver, sans armee, la nuit da 
leodemain, dixneaTi^me, dam P^ise dn. ckA\Mv^^<(»^!M^sB»r 
Ange au sun dala«la»V«ft,vft!DL^\owi|>* — ''* — -o^-^x^* 
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'l^o meet anannM, with nought to watch them there 
fiat God's own Eye, and paaa the night in prayer. 
Holy beginning of a holy cause, 
When heroes, girt for Freedom's combat, pause 
Before high HeayeUj and, humble in their might, 
Call down its blessing on that awful fight 

At dawn, in anna, went forth the patriot band, 
And, as the breeze, ftesh from the Tiber, fann*d 
Their gilded gonfalons, all eyes could see 

The palm-tree there, the sword, the keys of Hea- 
Ten-^« * 
Types of the justice, peace, and liberty, 

That were to bless them when their chains wen 
riven. 
On to the Capitol the pageant moved, 

While many a Shade of other times, that still 
Aroond that grave of grandeur sighing roved. 

Hung o*er their footsteps up the Sacred Hill, 
And beard its mournful echoea, as the last 
Higfa-minded heirs of the Republic pas8*d. 
'Twaa then that thou, their Tribune (naide which 

brought 
Dreams of lost glory to each patriot's thought^) 
Qidst, fW»m a spirit Rome in vain shall seek 
To call up in her sons again, thus speak :^- 

"Romans! look round you — on this sacred place 

There once stood shrines, and gods, and godlike 
men — 
What see you now 7 what solitary trace 

Is left of all that made Rome's glory then? 
The shrines are suidc, the Sacred Mount bereft 

Even of its name — and nothing now remains 
But the deep memory of that glory, left 

To whet our pangs and aggravate our chains ! 
But 9haU this be? — our sun and sky the same, 

Treading the very soil our fkthere trode. 
What withering curse hath fidlen on soul and frame, 

What visitation hath there come from Gou, 
To blast our strength and rot us into slaves, 
Here, on our great fore&theri* glorious graves 7 
It cannot be— 4ise up, ye Mighty Dead, 

If we, the living, are too weak to cniah 
These tyrant priests, that o'er your empire tready. 

Till all but Romans at Rome's tameness blush l" 

** Happy Palmyra ! in thy desert domes, 

Where only date-trees sigh and serpents hiar; 
And thou, whose pillars are but silent homes 

For the stoik's brood, superb Persepolis f 
Tlirice happy both that your extinguiah'd race 
Have left no embers — no half-living trace — 
No slaves, to crawl around the once-proud ^wt, 
1111 past renown in present shame 's forgot ; 
While Rome, the Queen of all, whose very wrecks, 

If lone and lifeless through a desert hurl'd. 
Would wear more true magnificence than decks 

The assembled thrones of all the existing world — 
Rome, Rome alone, is haunted, st&in'd, and cursed. 

Through every spot her princely Tiber laves, 
By living human things — the deadliest, worst. 

Thai earth engenders — tyrants and their slaves ! 



And we' — oh shame! — ^we, who have ponder'd o'ei 

The patriot's lesson and the poet's lay ; 
Have mounted up the streams of ancient lore. 

Tracking our country's glories aU the way^ 
Even we have tamely, basely kiss'd the ground 

Before that Papal Power, that Ghost of Her, 
The World's Imperial Mistress^^-sitting, crown'd 

And ghastly, on her mouldering sepulchre !* 
But this is pastp— too long have lordly priests 

And priestly lords led us, with all our pride 
Withering about us — like devoted beasta, 
Dragg'd to the shrine, with faded garlands tied. 
'T is o'er — the dawn of our deliverance braaks ! 
Up from his sleep of centuries awakes 
The Genius of the Old Republic, fVee 
As first he stood, in chainless majesty, 
And sends his voice through ages yet to come. 
Proclaiming Rome, Rome, Rome, Eternal Rome t^ 



EXTRACT VU. 



Rome. 



1 For a dsseripi^ of 



banners^ see Notes. 



Mary Magdalen. — Her Story. — Numenm* Pichtres 
of her. — Correggio. — Otddo. — RapHad^ etc, — Co- 
nawCt two eaBquiiiie StaUut. — The Somanoa 
Magdalen — Chantrey'i Admiratien of Canm)a\ 
Works, 

No wonder. Mart, that thy story 

Touches all hearts — ^for there we see 
The soul's corruption and its glory. 

Its death and life, combined in thee. 
From the first moment, when we find 

Thy spirit, haunted by a swarm 
Of dark desiroi, which had inshrined 

Themsefves, like demons, in thy form. 
Till when, by touch of Heaven aet free. 

Thou earnest, with those bfight locks of gold, 
(So oft the gaze of Bethany,) 

And, covering in their precious fold 
Thy Saviour's feet, didst shed such tears 
As paid, each drop, the sins of yean ! — 
Thence on, through^ all thy course of low 

To him, thy Heavenly Master^ — ^Hini> 
Whose bitter death*cup from above. 

Had yet this aweetening round the fanm^ 
That woman's (kith and love stood &st 
And fearless by him to the last ! • 

Till— bleea'd reward for trudi like thine !— 

Thou wert, of all, the chosen one. 
Before whose eyes that Fkce Divine, 

When risen from the dead, first ahone. 
That thou mightst see how, like a cloudy 
Had pass'd away its mortal shroud, 

1 The fine Ganaone of Petrarch, beftoniof " Spirto fea- 
til,** it rappoMd, by Voltaire and other*, to nave been ad- 
drened to Rienci; but there is roach more evideooe of its 
having been written, aa GingaenA aaierta, to the yoanc Ste- 
phen Uolonna, on hie being created a senator of Rome. 
That Petrarch, however, waa filled with high and patriotie 
hopee by the flrat meaanrei of thie extraoidinary man, ap- 
pean from one of his letters, quoted by De Cerceau, wbwr 
he says : " Pour tout dire, en un mot, J*atteite, ooo comne^ 
lecteur^ roaii comma tiraoin oculaire. qa*il noua k ramen^ 
la juatice, la paix. la bonne Ibi, la seeoritA, et tootea lea 
autree vemgoi de rige d*or.** 

S See Note. 
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And makAthii bright levwlm^ known 
To beam Iom tnuting than thj own- 
All if aflfecdng, cbeering, gnnd ; 

Tbe IdndliMt reooid erer given. 
Even under God*8 own kindly band. 

Of what Repentance wine from Heaven ! 

No wonder, Mart, that thy iaoe. 

In all it! touching light of tean, 
83ioiild meet us in each holy place, 

Where man before his God appears. 
Hopeless— were be not taught to see 
All hope in Him who pardon*d thee ! 
No wonder that tbe painter's skill 

SlioukI oft have triumph*d in tbe power 
Of keeping thee most lovely still 

Throughout thy sorrow's bitterest honi^— 
Hist soft CoRREOoio should difiiise 

His melting shadows round thy fonn ; 
Tliat GuiDo's pale unearthly hues 

Should, in portraying thee, grow warm : 
Tbat all— from the ideal, grand. 
Inimitable Roman hand, 
Down to dw small, ensmelling touch 

Of smooth Carlino— should delight 
In picturing her who ** loved so much,** 

And was, in spite of sin, so bright ! 

But, Mart, 'mong tbe best essays 

Of Genius and of Art to raise 

A semblance of those weeping eyes— > 

A vision, worthy of the sphere 
Thy fsith hath given thee in the skies, 

And in the hearts of all men here. 
Not one hath equalVd, bath come nigh 

CAirovA*8 fancy ; ob, not one 
Hath made thee feel, and live, and die 

In tears away, as he hath done, 
In those bright images, more bright 
With ti«e expression's breathing ligfac 
Than ever yet beneath the stroke 
Of chisel into life awoke ! 
The one,' pourtraying what thou wert 

In thy first grief, while yet the flower 
Of those young beauti^ was unhurt 

By sorrow's slow consuming power. 
And mining earth's luzuri6us grace 

With Heaven's subGming thoughts so well. 
We gase, and know not in wkick place 

Such beauty most was form'd to dwell ! — 
The odier, as thou look'dst when years 
Of ftsting, penitence, and tears 
Had worn thee down — and ne'er did Ait 

With half such mental power express 
Hie min which a breaking heart 

Spreads, by degrees, o'er loveliness 1 
Thoiw wasted aims, that keep the trace. 
Even now, of all their youthful grace— 
Tlose tresses, of thy charms the last 
Whoso pride forsook thee, wildly cast — 



Those features, even in fading worth 
The freshest smiles to others given. 

And those sunk eyes, that see not earth, 
But whose last looks are full of Heaven ! 

Wonderful artist ! praise like mine- 
Though springing from a soul that feels 
Deep worship of those works divine. 

Where Genius all his light reveals — 
Is little to the words that came 
From him, thy peer in art and fkmc, 
Whom J have known, by day, by night. 
Hang o'er thy marble with delist. 
And, while his lingering hand would steal 

O'er every grace the taper's rays,* 
Give thee, with all the generous zeal 
Such master-spirits only feel. 
That best (^fame — a rival's praise ! 



1 This ■taCue is oos of the last works of Csdots, And wsi 
not yet in msrble when I leA Rome. The other, which 
■eemi to prore, in contrsdlctiofi to very high anthonty, that 
ezpremoo, of tbe inteotett kind, is fully wiihin tbe sphere 
of sealptore. was executed many yean sfo, sod b in tbe 
woo or tbe Count Somariva, at Paris. 



EXTRACT Vm. 

I.<es Charmettea. 
A Vint to ike Hauae tchere Rousseau Uoed tailh Ma- 
dame de Warens, — T^keir Menage, — /te Orou- 
nesM. — Claude Anet. — Reverence with toAidk the 
Spot is now vUited. — Abturdity cf this blind Dewh 
tion to Fame, — Fedinga excited by the Beauty and 
Sedution qf the Scene.^Distitrbed by its AssoeiO' 
tions with Rousseau's History^ — In^p^tures of Men 
of Cfenius. — Their Power qf mimicking all the bttt 
FeeUngs, Lone^ Independence, etc, 

Straitok power of Genius, that can throw 
O'er all that 's vicious, weak, and low. 
Such magic lights, such rainbow dyes. 
As dazxle even the steadiest eyes ! 

About a century since, or near, 
A middle-aged Madame lived here. 
With character^ even worse than most 
Such middle-aged Madames can boast 
Her footman was-^o gloss it over 
With the most gentle term — her lover ; 
Nor yet so jealous of the truth 

And charms of this impartial fair. 
As to deny a pauper youth. 

Who join'd their snug minage^ his share 
And there they lived, this precious three, 

With just as little sense or notion 
Of what the world calls decency. 

As hath the sea-calf in the ocean. 
And, doubtless, *mong the grave, and good, 
And gentle of their neighbourhood. 
If known at all, they were but known 

As strange, low people, low and bad — 
Madame, herself^ to footmen prone. 

And her young pauper, all but mad. 
Who could have diought this very spot 

Would, one day, be a sort of shrine. 
Where— all its grosser taints forgot. 

Or gilt by Fancy till they shine— 
Klgrims would meet, from many a shore. 
To trace each mouldering chamber o'er ; 



1 Canova always ^ovrs his fine statue, tbe Veosra Vin- 
citriee, by tbe Nffat of a small candle. 



MOORE'S WOkKA, 



Yaang bards to dream of Tiituom fame, 
Voung maids to lisp Dx Warkn*8 name, 
And mellower spinsters— of an age 
Licensed to read Jxan JAcatTSs's p*gp^ 
To picture aU those Uiasful boms 
He pass'd ia these sequestered bowers. 
With his dear Maman and his flowers ! 
Spinsters, who— if^ from glowing heart 

Or erring head, some liring maid 
Had wander'd even the thousandth part 

Of wbat this worthy Maman strajr*d-> 
Would bridle up their virtuous chins 
In borrw at her sin of sins, 
And — could their chaste eyes kill with flashas — 
Frown the fiir culprit into ashes ! 

'T is too absurd — ^'t is weakness, shame. 
This low prostration before Fame— 
This casting down, beneath the cyr 
Of Idols, whatsoe'er they are. 
Lifers purest, holiest decencies, 
To be career*d o*er as they please. 
No — let triumphant Genius have 
All that his loftiest wish can crave. 
If he be worshipp*d, let it be 

For attributes, his noblest, first — 
Not with that base idolatry, 

Which sanctifies his last and worst 

1 may be cold — may want that glow 

Of high romance, which bards should know ; 

That holy homage, which is felt 

In treading where the great htv« dwel^- 

This rererence, whatsoe'er it bo, 

I fear, I feel, I hsre it not, 
For ^ere, at thb still hour, to me 

The charms of this delightful spot — 
Its calm seclusion from the throng, 

From all the heart would &in forget — 
This narrow vaOey, and the song 

Of its small murmuring rivulet — 
The flitting to and fro of birds. 

Tranquil and tame as they were onoe 
In Eden, ere the startling words 

Of man disturb'd their orisons !— • 
Those little, shadowy paths, that wind 
Up the hill side, with fruit-trees lined, 
And lighted only by the breaks 
The gay wind in the foliage makes, 
Or yirtas here and there, that ope 

Through weeping willows, like the snttches 
Of fkr-oir scenes of light, which Hope, 

Even throng the shsde (^sadness, eatehet! — 
All this, which— could I once but lose 

The memory of those vulgar ties. 
Whose grossness all tlie heavenhest fanet 

Of Genius can no more disguise, 
Than the sun*s beams can do away 
The filth of fens o*er which they play— - 
This scene, which would have fin*d my heart 

With thoughts of afl that happiest is— 



Of Lov«, yUfhsn silf telfa ognily ]tet, 

As echoing back anoti^r's Miss 
Of solitude, secure and s wee t . 
Beneath whose shade the Viftoes 
Which, while it shttlteis, never efaflk 

Our sympathies with baman woe^ 
But keeps them, like sequester*d rills. 

Purer and fresher in their flow — 
Of happy days, that share thehr beams 

'T wixt quiet mirth and wise emfdoy — 
Of tranquil nights, that give in dreams 

The moonlight of the morning's joy !-^ 
All this my heart could dwell on here, 
But for those hateful memories near. 
Those sordid truths, that cross the track 
Of each sweet thought, and drive them back 
Full into all the mire, and strife. 
And vanities of that man's life. 
Who, more than all that e'er have glow'd 

With Fancy's flame (and it was ktB 
If ever given to mortal) showed 

What an impostor Genius is — 
How with that strong, mimetic art 

Which is its life, and soul, it takM 
All shapes of diought, all hues of heart, ' 

Nor feels, itsel)^ one throb it 
How like a gem its tight may 

O'er the dark path, by mortals trod. 
Itself ss mean a worm, the while. 

As crawls along the sullying sod— 
What sensibility may fall 

From its false lip, what plans to bless. 
While home, friends, kindred, country, all, 

Lie waste beneath its selfishness- 
How, with the pencil hardly dry 

From colouring up such scenes of love 
And beauty, as make young hearts sigh. 

And dream, and think through Heaven they rota^ 
They, who can thus describe and moTe, 

llie very workers of these charms. 
Nor seek, nor ask a Heaven abaive 

Some Maman's or Theresa's arms f 

How all, in short, that makes the boast 
Of their false tongues, they want the moat , 
And while, with Freedom on their lips. 

Sounding her timbrels, to sat fbee 
Thb bright world, labonrinf in the ecUpsa 

Of priestcraft aad of slavery. 
They may, themselTes, be slaves as low 

As ever lord or patron made. 
To Uoasom in his smile, or grow. 

Like stnntad brashwood, in his shade ' 

Out on the craft— Fd rather be 
One of those hinds that Rwad ma ttmdf 

Whh just enough of sense to sea 
The noon-day son that 's o'er my head^ 

Than dius, vrith highlmUt ganios conad, 
Thst hath no heart for it* foandatioB, 

Be all, at once, that 's brightest— watst—' 

in 
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NOTB8. 



I>kge 203, line 57. 
Thy perfidy, still worae than aught 
Thy own unblushing Sarpi taught. 

Ths •pint in which these nuudms of Father Pud 
tre written, may be mfficiently judged fivmi the in- 
vtnicticma which he giyea for Uie management of the 
Venetian colonies and provinces. Of the former he 
•ays : — ** II faut les traitor comme des animauz A&ro- 
ces, les rogner les dents, et les grifies, les humilier 
soufent, saitoot lew ^ker les occasions de •*aguerrir. 
Du pain et le bAton, ToiUi ce qtt*ii leur faut ; gardona 
rhumanit^ pow une meilleure occasion.** 

For the treatment of the provinces he advises thus : 
Tendre k di^pouiiler les villes de lenrs privileges, 
fiire que les habitans 8*appanvrissent, et que tours 
biens soient achet^ par les V^nitiens. Ceux qui, 
dans les conseils munictpauji, se montreront ou plus 
audacieuz on plus d^oui^s anx int^r^ts de la popula- 
tion, il fiiut les perdre ou les gagner k quelqne prix 
que ce soit : m/Cn, s'fl m iromm dans leg pnvinceg 
qtuljuet d^ft de /nrft, U faut lea exUrminer eoue un 
preteita quetamqne^ maie en emkaU de raot mrir a la 
justice crdmaire. Qm le paietmfaMee Vqfiee dm bottr* 
reaUfCelaeatmiomeodieuxelbeauamppUuprqfitaUeJ 
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Page 203^ note. 
Dy ths infamou* statutes of the State Inquisition, etc 
M. Dam has given an abstract of these Statutes, 
from a manuscript in the Biblioth&que du Roi, and it 
is hardly credible that such a system of treachery 
and craeky should ever have been established by any 
government, or subnitted to, for an instant, by any 
people. Among various precantioiie against the in- 
trigoee of their own nobles, we find the following :-> 
" Pour perauader cux dangers qu'il ^Cait difficile et 
dangereuz d*entreCenir qvelqoe intrigue secr^ avec 
les nobles V^nitiens, on imagina de faire avertir mys- 
t^rieusonent le Nonce du Pape (afin que les autres 
ministres en fussent inform^) que 1* Inquisition avait 
autoris^ les patriciens k poignarder quiconque essaie- 
rait de tenter leur fid^Iit^. Mais craignant que les 
ambassadeure ne prdtassent foi difficilement k une 
deliberation, qui en effet n*existait pas, Tlnquisition 
voulait prouver qu*eUe en etait capable. Elle or- 
donna des recherches pour d^couvrir B*il n*y avait 
pas dans Venise quelque eziie audessus du conmiun, 
qui eAt rompo son ban ; ensuite un des patriciens qui 
etaient aux gages du tribunal, recot la mission d'as- 
sassiner ce malheureux, et Tordre de s'en vanter, en 
disant qu*il s*euut porte k cet acte, parce que ce banni 
etait Tagent d*un ministre Stranger, et avait cheiche 
k le corrompre." — ** Remarquons,** adds M. Dam, 
** qne»ceci n*esC pas une simple anecdote ; c*est une 
mission projetee, deiiberee, ^crite d*avance ; une r^gle 
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de conduite trac^e par des hommes graves^ k leurs 
snccessetUB, et consignee dans des statuts." 

The cases in which assassination is ordered by 
these statutes are as follow : — 

** Un ouvrier de rarsenal, un chef de ce qu*on ap- 
pelle parmi les morins le monstrance, paasait-il au 
service d'une puissance etrang^re, il fallait le faire 
assassiner, surtout si c*etait uu honmie repute brave 
et habile dans sa profession.** — {ArL 3, dee SuUuU,) 

** Avait-il coBunis quelque action qu'on ne jugait 
pas k propos de punir juridiquementt on devait to 
faire empoisonner/*—^ Art 14«) 

** Un artisan passait-il k retronger en v exportant 
quelque precede de rindustric nalionole : e*etait en- 
core un crime capital, que la loi inconnue ordonnait 
de punir par un ossassinat.*' — {Art. 26.) 

The facility with which they got rid of their Dukb 
of Bedfords, Lord Fitzwilliams, etc. was admirable ; 
it was thus : — 

** Le patricien qui se permettait la moindro propos 
centre le gouvemement, etait admonete deux fois, et 
k la troisi^me noye comme incorrigible,r^AH. 39.) 

Page 205, line 17, 

Reflexions on reading, etc. 

The "Conjuration de Nicolas Gabrini, dit de Ri- 

enxi,'* by the Jesuit de Ceroean, is chiefly taken from 

the much more audientic work of Fortifiocca on the 

sulgeet Kenxi was- the son of a latmdress. 



Pkge 206, line 9. 
Their gilded gcinraions. 
** Les gentilshommes conjuxvs portaient devant Ini 
trois etendarts* Nicolas Guallato, sumomme le bem 
dieew, portait le premier, qui etait de couleur rouge, 
et plus grand que les autres. On y voyait des carao- 
tires d*or avec une femuM assise sur deux lions, 
tenant d*ime main le globe du monde, et de I'autre 
une Palme pour representer la ville de Rome. 
C*etait le Gon&lon de la LSberte. Le Seeondf k 
fonds bhinc, avee un St. Paul tenant de la droile une 
Epee nue et de la gauche la couronne de Jtudce^ etait 
porte par Etienne Magnacuccia, notaire apostolique. 
Dans le troisienie^ Sl Pierre avait en main lee drfe 
de la Concorde et de la Paix. Tout cela insinuait to 
dessein de Rienzi, qui etait de retablir la Uberte, la 
justioe, et la paix.** — Du Cerceau, liv. 2. 

P^ 906, line 63. 

That Ghost of Her, 
The wof1d*s Imperial Mistress. 

This image is borrowed from Hobbes, whose words 
are, as near as I can recollect : — ** For what ii the 
Pftpacy, but the Ghost of the old Roman Empire 
sitting crowned on the grave thereof 7*' 
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FABLE L 

THE DISSOLUTION OF THE HOLT ALLIANCB. 

A Dream, 

Ttk had a dream that bodes no good 
Unto the Holy Brotherhood. 
I may be wrong, but I confess — 

As lar as it is right or lawful 
For one, no conjuror, to guess — 

It seems to me extremely awful. 

Methou^it, upon the Neva's flood 

A beautiful Ice Pslace stood ; 

A dome of frost-work, on the plan 

Of that once built by Empress Anne,' 

Which shone by moonlight — as the tale is — 

like an aurora borealis. 

In this said palace — fumish*d aU 

And lighted as the best on land are— 
I dream'd there was a splendid ball. 

Given by the Elmperor Alexander, 
To entertain, with all due seal. 

Those holy gentlemen who *Te shown a 
Regard so kind for Europe*8 weal. 

At Troppau, Laybaeh, and Verona. 

The thought was happy, and designed 
To hint how thus tlw human mind 
May — like the stream imprison*d there — 
Be checked and chill'd till it can bear 
The heaviest Kings, that ode or sonnet 
E*er yet be-praised, to dance upon iL 

And all were pleased, and cold, and stately, 

Shivering in grand illumination — 
Admired the superstructure gready. 

Nor gave one thought to the foundation. 
Much too the Czar himself exulted. 

To all plebeian (eara a stranger. 
As Madame Kmdener, when consulted. 

Had pledged her word there was no danger. 
So, on he caper*d, fearless quite. 

Thinking him<«lf extremely clerer. 
And wakz'd away with all his might. 

As if the flxMt would last for erer. 



1 " It w w«H known that the EmproM Anne bailt a oalaee 
of ice, on the Neva, in 1740, which was fifty-two foet in 
•tfOfth, and wlien iliaminatod had a aurpriaing aflsct.** — 
PinkerUn. 



Just fancy Bow a bard like me. 

Who reverence monarchs, musfe have trembled. 
To see that goodly company 

At such a ticklish sport assembled. 

Nor were the feari, that thus astounded 

My loyal soul, at all nnfotmded ; 

For, lo ! ere long, those walls so massy 

Were seized with an illH>men*d dripping, 
And o*er the floors, now growing gUssy, 

Their Holinesses took to slipping. 
The Czar, half through a Polonaise, 

Could scarce get oo for downright stnmhling. 
And Prussia, thou^ to sUppeiy ways 

So used, was cuisedly near tumbling. 

Yet still *t was who could stamp the floor most, 
Russia and Austria 'naong the foremost. 
And now, to an Italian sir. 

This precious brsce would hand in hand go ; 
Now— while old """ from his dudr, 
Intreated them his toes to spare — 

Called loudly out for a fandango. 

And a fandango, 'faith^ they had. 
At which they all sat to like mad- 
Never were Kings (though small the 
Of wit sidbng their Excellencies,) 
So out of all their princely 



But, ah ! that dance — that Spanish dance- 
Scarce was the luckless strain begun. 

When, glaring red — as 1 were a glance 
Shot from an angry southern sun — 

A light through all the chambers flamed; 
Astonishing old Fsther Frost, 

Who, bunting into tears, cxclaim*d, 
** A thaw, by Jove ! — we're lost, we're lost * 

Run, F ! a second Waterloo 

Is come to drown you — sauce qvdpeMi!*'' 

Why, why will monarchs ci^wr so 

In palaces without foundations 7 
Instantly all was in a flow : 

Crowns, fiddles, sceptres, decoratifNis , 
Those royal aims, that look'd so nice. 
Cut out in the resplendent ice ; 
Those eagles, handsomely provided 

With double heads for double dealings- 
How fast the globes and sceptres glided 

Out of their claws on all the ceilings ! 
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EVodd Pruana*! double bud of pnj. 
Tame m a spatchcock, slunk away; 
While— just like France heraelfi when the 

Proclaima how great her naval akill w — 
Poor •*♦*♦♦' drowning/ntrs-cMyt 

Imagined themselTes looter-liliet. 
And not alone rooms, <!eilings, shdTeSf 

But— ^etill more fatal eiecution-** ' 
The Great Legitimates themselves 

Seem*d in a state of dissolution. 
The indignant Cxar— when just about 

To issue aeublime Ukase — 
"Whereas, all light must he kept out*' 

Dissolved to nothing in its Uase. 
Neit Prussia took his turn to melt, 
And, while his lips illustrious felt 
The influence of this southern air, 

Some word like **Con8titotion," long 
Conceal'd in frosty silence there, 

Came slowly thawing from his tcnoigue. 
While •••*••, lapsing by degrees. 

And sighing out a fiunt adieu 
To truffles, salmis, toasted cheese. 

And smoking fondiUi quickly grew 

Himself into a fondu too ;— 
Or, like that goodly Kmg they make 
Of sugar, for a twelflh-night cake. 
When, in some urchin's mouth, alas, 
It melts into a shapeU 



In short, I scarce could count a minute 
"Ere the bright dome, and all within it — 
Kings, Fiddlers, Emperors — all were gone ! 

And nothing now was seen or heard 
But the bright river, rushing on, 

Happy as an enfranchised bird. 
And prouder of that natural ray. 
Shining along its chainless way- 
More proudly happy thus to glide 

In simple grandeur to the sea. 
Than when in sparkling fetters tied. 
And decked with all that kingly pride 

Could bring to light ils davery ! 

Such is my dream — and, I confess, 

I tremble at its awfblness. 

That Spanish dance — that southern beam — 

But I say nothing — there *s my dream — 

And Madame Knidener, the she-prophet. 

May make just what she pleases of it 



FABLE n. 

THX LOOKlNC^aLAfnf. 

Proem, 

HKRB Kings have been by mob-electioiM 

Raised to the throne, *tis strange to see 
What different and what odd peifectiona 

Men have required in royalty. 
Some, hkeing monarcha large and plumpy, 

Have chosen their Sovereigns by the weight ; 
Some wish'd tbem tall ; some thou^t your dampy, 

Dutch-buih the true Legitimate.* 

I The Goths had a law to choose always a ihort thick 
for thoir kiaf .— JIAiiute^ Gmsu^. Ub. Ui. p. 164. 



The Easterns, in a Prince, 'tis said, 
Prefbr what *s caird a jolter-head ;* 
The Egyptians were n't at all partic*lar. 

So that their Kings had not red hair-^ 
7^ ftnlt not even the greatest stickler 

For the hlood-'royal well could bear 
A thousand mofe such illustratioiii 
Might be adduced from various nations; 
But, 'mong the many tales they tell u^ 

Touching the acquired or natural right 
Which some men have to rale their fellows^ 

There *i one which I shall here recite >- 

JfaUs* 

Thbkb was a land— to imbm the place 
Is neither now my wish nor duty-^ 

Where reignM a eeitain royal race, 
By right of their superior beauty. 

What was the cut legitimale 

Of these great persons* chins and doses, 
By right of which they ruled the stale. 

No history I have seen discloses. 



But so it was— a settled 

Some act of P^uiiamentj pass'd anugly, 
Had voted them a beauteous race. 

And all their faithful sulgects ugly. 

As rank, indeed, stood high or low. 
Some change it made in visual orgaiis ; 

Your Peere were decent — Knights, so so — 
But all your coH^mon people gor^ons f 

Of course, if any knave but hinted 
That the King's nose was tura'd awty. 

Or that the Queen (Gk>d save us !) squinted — 
The judges dodttfd that bttve to die. 

But rarely things like this ocenxr'd : 
The people to their King were doteouff 

And took it, on his foyal word< " 
That they were frights and he was beauteous 

The came whereof^ among all dassee, 
Wat simply this>^-these island elves 

Had never yet seen looking-glasses. 
And, tKerefbfe, did not kmw i ke mt eh e M ^ 

Sometimes, indeed, their neighbouia' faoes 
Blight strike them aa more full of reason, 

More fresh than those in certain places — 
Bat, Lord ! the very thought was treasoftl 

Besides, howe*er we love our neighbour. 
And take his face's part, *t is known 

We never half so earnest labour. 
As when the fiice attack'id 's our own. 

So, on they went — the crowd believing 
(As crowds well gtfvem'd always doi) 

Tlieir rulers^too, themselves deceiving-^ 
So old the joke they thought it trae. 

But jokes, we know, if they too hi go,' 
Must have an end'; and sd, one day, 
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Upon that coast there was a cargo 
Of looking-glanes cast away. 

*T was said, some Radicals, somewhere. 
Had laid their wicked heads together, 

And forced that ship to founder there — 
While some believe it was the weather. 

Howerer this might be, the freight 
Was landed without fees or duties; 

And, from tkit hour, historians date 
The downfall of the race of beauties. 

The looking-glasses got about. 
And grew so common through the land. 

That scarce a tinker coukl walk out 
Witlkout a mirror in his hand. 

Comparing faces, morning, noon, 
Alid night, theb constant occupation-— 

By dint of looking-glasses, soon 
They grew a most reflecting nation. 

In Tain the Court, aware of errorb 
In all the old, established mazards, 

ProhilHted the use of mirrors. 
And tried to break them at all hazards : 

In vain — dieir laws might just as well 
Have been waste paper on the shelves ; 

That fatal fVeight had broke the spell ; 
People had looked — and knew themselves 

If chance a Duke, of birth sublime. 

Presumed upon his ancient face 
(Some calf-head, ugly from all time,) 

They popped a mirror to his Grace^ 

Just hinting, by that gentle sign, 

How little Nature holds it true, 
That what is call'd an ancient line 

Must be the line of Beauty too. 

FVom Dukes* they pass*d to regal phizses, 
Compared them proudly with their own. 

And cried, ** How couid such monstrous quizzes. 
In Beauty's name, usurp the throne?*' ^ 

They then wrote essays, pamphlets, books, 

Upon coemetical economy, 
Which made the King try various looks, 

Bot none improved his physiognomy. 

And satires at the Court they levellM, 
And small lampoons, so full of slynesses, 

That soon, in short, they quite be-devil*d 
Their Majesties and Royal Highnesses. 

At length — but here 1 drop the veil. 
To spare some loyal folks' sensations ; 

Besides, what follows is the tale 
Of alt such late-enlighten'd nations ; 

Of all to whom old Time discloses 
A truth they should have sooner known — 

That Kings havp neither rights nor noses 
A whit diviner than their own. 



FABLE m. 

THX FLT AND THX BULLOCK. 
Proem, 
Of all that, to the sage*s-sarvoy 
This world presents of topsy-turvey. 
There 's noa^ so much disturbs his patieiie> 
As little minds in lofty stations. 
*T is like that sort of painful wonder 
Which slight and pigmy columns under 

Enormous arches give beholden ; 
Or those poor Caryatides, # 

Condenm'd to smile and stand at ease. 

With a whole house upon their sbouldw 

Ul as in some few royal cases. 
Small minds are bom into such pla ce s 
If they are there, by Right Divine, 

Or any such sufficient reason, 
Why— Heaven forbid we should repine ! — 

To wish it otherwise were treason ; 
Nay, even to see it in a vision. 
Would be what lawyers call muprinon. 

Sir RoBBKT FiLMBR ssyn — and he. 

Of course, knew all about the itetter— 
** Both men and beasts love monarehy :*' 

Which proves how rational — the latter 
Sidney, indeed, we know, had quite 
A diflerent notion firom the knight ; 
Nay, hints a King nuiy lose his head 

By slipping awkwardly his Inidle : 
But this is Jacobin, ill-bred. 
And (now-a-days, when Ejngs are led 

In patent snaffles) downright idle. 

No, no — it is n*t foolish Kings 
(Those fiz'd, inevitable things — 
Bores paramount, by right of birth) 

That move my wrath, but your preceoden 
Your mushroom ralen, sons of earth. 

Who, not like t' others, cromCd oiftaden 
(Regular graOa Dei blockheads, 
Bora with three kingdoms in their points,) 
Nor leaving, on the scale of mind. 
These royal Zeros far behind, 
Yet, with a brass that nothing stops, 

Push up into the lofUest stations. 
And, though too dull to manage shops 

Presume, the dolts, to manage ni^tinnff . 

This class it is that moves my gall, 
And stirs up spleen, and bile, and all 
While other senseless things appear 
To know the limits of their sphere — 
While not a cow on earth romances 
So much as to conceit she dances — 
While the most jumping FVog we know of, 
Would scarce at Asdey's hope to show off— 
Your ♦***s and •***s dare, 

Pigmy as are their minds, to set them 
To any business, any where. 

At any time that fools will let them. 
But leave we here these upstart things — 
My business is, just now, with Kings ; 
To whom, and to their right-line glory, 
I dedicate the foUowinJI story * 
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The wise men of Egypt were secret u dommiea ; 

And, even when they moet condescended to teach, 
They pack'd up their meaning, at they did their 
mommies, 

In so many wrappexa, *t was oat of one*s reaeh. 

They were also, good people, much giren to Kings — 
Fond of monarchs and crocodiles, monkeys ttnd 
mystery. 

Bats, hieraphants, hlue-bottle ffies, and such things — 
As will partly appear in this very short history, 

A Scythian philosopher (nephew, they say. 
To that other great traveller, young Anacharsis) 

Stepp'd into a temple at Memphis one day. 
To have a short peep at their mystical farces. 

He saw a brisk bhie-bottle Fly on an altar,* 
Made much ot, and worshipped as something 
divine ; 

While a large handsome Bollock, led there in a halter, 
Before it lay stabb'd at the (bot of the shrine. 

Surprised at such doings, he whispered his teacher — 
** If 't is n*t impertinent, may I ask why 

Should a Bullock, that oseful and powerful creature. 
Be thus offered up to a blue-bottle Fly ?** 

** No wonder," said t' other, **you stare at the sight, 
Bot iM as a symbol of monarchy view it : 

That Fly on the shrine is Legitimate Right, 
And that Bullock the people that's sacrificed to it. 
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FABLE IV. 

CHURCH AND STATE. 

Proem, 

**The moment any reli|:ion boeomes national, orestabliib- 
ad, ita purity must eertainiy be loat, becaoae it b then im- 
noaaible to keep it unconnected with mon*s intoreiU ; and, 
if connected, it most evidently be penrerted by tbam.**— 
Saaaia Jenyiw. « 

Thus did Soamk Jkntitv— though a Tory, 
A Lord of Trade and the PlanUtions— 

Feel how Religion's sinqile glory 
Is stained by State associations. 

When Cathkiunk, after murdering Poles 

Appealed to the benign Divinity, 
Then Mtthem up in protocols. 
Made fractions of their very souls — • 

All in the name of the bless'd Trinity ; 
Or when her grandson, Alexander, 
Tl^ migtey northern salamander. 
Whose icy touoh, felt ail about, 
Putt eveiy fire of Freedom out — 
When he, too^^inds up his Ukases 
With GoDbfnd Uie Panagia's praises— 
When he, of royal saiu^ the type. 

In holy water dips the sponge. 



With which, at one imperial wipe. 

He would all human rights expunge ! 
When ♦♦♦♦♦* (whom, as King and eater, 
Some name ***-*♦*♦, and some *** ♦♦♦*♦♦♦ 
Calls down ** Saint Louis' God" to witness 
The right, humanity, and fitness 
Of sending eighty thousand Solons— 

Sages with muskets and laced coats— 
To cram instruction, nolens voIcim, 

Down the poor struggling Spaniard's throats— 
I can't help thinking (though to Kings 

I must, of course, like other men, bow) 
That when a Christian monarch brings 
Religion's name to gloss diese things — • 

Such blasphemy out-Benbows Benboi^ ! 

Or — not so far for facU to roam. 
Having a few much nearer home- 
When we see churchmen, who, if ask'd, 
** Must Ireland's slaves be tithed and task'd* 
And driven, like negroes or Croats, ' 

That you may roll in wealth and bliss 7" 
Look from beneath their shovel hats 

With all due pomp, and answer ** Yes !" 
But then, if question'd, ** Shall the brand 
Intolerance flings throughout that land. 
Betwixt her palaces and hovels. 

Suffering nor peace nor love to grow. 
Be ever quench'd ?*' — ^from the same shovels 

Look grandly forth, and answer ** No !" — 
Alas, alas ! have these a claim 
To merciful Religion's name 7 

If more you want, go, see a bevy 

Of bowing parsons at a levee 

(Chusing your time, when straw *s before 

Some apoplectic bishop's door :) 

There, if thou canst with life escape 

That sweep of lawn, that press of crape, 

Just watch their rev'rences and graces, • . 

Should'ring their way on, at aU riaks, 
And say, if those round am|^e faces 

To heaven or earth most turn tiheir disks 7 



1 Aeeordiaf to iClian, it was in ihe island of Leucadia 
thay practised this ceremony — »««•» ^9v» r»ts nvt^ii^—Dt 
jHimal. lib. ii. cap. 8. 

9 Aoaas, dami-amaa, ale. 



This, this it is— Religion, made, 
'TVixt Church and State, a truck, a trade— 
This most ill-match'd, unholy Co. 
From whence the ills we witness flow — 
The war of many creeds w^ith one. 
The extremes of too much faith, and none— 
The qualms, the fumes of sect and sceptic. 
And aU that Reason, grown dyspeptic 
By swallowing forced or noxious creeds. 
From downright indigestion breeds ; 
Till, 'twixt old bigotry and new, 
'Twixt Blasphemy and Cant — the two 
Rank ills with which this age is cursed- 
We can no more tell wkich is worst. 
Than erst could Egypt, when so rich 
In various plagues, determine which 
She thought most pestOent and vile— 
Her firogs, like Benbow and Carlile, 
Croaking their native mud-notes loud, 
Or her (at locusts, like a cloud 
Of ploralists, obesely lowering. 
At once benighting and devouring;! 
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Thii — this it n —And here I pray 

Thow sapient wits of the Reviews, 
Who make lu poor, dull authors say,' 

Not what we mean, but what they choose ; 
Who to our most abundant shares 
Of nonsense add still more of theiis. 
And are to poets just mich evils 

As oaterpillars find those flies* 
That, not content to sting like devils. 

Lay eggs upon their backs likewise^ 
To guard against such foul deposits, 

Of others' meanings in my rhymes 
(A thing more needful here because k *s 

A subject ticklish in these times,) 
I here to all such wits make known. 

Monthly and weekly. Whig and Tory, 
*T is thit Religion— this alone— 

J aim at in the following story : 

FaUe. 

Whin Royalty was young and hold. 
Ere, touched by Time, he had become^ 

If *t is not civil to say old — 
At least, a ci-devant jeune homme. 

One evening, on some wild pursuit. 

Driving along, he chanced to see 
Religion, passing by on foot. 

And took him in his vitJi-vu. 

This said Religion was a fKar, 
The humblest and the best of men. 

Who ne*er had notion or desire 
Of riding in a coach till then. 

^ ** I say" — quoth Royalty, who rather 
Enjoy'd a masquerading joke — 
** I say, suppose, my good old fkther. 
You lend me, for a while, your cloak." 

The friar consented— little knew 
What tricks the youth had in his head ; 

Besides, was rather tempted, too. 
By a laced coat he got in stead. 

Away ran Royalty, slap-dash. 
Scampering like mad about the town ; 

Broke windows — shiver'd lamps to smash. 
And kQQCk*d whole scores of watchmen down. 

While nought could they whose heads were broke. 
Learn of the ** why" or the " wherefore," 

Except that *t was Religion's cloak 
The gentleman, who crack'd them, wore. 

Meanwhile, the Friar, whose head was tum'd 

By the laced coat, grew frisky too— 
Look'd big — his former habits spum'd — 

And stormM about as great men do- 
Dealt much in pompous oaths and ourMs — 

Said ** Dsmn you," often, or as bad — 
Laid claim to other people's purses- 

In short, grew either knave or mad. 

1 " Tim ][rroiil«>^ niimbrr of the iehneamon tribe are Men 
•nUlinj^ upon tho back of the caterpillar, and darting at dif- 
ferent inl«rvr))8i||«i| »\\ngn inio itt body — at every dart they 
deposit an r'^^."—Oolrfsmith 



As work like this was unbefitting. 
And flesh and blood no longer bore it. 

The Court of Conmion Sense then sitting, 
Summon'd the culprits both before it. 

Where, after houra in wrangling spent 
(As courts must wrangle to decide well,) 

Religion to Saint Luke's was sent. 
And Royalty pack'd 00*10 Bridewell: 

With this proviso— Should they be 

Restored in due time to their senses. 
They both must give security 

In future, against such offences- 
Religion ne'er to lend his doaik, 

Seeing what dreadful work it leads to ; 
And Royalty to crack his joke — 

But not to crack poor people's heads, too. 



FABLE V. 

THE LITTLE GRAND LAMA. 

Fvoetn. 

Novella, a young Bolognese, 

The daughter of a leam'd law doctor,' 
Who had with all the subtleties 

Of old ar.d modem jurists stock'd her. 
Was so exceeding fair, *t is said. 

And over hearts held such dominion. 
That when her father, sick in bed. 
Or busy, sent her, in his stead. 

To lecture on the Code Justinian, 
She had a curtain drawn before her. 

Lest, if her charms were seen, the students 
Should let their young eyes wander o'er her. 

And quite forget their jurisprudence.* 
Just so it is with Truth — when sera. 

Too fair and bright — 't is from behind 
A lig^t, thin allegoric screen. 

She thus can safest teach mankind. 

F<Me. 

In Thibet once there reifn'd, we *re told, 
A little Lama, one year old- 
Raised to the throne, that realm to bless. 
Just when his little Holiness 
Had cut — as near as can be reckon'd — 
Some say Yusjint tooth, some his second, 
ChroBologers and versltai vary. 
Which proves historians should be wary* "^ 
We only know the important truth — ' 
His Majesty had cut a tooth.' 

And much his subjects were enchaotil^ 
As well all Lamas' subjects may be, 

1 Androaa. 

8 Quand il £toit occupy d'sucutie ennoine, il envoyait 
Novelle, sa fille, on son lieu lire anx ruchof^rtn eharfe, et, 
afin que la biafit^ d' elle n* emp^eh&tla peosAe dea oyania, 
elle avoit une petite roiirtine devant die. — drt'sl. de Pise, 
Citi dsa DamtM^ p. 11. cbap. 36. 

3 See TVtrnrr'f EmbaMV to Thibet for an aeeoant of his 
interview with the Lama. " Teelipo Lana (h« aaya) wae si 
thif time eicrhtc^n month* old. Though he waa unable f* 
•peak a word, he made the moat expreatire sisnt, and eon 
dueled himself with aslnntthinf 4ifnitf and oeeoram ** 
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- And would haTe given their heads, if wanted. 

To make tee-totums for the baby 
As he was there by Right Divine 

(What lawyers call Jure Divino, 
Meaning a right to yours, and mine, 

And every body's goods and rhino) — 
Of course his faithful subjecu* purses 

Were ready with their aids and succours — 
Nothing was seen but pension'd nurses. 

And the land groan'd with bibs and tuckers. 

Oh ! had there been a Hume or Bennet 
Then sitting in the Thibet Senate, 
Ye gods, what room for long d^Mites 
Upon the Nuiseiy Estimates ! 
What cutting down of swaddling-clothes 

And pin-*-fores,in nightly battles ! 
What calls for papers to expose 

The waste of sugar-plums and rattles ! 
But no— if Thibet had M. Pi., 
They were far better bred than these ; 
Nor gave the slightest opposition, 
During the Monarch's whole dentition 

But short this calm ; for, just when he 
Had reacVd the alarming age of three. 
When royal natures— and, no doubt 
Those of aU noble beasts — break out. 
The Lama, who till then was quiet, 
Show*d sjrmptoms of a taste for riot ; 
And, ripe for mischief, early, late, 
Without regard for Church or State, 
Made free with whosoe'er came nigh— 

Tweak*d the Lord Chancellor by the nose, 
TuraM all the Judges* wigs awry, 

And trod on the old General's toes- 
Pelted the Bishops with hot buns. 

Rode cock'horM on the City maces, ' 
And sh«t, from little devilish guns. 

Hard peas into his subjects' faces. 
In short, such wicked pranks he play'd, 

And grew so misctuevous (God Mess him !) 
lliat his chief Num — though with the aid 
Of an Archbishop— was afraid, 

When in these moods, to comb or dress him ; 
And even the persona, most inclined 

For Kings, through thick and thin, to stickle, 
Thought him (if they'd but speak their mind. 

Which they did nof.) an odious pickle. 

At length, some patriot lords— « breed 

Of animals they have in Thibet, 
Extremely rare, and ^ indeed, 

For folks like Fidcock to exhibit-^ 
Some patriot lords, seeing the length 
To which things went, combined their strength. 
And penn'd a manly, plain and free 
Remonstrance to the Nursery ; 
Jn which, protesting that diey yielded 

To none, that ever went before \ 
ffk loyalty to him who wielded 

The hereditary pap-spoon o*er *< 
That, as for treason, 't was a thing 

That made them almost sick to think of— 



That they and theirs stood by the King, 

Throughout his measles and his chin*coug^, 
When othere, thinking him consumptive. 
Had ratted to the heir Presumptive ' — 
But, still — though much admiring Kings 
(And chiefly those in leading-strings) — 
They saw, with shame and grief of soul. 

There was no longer now the wise 
And constitutional control 

Of birdi before their ruler's eyes ; 
But that, of late, such pranks, and tricks. 

And freaks occurr'd the whole day long. 
As all, but men with bishopricks, 

Allow'd, even in a King, were wrong — 
Wherefore it was they humUy pray'd 

That Honourable Nursery, 
That such reforms be henceforth made. 

As all good men desired to see ; — 
In other words (lest they might seem 
Too tedious,) as the gentlest scheme 
For putting all such pranks to rest. 

And in its bud the mischief nipping — 
They ventured humbly to suggest 

His Majesty should have a whipping ! 

When this was read — ^no Congreve rocket. 

Discharged into the Gallic trenches. 
E'er equall'd the tremendous shock it 

Produced upon the Nursery Benches. 
The Bishops, who of course had ^Eotes, 
By right of age and petticoats, 
Were firrt and foremost in the fbss'— 

** What, whip a Lama !— suffer birch 

To touch his sacred infamous ! 

Deistical ! — assailing thus 

The fundamentals of the Church ! 
No— no — such patriot plans as these 
(So help them Heayen«-and their sees J) 
They held to be rank hlasphemiea." 

The alarm thus given, by these and other 

Grave ladies of the Nursery side, 
Spread through the land, till, such a pother, 

Such party squabbles, far and wide, 
Never in history's page had been 
Recorded, as were then between 
The Whippen and Non-whippen seeiL 
Till, things arriving at a state 

Which gave some fears of revolution, 
The patriot lords* advice, though latei, 

Was put at last in execution. 
The PkrBament of Thibet met-^ 

The httle Lama, call'd before it. 
Did, then and there, his whipping get. 
And (as the Nursery Gazette 

Assures us) like « hero bore it. 

And though 'mong Thibet Tories, some 
Lament that Royal Martynfom 
(Please to observe, the letter D 
In this last word 's pronounced like B,) 
Yet to the example of that Prince 

So much is Thibet's land a dAcor, 
'lis said, her little Lamas since 

Have all behaved themselves mvck better 
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FABLE VI. 



THE XXTINGUIfHKfta. 



Proem, 

Though soldiers are the true supports, 
The natural allies of Courts, 
Woe to the Monardi who depends 
Too much on his red-coated friends ; 
For eren soldiera sometimes think — 

Naj, Colonels have been known to reason^- 
And reasoners, whether clad in pink. 
Or red, or blue, are on the brink 

(Nine cases out of ten) of treason. 

Not many soldien, I beUeve, are 

As fond of liberty as Mina ; 
Else — ^woe to Kings, when Freedom's fever 

Once turns into a ScarUiina ! 
For then— 4Mit hold— 'tis best to veil 
My meaning in the following tale :•— 

F(Mt. 

A LOKD of Persia, rich and great. 

Just come into a large estate. 

Was shock'd to find he had, for nei^ibours. 

Close to his gate, some rascal Gbebers, 

Whose fires, beneath his very note 

In heretic combustion rose. 

But lords of Persia can, no doubt. 

Do what they will— -«o, one fine mornings 
He tum'd the rascal Gbebers out. 

First giving a few kicks for warning. 
Then, thanking Heaven most piously, 

He knock'd their temple to the ground. 
Blessing himself for joy to see 

Sudi P&gan rains strew'd around. 
But much it vez'd my lord to find. 

That, while all else obey'd his will. 
The fire these Gbebers left behind — 

Do what 6e would — kept burning still 
Fiercely he storm'd, as if his frown 
Could scare the bright insuigent down ; 
But no— such fires arc headstrong thmgs, 
And care not much for lords or kings. 
Scarce could his lordship well contrive 

The flashes in one place to smother. 
Before — hey, ppe8to--all alive. 

They sprung up freshly in another. 

At length, when, spite of prayers and damns, 

'T was found the sturdy flame defied him. 
His stewards came, with low soZams, 

Ofiering, by contract^ to provide him 
Some large extinguiahers (a plan 
Much used, they said, at Ispahan, 
iTienna, Petersburgh — in short. 
Wherever light 's forbid at court) — 
Machines no lord should be without. 
Which would, at once, put promptly out 
Fires of all kinds — from staring stark 
Volcanos to the tiniest spark — 
TiU all things slept as dull and dark 



As, in a great lord's neighbourhood, 
'T was right and fitting all things should. 
Accordingly, some large supplies 

Of these Extinguishers were furaish'd 
(All of the true, imperial size,) 

And there, in rows, stood black and boiiush*d. 
Ready, where'er a gleam but shone 
Of light or fire, to be clapp'd on. 

But, ah ! how lordly wisdom mtb. 
In trusting to extinguishers ! 
One day, when he had left all sure 
(At least hdieoed so,) dark, secuie— 
The flame, at all its exits, entries. 

Obstructed to his heart's content, 
And black extinguishers, like sentries. 

Placed upon every dangerous vent— 
Ye gods ! imagine his amaze, 

His wrath, his rage, when, on returning. 
He found not only the old bUze, 

Brisk as before, crackling and burning— 
Not only new, yoimg conflagrations^ 
Popping up round in various stations— 
But, still more awful, strange, and dire. 
The Extinguishers themselves on fire ! ! ' 
They, they — those trusty, blind machines 

His lordship had so long been praising. 
As, under Providence, the means 

Of keeping down all lawless blazing. 
Were now themselves — alas, too trae 
The shameful fact — tum'd blazers too^ 
And, by a change as odd as cruel. 
Instead of dampers, served for fuel 1 

Thus, of his only hope bereft, 

**What," said the great man, ''must be done T 
All that, in scrapes like this, is left 

To great men is — to cut and run. 
So run he did ; while to their grounds 

The banish'd Gbebers bless'd retum'd : 
And, though their fire had broke its bounds, 

And all abroad now wildly bom'd. 
Yet well could they, who loved the flame. 
Its wand'ring, its excess reclaim ; 
And soon another, fairer dome 
Arose to be its sacred home. 
Where, cherish'd, guarded, not confin*d. 
The living glory dwelt inshrined. 
And, shedding lustre, strong but even. 
Though born of earth, grew worthy Heaven 

MoraL 

The moral hence my Muse infers 
Is — that such lords are simple elves. 

In trusting to extinguishers 
That are combustible themselves. 



1 The idea of thiti fnb'e was caufht froM oo« of tboss 
brilliant mot* which abound in tbo conversation of my 
friend, Uie author of the Letter* to Julia — a production 
which cootaim some of the happiest apeoiiQens nf pisyfti. 
poetry that have appeared in thU or any ago. 
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CORRUPTION AND INTOIiERANCE ; 

TWO POEHS. 



rendering anaectmKrj dw ftaqoont ranciMi or pre- 
rogntivt^ ihit DDwisldT powv which cuuM move a 
iihout iluio, il limited the onlr inteifennca 



Thi practice which huUlelj been intTDducnl 
liUnnire, of wridng vet; long noUa upon ncy u 
Aram VBiMs, >ppe*n to dw nther ■ bippy inveni 
for iiiiipplie* lu with » mods of tumiugilupid j'j 
to icccnni; uid uhonei too dull for the ^aiiilli 
•erve waD eaongh to dnw lumber, » psema oT this 
land Duks eiceUenl beuti or burden, ud will be 
notei, Ibougta thej may not boi mding:, Dcsidf 

cemij or pajing ■ii)' •errile deftienco to tlie f- 
thit ihej miy eren adopt thU Gocntic ilr>inii 
" Qood lupra n<M nihil id OM." 

In (be Gnt oT the folloiriDg poenu, I htis lenlured 
to ipeak of the Rerolution in Ungiu^ which 

trhich i* therefore neither very new nor p-<yn 
Bat, however u Engliibmu Du; be icprou 
with ingratitude, for appreciating the menu anc 
■nit* of a meaiure which be ia taught to legaid u 
•ourcB ufhii Lberxiei — hownrer ungialerul it mjghi be 
in AMennan Birch la quetlion for a momcni 
nij of that glorioua era to which be ia indel 
tbe Maeoning at ao manjr onliana — jrel in Ir 
who hu noneortbeie obligaiiom to acluLowli^dgc, lo 
whoee Goonliy the ReToladon brought nulh 
■npirj and inaik, and who recollects thai il 
oT Hotynevi wai butned, bjr order of \V 
Whig ParUiment, for duiog to eitend to imfi 
Ireland thoM principle* on which the Rerolut 
pror«iedlj rounded — an Itishnun Roy tcd 
ciiticiae the meaaum of that period, withont expoa- 
tighiniHlf either to the imputation of ingotittidp, or 
tbe nuptcion of being influenced bjr anj popiib le- 

bleaaed with a mote golden opportunity of cnUibli 
ing and KCuriDg it* libenica for ever ihaB the c< 

V of Eightjr-taght preieilted to the people orJHerD 



re tbe people, and whoee abuiei are there- 



lo their 



» and 



. us, II BkilTuUj veiled ftom their tight the onlj 
ii^i%f future ofrayallj. At the lanw time, bow- 
r. that (he Revolution abridged thi* unpopular 
.liLjii-, it amply compenaaied t^ tbe tubatitulion of 
™ power, aa much more potent in ita effect aa it 
lore bfcret in ita opeiationa. In tbe diapoaal of 
mmeniM! rerenue, and tbe eitenaiie patronage ui- 
ed to II, the fint itnindationa of Ihit power of the 
ivii wi.'ie laid ; tbe itmoiatioD of a itanding anny 
■nee inrreaaed aitd ilrengthened it, and the ftow 
ht bamnn which the Act of Settlement oppoaed 
U pragreta have all been gradually removeddur- 
the wiiiggiih lelgni that luccceded, till at length 
ipiril of influence ia become (he vital principle of 

ry piirt of the eon^tiration, lurka under all it* 
n', and regnlatea all ill movemonli; and^ like tbe 
I'^ibli' aylph orgtace vhich preaidei over the mo- 

rhr caiiM of Ubetty and tbe Rciolodon *ra M> ha- 
lally 03iocialed by Engliahmen, that, protaldy, is 
ecting la tbe laner I may lie thought hoatile or in- 

uBt ibim Bucb a guipicion; — the lery otyect wbieb 



:o which I think England ia hi 
which and foreign aubjugaiioi 
npi^llod to chooM, the erron and oraianone of 
nny be remedied, and tint, a> abc then had > 
uliiiil without a Reform, the may now accli ■ 
■n « ithoui a Roiolntion. 
Great Britain. Bol tbe diagiacelbl reigns of Charles . In aprnking of (he parties which bate lo long igi- 
aod Jamea bad weakened and degraded the Doiioual toled Eni-land, it will be obaerved that t loan u little 
character. The boh] notionc of popular lieht, wim )i to the Whiga aa lo their adTcraoriei. Both fscliona 
bad ariaen ant of the atmggleg between (linrlea tho have bnrn equally cruel to Ireland, and pethapa 
Fint and hii Patiiamcnt, were gradually aupplintcd, equally in»tncere in their efforta for the libeniea of 
by Iho*e*taTiabdoctnne(ftitwhich Lord tl— keib-ry iFri^lKKj There i* one name, indeed, connected 
enlogizea tbe churchmen of that period; ami aa thei v^iifi whiggism, of which t can never think but with 
Reformalion had happened too loon for ihe puriiy of i< i>< r n:.! and tendeme**. Ai jnatly, however, 
religion, bo (he Revolution came too lil'? for Iho i.i ' I : Mi«' light of the aun be claimed by any paiticu- 
apirit of liberty. Ita advantagee accordingly w4;r(^ j.ir ' i' iiniion, aa (be aonction of (hal name be aaaunied 
the moat peil ipecioiu and truuitory, while the evil* by any parly whatever : Mr. Foi belonged to ovn.- 
whichit enoiledueRillfeltuidililliHcreatiDg. By kind, ind ihej have tint \%V<tnt'&«ia4d«<«.XT«tA 
9 E 
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With reipect to the few lines upon Intolerance, 
which I have subjoined, they are but the imperfect 
beginning of a long series of Essays, with which I 
here menace my readers, upon the same important 
subject. I shall look to no higher merit in the task, 
than that of giving a new form to claims and remon- 
strances, which have been often much more elegantly 
urged, and which would long ere now have produced 
their effect, but that the minds of some men, like the 
pupil of the eye, contract themselves the more, the 
stronger light there is shed upon them. 



CORRUPTION, 

AN EPISTLE. 



Nur f* cnr»wy mvirtf •£ tf^opa; ixiriirp«Txi txvtx* <tvrii- 
^i|»T«i it (trrt TOWTi«r, v^* mv mwiKmKi xmt vive^i|Kir i| 
£a.X«$. T««r« }* 19'Ti Ti ; ^*|X>9(, i< ti; ii>.i|9i ri* 

mv Tflwrei; Tt( ijriri/ua* T»XXa, jr»rTa, or:* »% rev 

i afoimHV l|pTi;T«l. 

Demostk. Pkilipp. iii. 



Boast on, my friend — though, stript of all beside, 
Thy struggling nation still retains her pride :' 
That pride which once in genuine glory woke, 
When Marlborough fought, and brilliant St. John 

spoke ; 
That pride which still, by time and shame unstung. 
Outlives e'en Whnel*cke*s sword and H*wksb'ry's 

tongue ! 
Boast on, my friend, while in this humblAd isle,* 
Where honour mourns and freedom fears to smile. 
Where the bright light of England's fame is known 
But by the baleful shadow she has thrown 
On all our fate' — where, doom'd to wrongs and 

slights. 
We hear you talk of Britain's glorious rights, 

1 Angli soot sc sos omnia impeose mirantur; eoBterai 
Dstiooes despectui habeoL— JSarcisy (ai quoted in one of 
Drvdeir* prefaces.) 

9 England began verj earlv to feel the efTecia of cruelty 
toward* her dependeoeiea. " The severity of her Govern- 
ment (says Macpheraon) contributed more to deprive her of 
the continental dominions of the family of PUnUifenet than 
the arma of France.**— See his Hiilory, vol. i. pa^ 111. 

3 "By the total reduction of the kmsdom of Ireland, in 
1091 (aaya Burke,) the ruin of the native Iriah, and in a 
great measure too of the first races of the Engliah, was com- 
pletely accomplished. The new English interest was aettled 
with as solid a stability as any thing in human affaira can 
look for. All the pensl laws of that unparalleled code of 
oppression, which wore made after the last event, were ma- 
nifestly the effects of national hatred and scorn towards a 
(«»nquered people, whom the victors delighted to trsmple 
U(ion, and were not at all afraid to provoke.** Yet this is 
the era to which the wise Common Uouncil of Dublin refer 
us for " invaluable blessings,** etc. And this is the ers 
which such Governors ss his Grsos the Duke of R-chm-nd 
think it politic to oommemorste, in the eyes of my insulted 
countrymen, by an annual proceasioo round ths statue of 
King William! 

An unvarying trait of the policy of Great Britain towards 
Ireland has been her aelection of auch men to govern us as 
were least likely to deviate into justice and literality, and 
the alarm which she has tsken when sny conscientious 
Viceroy hss shown symptoms of depsrture from the old 
code of prejudice snd oppression. Our most favourite 
Governors hsve accordingly boon our shortest visitors, and 



As weeping slaves, that under hatdiea lie, 

Hear those on deck extol the sun and sky ! 

Boast on, while wandering through my native haimta, 

I coldly listen to thy patriot vaunts. 

And feel, though close our wedded countries twine 

More sorrow for my own than pride from thine 

Yet pause a moment — and if truths weren 

Can find an inlet to that courtly ear . 

Which loves no politics in rhyme but P— e's. 

And hears no novs but W — M's gazetted lies ; ' 

If aught can please thee but the good old saws 

Of ** Church and State," and ** William's matchless 

laws," 
And ** Acts and Rights of glorious Eiglity-eight," — 
Things, which though now a century out of date. 
Still serve to ballast, with convenient words, 
A few crank arguments for speeching Lords^^— ' 
Turn, while I tell how England's freedom found. 
Where most she looked for life, her deadliest wound; 
How brave she struggled, while her foe was seen, 
How faint since Influence lent that foe a screen; 
How strong o'er James and Popery she prevail'd. 
How weakly fell, when Whigs and gold assail'd.^ 



the fir«t moments of their popularity have in general been 
the last of their governroenL Thus sir Anthony Bellinghsm, 
sfter the desth of Henry the Eighth, was recalled, ** for not 
sufficiently consulting the English interests,** or, in other 
words, for not shooting the requisite quantity of wild Irish. 
The same kind of delttiquency led to the recall of Sir John 
Perrot, in Elicsbeth'a time, sad to that of the Earl of Rad' 
nor. in the reigu of Charles the Second, of whom Lord Or- 
ford says, " We are not told how he disappointed llie King*8 
expectations, probably not by too groat complaisance, nor 
why his administration, which Burnet calls jsst, was dis- 
liked. If it is true tliat he was a good governor, the pre- 
sumption will be that his rule was not disliked by those to 
whom but frcm whom he was sent** — Rofol and Jf6bU 
Authors. 

We are not without iostaoces of the same illiberal policy 
in our own times. 

1 It never seems to occur to tho»e orators and addressers 
who round off so many sentences and paragraphs with tiie 
Bill of Rights, the Act of Settlement, etc that all the pro- 
visions which these Acts coniaine<l for the preservstioo of 
psrliamentanr independence have been long laid aside ss 
romantic and troublesome. The Revolution, as its g rs a tes t 
admirers acknowledge, was little more than a recognition 
of aiicipot privileges, a restoration of that old Gothic strne< 
lure which was brought from the woods of Germsny into 
England. Edward the First had long before msde a similar 
recognition, and had even more oxpreaaly reverted to the 
firat principles of the constitution, by declaring thst " the 
people should hsve their Iswa, Uoerties, sod frss customs, 
as largely and wholly as they have oaed to have the saoM 
at any time they had them.^* But, luckily for the Crown 
and its interests, the concessions both of Edwsrd and of Wil- 
liam have boes equally vague and verbal, equally tbeoreti- 
cal and insincere. The feudal sjratem was continued, not- 
withstanding the former, and Lord M *s honest h^ is 

upon his shoulders, in spite of the Istter. So that I confess 
I never meet with s politician who seriously quotes the De- 
claration of Rights, etc. to prove the actual ezisteooe of 
Engliah liberty, that I do not think of the Marquis, whom 
Montesquieu mentions, (s) who set shout looking for mines 
in the Pyrenees, upon the strength of suthorities which he 
had reed in some ancient authors. The poor MsrquM 
toiled and searched in vain. He quoted his authorities to 
the last, but he found no mines after all. 

9 The chief, perhaps the only, advantage which has re- 
sulted from the system of influeiiee, is the trsnquil, uninter- 
rupted flow which it hss given to the sdministration of 
Government. If Kings mutt be paramount in the State 
(and their Ministers at least seem to think so,} the eountry 
is indebted to the Revolution for enabling them to become 
so quietly, and for removing aoakilfblly the danger of those 
shocks and oollisiom which the ■larminy efforts of preroga- 
tive never failed to produce. 

'a) Liv. xsi, chap. 11. 
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While King! were poor, and all those achemea un- 
known 
Which drain the People, but enrich the Throne ; 
Ere yet a yielding Commona had su'^plied 
Those chains of gold by which themselves are tied ; 
Then proud Prerogative, untaught to creep 
With Bribery's silent foot on Freedom's sleep,' 

II n the nature of a people in ^noral to attend but to the 
ezternais of Goveriimeut. Uavina neither lebure nor abili- 

2 to diKUM its meMurec, they look no deeper than the aur- 
oe for their utility, and no farther than the present for their 
consequences. Mrs. Macaulay has said of a certain period, 
**The people at this time were, as tiie people of Great 
Britain always are, half-stupid, half-drunk, and half-usleep;** 
and however wo may dissent from this petulant offusiDU of 
a Scotcb-womao, it mtut be owned that the reasoning pow- 
•rs of John Bull are not very easily called into action, and 
that even where he does condescend to exert them, it is like 
Dogberry's display of his reading and writing, " where there 
is no need of such vanity ;** as upon that deep question about 
the dangers of the church, which was submitted for his dis- 
cussion by Mr. P-rc-v-1 at the late elections. It follows, 
however, from this apathy of the people, that as long as no 
flaring exertion of power, no open violation of for ms is ob- 
truded upon them, it is of very little consequence how mat- 
ters are managed behind the curtain ; and a few quiet men, 
gettinc close to the ear of the Throne, mav whisper away 
the salvation of the country so inaudibly, that ruin will be 
divested of half its alarming preparatives. If, in addition to 
this slumber of the oeople, a creat majority of those whom 
they have deputed to watch for them, can be induced, by 
aity irresistible ar^ment. to prefer the safety of the govern- 
ment to the integrity of the constitution, and to think a con- 
nivance at the encroachments of power less troublesome 
than the difikulties which would follow reform, I cannot 
imagine a more tranquil state of affairs than must necessa- 
rily result from such |^nera1 snd well-regulated acquies- 
cence. Instead of vain and agitating eflurts to entablish 
that speculative balance of the constitution, which perhaps 
has never existed but in the pages of Montesquieu (a) and 
do Lolme, a preponderance would be silently yielded to one 
of the three estates, which would carry the other two almost 
insensibly, but eflectually, along with it; and even though 
the path mi^ht lead eventually to destruction, yet its spe- 
cious and gilded smoothness would almost atone for the 
danger — like Milton's bridge over Chaos, it would lead 

" Smooth, easy, inoffensive, down to ****. 

1 Though the Kings of England were most unroyallv 
harassed and fettered in all their pursuits by pecuniary dit- 
ficuUies, before the provident enactments of William's reign 
had opened to the Crown its present sources of wealth, yet 
we roust not attribute to the Revolutionary Whigs the credit 
altogether of Inventing this art of guvernment. Its advan- 
tages had long been understood by ministers and favourites, 
thoogh the limits of the royal revenue prevented them fVom 
exereisina it with effect. In the reign of Mary, indeed, the 
goM of Spain, being added to the usual resources ot the 
Throne, produced such a spirit of ductility in her Parlia- 
ments, that the price for which each member had sold him- 
self was publicly ascertained : and if Charies the First could 
havo commanded a similar supply, it is not too mnrh to 
suppose that the Commonwealth never would have existed. 
But it was durinc the reign of the second Charles that the 
nearest approaches were made to that pecuniary system 
which our debt, our funds, and our taxes, have since brought 
to such perfection ; and Clifford and Danby would not dis- 
graoo even the present times of political venality. Still, 
however, the experiment was but partial and imperfect, (b) 
and attended with scarcely any other advantage than that of 
suggesting the uses to which the power of the purw has been 
since converted, Just as the fn'minatini; duft of the chemists 
may have prepared the way fur the invention of gunpowder. 

(a) Monteaqaieu seems not a little satisfied with his own 
ingenuity in finding out the character of liie English from 
the nature of their political institutions ; but it appears to 
me somewhat like idat easy sagacity by which Lavater has 
discovered thegenius of Sbakspeare in his features. 

(b) See Preface to a Collection of Debates, etc. in lOM 
and 1605, for an account of the public tables kept at West- 
minster, in Charles the Second's time. " to feed the betrayers 
of their country." The payment or snob day's work was 
left iinde? their respective plates. 



Frankly avow*d hia bold enslaving plan, 

And claim'd a right from God to trample man ! 

But Luther's light had too much warm'd mankind 

For Hampden's truths to linger long behind ; 

Nor then, when king-like Popes had fallen so low, 

Could pope-like Kings' escape the levelling blow. 

That poiklerous sceptre (in whose place we bow 

To the light talisman of influence now,) 

Too gross, too visible to work the spell 

Which Modem Power performs, in fragmeiUs fell : 

In fragments lay, till, patch'd and painted o'er 

With fleurs-de-lys, it shone and scourged once more! 

*T was then, my friend, thy kneeling nation quaff'd 

Long, long and deep, the churchman's optate draught 

Of tame obedience— ciU her sense of right 

And pulse of gloiy seem'd eztinguish'd quite. 

And Britons slept so sluggish in their chain. 

That wakening Freedom call'd almost in vain ! 

Oh England ! Elngland ! what a chance was thine, 

When the last tyrant of that ill-starr'd line 

Fled from his sullied crown, and left thee fiee 

To fotmd thy own eternal hberty ! 

How bright, how glorious in that stm-shine hour. 

Might patriot hands have raised the triple tower* 

Of British freedom on a rock divine, 

Which neither force could storm nor treachery mine ! 

But no— the luminoua, the lofty plan. 

Like mighty Babel, seem'd too bold for man ; 

The corse of jarring tongues again was given 

To thwart a work which raised men near to Heaven ! 

While Tories marr'd what Whigs had scarce begun,' 

While Whigs undid what Whigs themselves had done,* 



1 The drivelling correspondence between James I. and 
his "dog Stecnie'" (the Duke of Buckingham,) which we 
find among the Hardwick Paiien, sutliciuntljr shows, if we 
wanted such illustration, inio what doting, idiotic brains the 
plan of atbitrary power mav enter. 

8 Tacitus has expressed bis opinion| in a passage very 
frequently quoted, Uiat such a distribuUon of power as the 
theory of'^the British constitution exhibits is merely a subieet 
of bright sfieculation, " a system more easily praised than 
practised, and which, even could it happen to exist, wouU 
certainly not prove permanent ;** and, in truth, if we reflect 
on the Englinh history, we shall feci very much inclined to 
agree wiili Tacitus. We shall find that at no period what- 
ever has this balance of the three estates existed ; that the 
nobles predoroinnted till the policy of Henry VII. and his 
successor reduced their weight by breaking up the feudal 
system of property ; that the power of the Crown became 
then supreme and abaolute, till the bold encroachments of 
the Commons subverted the fabric altogether ; that the alter- 
nate ascendancy of prerogative and privilege distracted the 
period which followed the Restoration; and that, lastly, the 
Acts of 1688, bv laying tlie foundation of an unbounded 
court influence, nave secured a preponderance to the Throne 
which every succeeding year increases. So that the British 
constitution has never perhaps existed but in theory. 

3 " Those two thieves (says Ralph) between whom the 
nation was crucified.** — Use and .ibuae of ParUamenU^ 
page 164. 

4 The monarchs of Great Britain can never be sufficiently 
grateful for that generous spirit which led the Revolutionary 
Whigs to give away the Crown, without impoaing any of 
those restraints or stipulations which other men might have 
taken advantage of such a moment to enforce, snd in fram- 
ing of which tlicy had so good a model to follow as the 
limitations propot-rd by ihe Lords Essex and Halifax, in the 
debate upon the Exclusion Bill. They not only condescend- 
ed, however, to accept of p^acea, but they took care that 
these d'ignitie« should be no impediment to their '* voice po- 
tentiaF' in affairs of legislation ; and though an Act was 
after many years sufferM to pass, which by one of its arti- 
cles disqualified placemen from serving as members of the 
House of Commons, yet it was not allowed to interfere with 
the influence of the reigning monarch, nor indeed wvtK\.VA^. 
of his snccoasor Anne^ a* tnc ^rv^^tm* ^vm^ ''^'^^ "^^^ ^'^ 
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The time was lost, and William, with a smile, 
Saw Freedom weeping o'er the unfiuish'd pile ! 
Hence all the ills you sufler, hence remain 
Such galling fragments of that feudal chain,' 
Whose links, around you by the Norman flung. 
Though loosed and broke so often, still have clung. 
Hence sly Prerogative, like Jove of old. 
Has turned his thunder into showers of gold. 
Whose sUent courtship wins securer joys,* 
Taints b^ degrees, and ruins without noise. 



take effecl lill after the dewane of ihe laUor sovereign, and 
«h« very conaidcrately reiwalod it attogetber. So that, u 
representation has cJMiluiuud ever since, if Ihe King were 
simple enough to send lo foreign courU ambansadors who 
were mosi of them in the pay oi iliose courts, he would be 
just as faithfully represented ss his people. It would be 
endless to enumerate all the favours which were conferred 
upon William by those " apostate Whigs." They compli- 
mented him with the first suspension of the Habeas Corpus 
Act which had been hazarded since the confirmation of that 

erivilege ; and this example of our Deliverer's reign has not 
een lost upon any of his successors. They promoted the 
establishment of a sUndinc army, and circulated in its de- 
fence the celebrated "Balancing Letter," in which it is 
insinuated that England, even ii»en, in lier boasted hour of 
regeneration, was arrived at such a pitch of faction and cor- 
ruption, that nothing could keep her in order but a Whig 
ministry and a standing army. They refused, as long as 
they could, to shorten the duration of Parhamenls ; and, 
though the declaration of rights acknowledged the necenity 
of such a reform, they were abia, by arts not unknown to 
modem miaisters, to brand those as traitors and repubUcaus 
who urged it.(a) But the grand and distinguishing trait of 
their measures was the power which they gave to the Crown 
of annihilating the freedom of elections, of muddying for 
ever that stream of reiiresenUtion, which had, even in the 
roost agitated times, reflected some features of the people, 
but which then, for the first time, became the Psctolos of 
the Court, and grew so darkened with sands of gold, that it 
served for the people's mirror no longer. We need but con- 
sult the writings of that time, to understand the astonish- 
ment then excited by measures, which the practice of a cen- 
tury has rendered not only familiar but necessary. See a 
pamphlet called " The Danger of mercenary Parliaments," 
Sw ; State Tracts, Will. ftl. vol. ii. p. 638 ; and •" abo 
" Some Paradoxes ijresented as a New Year's Gift.' [SUUe 

PoemSy vol. iii. p. 3H7.) . * . , 

1 The last great wound given to the feudal system was 
the Act of the iSth of Chartes II. which sbolished the tenure 
of knights' service in eapitey and which Blackstone com- 
pares, for iu salutary influence upon property, to the boasted 
provisions of Magna Charta itself. Yet even in this Act we 
see the effects of that counteractin| spirit, that Arimanius, 
which has weakend every effort of the English nation to- 
wards liberty, which allowed but half the errors of Popery 
to be removed at the Reformation, and which planted more 
abuses than it suffered to be rooted out at the Revolution. 
The exclusion of copyholders from their share of elective 
rights was permitted to remain as a brand of feudal servi- 
tude, and as an obstacle to the rise of that strong counter- 
balance which an equal representation of property would 
oppose to the weight of the Crown. If the managers of the 
Revolution had been sincere in their wishes for reform, they 
would not only have taken tliis fetter off the rights of elec- 
tion, but they would have renewed th« mode adopted in 
Cromweir* time of increasing the number of knights of the 
shtro, to the exclusion of those rotten insignificant boroughs, 
which have tainted the whole mass of the constitution. 
Lord Clarendon calls this measure of Cromwell's " an al- 
teration fit to be more warrantably made, and in a better 
time." It formed part of Mr. Pitt's plan in 1783; but Mr. 
Pill's plan of reform was a kind of dramatic piece, about 
as likely to be acted as Mr. Sheridan's " Foresters." 

S fore enim tutum iter et patens, 

Converso in prelium Deo. 
Anram per medio* ire satellites, 

(a) See a Pamphlet, published in 1093, upon the King's 
refusing to sign the Triennial Bill, called '* A Discourse be- 
tween a Yeoman of Kent and a Knieht of a Shire."— 
'* Hereupon (says the Yeoman) the gentleman crew angry, 
and sold that I talked like a base eonunoawealUi mao.**^ 



While ParKaments, no more those sacred things 
Which make and rule the destiny of Kings, 
Like loaded dice by ministers are thrown. 
And each new set of sharpers cog their own ! 
Hence the rich oil, that from the Treasiuy steals. 
And drips o'er all the Constitutions wheels. 
Giving Uie old machine such pliant play,* 
That Court and Commons jog one joltless way, 
While Wisdom trembles for the crazy cor, 
So gilt, so rotten, carrying fools so far ! 



l!t perrumpcre aioat saxa, potontius, 
Ictu fuliuinoe. Uorat. lib. iii. od. 
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The Athenians connidcrud Kcductit.n bo much more dan- 
gerous that! fuicu, that the iHiiialiy lur a rape was merely a 
pecuniary hue, wiitle the guilt uf seduciioii was punistied 
with death. And though it must be owned that, during the 
reign of that ravishcr, Prerogative, the poor ConstitutioD 
was treated like Miss Cuueguiid ainoag the Bulgarians; yet 
I agree with the principle ui ihu Atheuiau law, that her pre- 
sent state of willing sclf-ahandonment is much more hope- 
less and irreclaimable, and calls for a more signal vengeanct 
upon her seducers. 

It would be amusing to trace the history of Prerogative 
from the date of its strength under the Tudor princes, wbeu 
Henry VII. and his successors " taught the iteople (as Na- 
thaniel Bacun save) (a) to dance tu the tune uf Allegiance," 
to the period of the Revolution, when the Throne, in its 
attacks upon liberty, began to exchange the noisy exploeiooa 
of Prerogative for the silent and efiectual air-gun of Influ- 
ence. In considering it too since that memorable era, we 
shall find that, while the royal power has been abridged in 
branches where it might be made conducive to the intereata 
of the people, it has been lefl in full and unshackled vigour 
against almost every point where the integrity of the con- 
stitution is vulnerable. For instance, the power of charter- 
ing boroughs, to whose capricious abuse in the hands of the 
Stuarts we are indebted for most of the present anomalies of 
representation, might, if suffered to remain, have in some 
degree atoned for its mischief by restoring the old unchar- 
tered boroughs to their rights, and widening more equally 
the basis of the legislature. But, by the Act of Union with 
Scotland, this part uf the prerogative was removed, lest 
Liberty should have a chance of being healed even by the 
rust of the spear which had wounded her. The power, 
however, of creating peers, which has generally bevn exor- 
cised for the government againat the constitution, is left in 
free, unquaUned activity ; notwithstanding the example of 
that celebrated Bill for the limitation of tliis ever-budding 
branch of prerogative, which was proposed in the reign or 
cieorge I. under the peculiar sanction and recommendatioo 
of the Court, but which the Whigs rejected with that clia- 
raoteristic delicacy, which has generally prevented thean, 
when in ofllce themselves, from taking any uncourtly advan- 
tage of the Throne. It will be recollected, however, teat 
the creation of the twelve peers by the Toriea in Anne's 
reign (a measure which Swifl, like a true party man, de- 
fends,) gave these upright Whigs all possible alarm for their 
liberties. 

With regard to this generous fit about his prerogative 
which seized the good king George I., historians have said 
that the paroxysm originated more in hatred to his son than 
in love to the constitution : (6) but no person acquainted 
with the annals of the three Georges, could possibly suspect 
any one of those gracious Monarchs either of ill-will to bis 
bev, or indifference for the constitution. 

1 " They drove so fast (says Welwood of the Ministers 
of Charles I.,) that it was no wonder that the wheels and 
chariot broke.'' (Memoirs, p. 35.)— But this fatal accident, 
if we may judge from experience, is to be imputed less to 
the folly and impetuositv of the drivers, than to the want of 
that suppling oil from the Treasury which has been found 
BO necessary to mnke a government like that of England run 
smoothly. If Charles had been as %vell provided with tiiia 
article as his successors have been since the happy Revolu- 
tion, his Commons would never have merited firom the Throne 
the harsh appellation of "seditious vipers," bnt would have 
been (as they are now, and I trunt always will be) " dntiful 
Commons," — " loyal Commons," etc. etc. and would have 
given him ship-money, or any other sort of money he might 
take a fancy to. 

(a) fHMtorie. and Politic. LHoe^urte, etc. part ii. p. 114 

(b) Coze says that th;s Bill was projectsd by SaDderlud 
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And the doped people, hourij doom'd to pay 
The mxiOB that bribe their libemea away/ 
Like a young eagle, who haa lent his plame 
To fledge the shaft by which he meets his doom. 
See their own fisathen pluck d, to wing the dart 
Which rank corruption destines for their heart ! 



1 The period that itnmediateJy luoccedi a coronation hai 
been ealled very apily the Uooey-mooD of a rmrn; and if 
we auppoae the Throne to be the wife, and the Pco:)lo the 
hiiebapq,(a} I know no better model of a matrimonial trans- 
action, nor one that I would sooner recommend to a woman 
of spirit, than that which the arraofemcnU of 16H8 afford. 
In the firat plaooj the nitut not only obtain from her husband^ 
an allowance oi pin-money or civil-list o»iabh«hmont, auf- 
ficient to render her inde(>cnd«ntuf his caprice, but nhv must 
alao prevail on htm to make her the steward of his estates, 
and to intrust her with the raanafement of all his pecuniary 
concern*. I need not tell a woman of buihu to what itpiritcd 
naea she may turn such concessions. He will soon beromu 
•o lame and docile under her hands, thul she may make him 
iday the strangest and most amusing tricks, such as quarrel- 
ling with his nearest and dearest relations about a' dish u( 
tea, (A) a turban, (e) or a warfare ;(</) preparing his house for 
defence against robbers, by putting filters and handcuffs on 
two-thirds of iu inmates; employing C-nn — g and P-rc-v-I 
in his sickest moments to road to him aliurnatoly Joe Milkr 
and the C&techism, with a thousand other diverting incon- 
sistencies. If her spouse have still enough of sense remain- 
ing to grumble at the ridiculous exhibition which she mnkt s 
or him, let her withhold from him now and then the ri^ht;) 
of the Habeas Corpus Act (a mode of proceeding which the 
WOHMm of Athens once adopted,) (e) and if the good man 
jOTes such privileges, the interruption will soon restore him 
JO submission. If his former wife were a Papist, or had any 
tendency that way, I would advise my fiir Suvereipn, wh- n- 
ever ho oegins to argue with her unpleasantly, to shout out 
' No Popery, no Popery !*' as loud as she can, into his earn, 
and it is astonishing what an effect it will have in disconcert- 
ing all his arguments. This method was tried latily bv an 
old woman of Northampton, and with much succe^ss. ^ri- 
ously, this convenient bugbear of Popery is by no means the 
east among the numberleM auxilinries which the Revolution 
has marshalled on the side of the Throne. — ^Tho«o uniikilful 
trrants, Charles and James, iiis'ead of profiting wisely by 
that useful subserviency which has always distinguished the 
ministers of our religious e^tnhlishmenf, wore blind enough 
to plan the ruin of this best bulwark of their power, and 
connected their designs upon the Church so closely with 
their attacks upon the Constitution, that they idontifiod in 
the minds of the people the interests of their religion and 
their liberties. During those times, therefore, " No Popery** 
was the watchword of freedom, and served to keep the pub- 
lie spirit awake against the invasions of bigotry and prero- 
gative. The Revolution, however, by removing this object 
of jealouay, has produced a reliance on the orthodoxy of 
the Throne, of which the Throne has not failed to take every 
possible advantage, and the cry of *'No Popery" having, by 
this means, lo^t itn power of alarming the people against the 
encroachments of the Crown, has served aver since the very 
dinfereot purpose of strengthening the Crown against the 
claim* aiid strug;;les of the people. The dungor of tJie 
Church from Papists and Pretenders was the chief pretext 
for the repeal of the Triennial Rill, for the adoption of a 
standing army, fur the numerous sus|)en:iloti9 of the Habeas 
Corpu« Act, and, in short, for all those spirited infractions 
of the constitution by which the ro\su^ of the last centory 
were so eminently ditstinguished. VVc have seen too, very 
lately, how the same scarecrow alarm has enabled the 
Throne to select its mlniitturs from men, whose servility is 
their only claim to elevation, and who are pledged (if such 
an alternative could ariiw) to take ptirt with the scruples of 
the King again.<«t the silvation ot the empire. 

(a) This is contrary to the symbolical language of pro- 
phoAy, in which (according to Sir Iisaac Newton) the King 
IS the husband, and the people the wife. Bee Faber, on the 
Prophecies. — I would l>eg leave to sufgost to Mr. Faber, that 
his friend Sir R-ch— d M-agr-ve can, in his own proper per- 
son, supply him with an exposition of *' the Horns of the 
Reasl.** 

(b) America. (c) India. (d) Ireland. 

(f) See the Lysistrata of Arititophanes. — The following 
IB the form of raspension, as he gives it : 

Owe *v »*nf frtrvfn ^•Xirra /t9v 



rs^'fsouer* t* mvStt 



r«' ftm 9$tT9/tmi 



But soft ! my friend — I hear thee proudly say, 

^ What ! shall I listen to the impious lay, 

That dares, with Tory license, to profane 

The bright bequests of William's glorious reign T 

Shall the great wisdom of otir patriot sires. 

Whom H — wk — sb— y quotes and savoury B — ^rch 

admires, 
Be slander'd thus ? shall honest St — ^le agree 
With virtuous R — se to call us pure and free, 
Yet fail to prove it ? Shall our patent pair 
Of wise State-Poets waste their words in ^, 
And P— e unheeded breathe his prosperous strain. 
And C — nn — ng take the people* s sense in vain 7*' ' 

The people ! — ah ! that Freedom's form should stay 
Where FVecdom's Spirit long hath pass'd away ' 
That a fake smile should play around the dead. 
And flush the features where the soul has fled !' 
When ifome had lost her virtue with her rights. 
When her foul tyrant sat on Caprea:'s heights'* 
Amid his rufllan spies, and doom'd to death 
Each noble name they blasted with their breath ! 
Even then (in mockery of that golden time. 
When the Republic rose revered, sublime, 
And her free sons, diffused from zoge to xone. 
Gave kings to every country but their own,) 
Even then the Senate and the Tribunes stood. 
Insulting marks, to show how Freedom's flood 
llad dared to flow, in glory's radiant day. 
And how it ebb'd, for ever ebb'd away !* 



1 Somt-budy has fiaid " Ouand tons Ics Poc'tc-s seraioot 
noyO^, ce nu ifi>rait pus grand dommage ;" but I am aware 
that litis would bv most uncivil language at a time when out 
birtii-dny odea and stat«>-pai)ers are written by such pretty 
poets as Mr. P-c and Mr. C-nn-ng. I can assure the latter, 
too, that i think him (like his wster-proof coUeofue Lord 
C-Hil-r-fih) re>'jrved for a very diHerent fate from that 
which ihi; auUiur I have justt quoted imagines for his poeti- 
cal I'rateritity. All I wish is, that ho would change places 
with his brother P-e, by which means we should have some- 
what less prose in our odes, and certainly less poetry in oar 
politics. 

2 " It is a scandal (said Sir Charles Sedley in William*s 
reign) that a Government so sick at heart us ours is, shotUd 
look so well in tlie face ;*' and Edmund Burke bos said, in 
the present reign, " When the people conceive that laws 
and tiibunals, and even popular assembUes, are perverted 
from the ends of their institution, they find in these names 
of degenerated establishments only new motives to discon- 
tent Those bodies wl)icb, whcnjullof Ufe and beauty, lay 
in their arms and wore their Joy^and comfort, when dead 
and putrid beeome more loatlisoms from the remembrance 
of former endearments." — Tk0*gkt» #« tks present Dir 
contents^ 1770. 

3 tutor haberi 

Frincipis, Augusta Caprearann in mpe sedentis 
Cum grego Chaldveo. Juvenal. Sat x. v. 93. 

The senate still continued, during the reign of Tiberius, to 
ni-rnage alkthc busincHs of the public ; the money was then 
riixl long afi-jr coined by their authority, and every oldher 
i;;:!';ic anair received their sanction. 

Wo are told by Tacitus of a certain race of men, who 
.-.crc pariiciilnrly useful to the Roman Emperors; they 
were called " Instruments regiii," or "Court Tools,*' from 



which it appears, thnt my Lords M-Ijgr-ve, Ch-th--m, etc. 
etc. are bv no means things of modern invention. 

4 There is s >inething vcrv touching in what Tacitus tells 
us of the hoDcs that revived in a few patriot bosoms, when 
the death or Augustus was near approaching, and the fond 
expectation with which they began ''bona lioertatia mcos* 
sum disserere." 

Ferguson says, that Ce.4ar*s inl<*rference with the rights 
of election " made the subversion of the Reooblic more felt 
than any of the former acts of his power. * — Rsman Rs- 
puklicy book Y. ehap. 1 
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Oh ! look around — though yet a tyrant's sword 
Nor haunts your sleep nor trembles o er your board, 
Though blood be better drawn by modem quacks 
With Treasury leeches than with sword or axe ; 
Yet say, could even a prostrate Tribune's power, 
Or a mock Senate, in Rome*s servile hour, 
Insult so much the rights, the claims of man. 
As doth that fetter'd mob, that free divan. 
Of noble tools and honourable knaves, 
Ofpensiflp'd patriots and privileged slaves? 
That pa^-colour'd mass, which nought can warm 
But quick Corruption's heat — whose ready swarm 
Spread their light wings in Bribery's golden sky, 
Buxz for a period, lay their ^gs, and die ! 
That greedy vampire, which from Freedom's tomb 
Comes forth with all the mimicry of bloom 
Upon its Ufeless cheek, and sucks and drains 
A people's blood to feed its putrid veins ! — 
"Heavens, what a picture!" — ^yes, my friend, 'tis 

dark — 
** But can no light be found, no genuine spark 
Of former fire to warm us 7 Js there none 
To act a Marvell's part ?'*'— I fear, not one. 
To place ^nd power all pubUc spirit tends. 
In place and power all pubhc spirit ends ;' 
Like hardy plants, that love the air and sky, * 
When out, \ will thrive, but taken in, 't will die ! 

Not bolder truths of sacred freedom hung ' 
From Sidney's pen or bum*d on Fox's tongue. 
Than upstart Whigs produce each market-night. 
While yet their conscience, as their purse, is li^ ; 
While debts at home excite their care for those 
Which, dire to tell, their much-loved country owes, 
And loud and upright, till their price be known, 
They thwart the King's supplies to raise their own — 
But bees, on flowers alighting, cease their hum — 
So, settling upon places, Whigs grow dumb ! 
And though 1 feel as if indignant Heaven 
Must think that wretch too foul to be forgiven, 
Who basely hangs the bright, protecting shade 
Of Freedom's ensign o'er Corruption's trade,* 
And makes the sacred flag he dares to show 
His passport to the market of her foe ! — 



1 Andrew Marvell, the honert oppoaer of the court during 
the reign of Charles tiie Second, and the last Member of 
Parliaaient who, according to tho ancient mode, took wagea 
from hit conatituents. How very much the Commons have 
changed their pay-mastera ! — See the State-Poems for some 
rude out spirited effuaiona' of Andrew Marvell. 

8 The following artless speech of Sir Francis Winning- 
tOD, in the reign of Charles the Second, will amuse them 
who are fully aware of the perfection which we have at- 
tained in that system of Government whose humble begin- 
nings seem to have astonished the worthy Baronet so much. 
" I did observe (says he) that all thooe who had pensions, 
and moat of tboae who had oflices, voted all of a side, as 
they were directed by some great officer, exactly as if their 
boaineas iirthis House had been to preserve their ^lensions 
and oflfces, and not to make laws for the good of them who 
aent them here.** — He allodea to that Parliament which was 
called, par excMemu. the Pensionary Parliament ! a dis- 
tinction, however, wfasch it has long lost, and which we 
merely give it from old custom, just as we say The Irish Re- 
bellion. 

3 " While they promise them liberty, they themselves are 
tbe servants of corruptim.** 8 PeL ii. — I sugfest, with 
much deference, to the expounders of Scripture-Prophecy, 
whether Mr. C-nn-ng is not at present fulfilling the prediction 
•f " ths acoffera,** who were to come '* in the last daya.*' 



Yet, yet I own, so venerably dear 

Are Freedom's grave old anthems to mr ear, 

That I enjoy them, though by rascals stmg. 

And reverence Scripture even from Satanli tongue 

Nay, when the Constitution has expired, 

I'll have such men, like Irish wakers, hired 

To sing old Habeas Corpus by its side, 

And ask, in purchased ditties^ why it died J* 

See that smooth Lord, whom nature's plaatie paras 

Seem'd to have destined for those Extern reigns 

When eunuchs flourish'd, and when nerveless things 

That men rejected were the choice of Kings.' 

Even he, forsooth (oh, mockery accurst !) 

Dared to assume the patriot's name at first-^' 

Thus Pitt began, and thus begin his apes ; 

Thus devils, when j(rs< rais'd, take pleasing shsne^" 

But oh, poor Ireland ! if revenge be sweet 

For centuries of wrong, for dark deceit 

And withering insidt — for the Union thrown 

Into thy bitter cup,* when that alone 

Of slavery's draught was wanting' — if for this 

Revenge be sweet, thou host that demon's blist ; 



1 I believe it is in following the corpse to the grave, and 
not at the wakes (as we call the watching of the dead,) thai 
this elf^giac howl of my countrymen la performed. Sjpeoaer 
says, that our howl *' is heathenish, and proceeds from a 
despair of salvation.*' If*0|I think England may join in 
chorus with us at present. — ^The Ahht de Motraye tells na, 
that the Jews in the East addreas their dead in a similar 
manner, and say, " Hu ! Hu ! Hu ! whv did yon die 1 Hadn't 
yuu a wife 1 Had'nt you a long pipe r* etc. etc. (See 'his 
Travels.) I thought for a lon^ time with Vallancoy, that 
we were a colony of Carthaginians ; but fVom this passage 
of de Motraye, and from the way in which Mr. P-rc-v-^ 
would have ua treated, 1 begin to suspect we are oe hsttar 
than Jews. 

S According to Xenophon, the chief circumstance which 
recommended eunuchs to the service of Eastern prince^ 
was the ignominious station which the]r held in society, and 
the probu>ility of their being, upon thia account, more do- 
voted to the will and caprice of a master, from whioae notice 
alono Uiey derived consideration, and in whose favour they 
found a refuge from the contempt of mankind. A{e£eft 
ovTi( 01 ivvevxo< irmfm toi( «>.X.oi( •v^pgajroi; h«i Stm 
TOUTS StTwtrov DriKOupov vperJiovTsi. (a) — ^But I doubf 
whether even an Eastern Prince would have chosen an en* 
tire AdminisUation upon this principle. 

3 Does Lord C-stl-r — gh remember the reforming Retolw 
Uons of his early days 1 

4 " And in the cup an Union shall be thrown." 

Three Cs were branded in the Sibylline books, as fatal to 
the peace and liberties of Rome. Tfi« %awirm xsKirr* 
(Comelin«i Syllo, Cornelius Cinna, and Comeliua Lenlolna.) 
(b) And three Cs win be remembiered in Ireland as long as 
C-md-n and cruelty, Cl-re and corruption, C-«tl-r — gh and 
contempt, are alliteratively and appropriately aaaociated. 

5 Among the many measures which, since the Rcvola* 
tion, have contributed to increase the influence of the 
Throne, and to fi)ed up this " Aaron's serpent of tbe eon* 
slitution to its present healt&y and respectable magnitude, 
there have been few noore nutritive than the Scotch and 
Irish Unions. Sir John Fkrker said, in a debate upon the 
former question, that " he would submit it to the House, 
whether men wIki had basely betrayed their trust, by giving 
up their independent constitution, were fit to be admitted 
into the Engliah House of Commons.*' But Sir John wonU 
have known, if be had not been out of place at the tamav 
that the pliancy of such materials was pot among the least 
of their recoromendationa. Indeed the promoters of tho 
Scotch Union were by no means disappomted in the lead- 
ing object of their measure, for,the triumphant majorities of 
the Court-party in Parliament may be dated from the ad- 
mission of the 45 and the 16. Once or twice, upon the altars* 

(a) See a pamphlet on the Union, by "a Philosopher.** 

(b) See a TreaUse by Poatus De Thiard, " De rscU No- 
minum Impoaitione,** p. iS. 



INTOLERANCE. 



For oh ! 't is more than hell's revenge to lae 
Hiat K»g^H tnists the men who *Te niin*d thee ! 
That, m these awfal days, when every hoar 
Craatea aome new or blasts some ancient power, 
When proud Napoleon, like the homing shield* 
Whose light compell'd each wondering foe to yield. 
With balefbl lustre blinds the bnive and free, 
And dazzles Europe into slavery ! 
That, in this hour, when patriot zeal should guide, 
When Mind should rule, and— Fox should not have 

died. 
All that devoted England can oppose 
To enemies made fiends, and friends made foes. 
Is the rank refuse, the despised remains' 
Of that unpitying power, whose whips and chains 
Made Ireland first, in wild, adulterous trance. 
Turn false to England's bed, and whore with 

France ! — 
Those hack'd and tainted tools, so foully fit 
For the grand artizan of mischief, P-tt, 
So useless ever but in rile employ. 
So weak to save, so vigorous to destroy ! 
Such are the men that guard thy threaten^ shore. 
Oh England ! sinking England !' boast no more. 



tion of their Inw of trcaaon and the iropocition of the malt- 
tax (meaaurc* which were in direct violation of the Act of 
Union,) these worthy North Britona arrayed themieWea in 
oppoeition to the Court; but finding thia effort for their 
country unavailing, they pnidentlr detennined to think 
thenceforward of themselvet, and row sien have kept to a 
laudable resolution more firmlv. — ^The effect of Irish repre 
■entation uoon the lihertiea of England will be no leH per- 
cvptible and no less permanent. 

Ow*' oyi TATPOT 

AfiirtT«« ANT£AAONTO£. (a) 

The infinion of tnch cheap and useful ingredients as my 
Lord L-mr-ck, Mr. D-nn-s Browne, etc. etc. into the Le|:is- 
lature, must act as apowwful alterative on the Constitution, 
and clear it by degrees of all the troublesome humours of 

honesty. 
1 The magician*! shield in Arioato: — 

E tolto per vertu dello splendore 
La liber tate a lora. Cant. 2. 

We are told that CsMar*s code of naorality was contained 
in the following lines of Euripides, which that great man 
very frequently repeated : 

Thb appears to be also the moral code of Bonaparte. 

S When the Duke of Buckingham was assassinated, 
Charles the First, as a tribute to his memory, continued all 
his creatures in the same posts and favours which they had 
enjoyed under their patron ; and much in the same manner 
do we see the conntiy sacrificed to the manes of a Minister 



at presenL 
It is ii 



It IB invidious perhaps to look for paralleb in the reign 
of Charles the First, but the expedient of threatening 
the Commons with dissolution, which has lately been played 
off with much eclat, appears to have b^^en frequently re- 
sorted to at that period. In one instance Hume tells us, 
that the King sent his X^ord Keeper {not kis Jester) to roe- 
rtace the House, that, unless they despatched a certaia Bill 
for subsidies, they must expect to sit no longer. By similar 
threats the excise upon beer and ale was carried in Charles 
the Second's reign. It is edifying to know, that though Mr. 
C-nn-ng despises Puffcndorf, he lias no objection to prece- 
dents derived from the Court of the Stuarts. 

3 The following prophetic remarks occur in a letter written 
by Sir Robert Talbot, who attended ihe Duke of Bedford to 
Paris in 1763. Talking of states which hav-* grown power- 

(a) From Aratus (v. 715,) a poet who wrote upon astro- 
nomy, though, as Cicero assures us, he knew nothing what- 
ever about the subject— just as the great Harvey wrote 
" De Generation," though he had as little to do with the 
matter as my Lord Viaeoant C. 



INTOLERANCE. 

PART THE FIBST 



" This clamour, which pretends to be raised ior the safety 
of Keligion, has almost worn out the very appearance of it 
and rendered us not only the most divided but the most im 
moral people upon the face of the earth." — AdiisoUy Fret 
holder, No. 37. ^ 



Stakt not, my Friend, nor think the Muse will stain 
Her classic fingers with the dust profane 
Of Bulls, Decrees, and fulminating scroDs^ 
That took such freedom once with royal souls,* 

ful in commerce, he says, "According to the nature and 
common course of thin^, there is a confederacy against 
them, aiHl conseauently in the same proportion as they in- 
crease in riches, they approach to destruction. The addreaa 
of our King William, in making all Europe take the alarm 
at France, Las brought that country before us near that ine- 
vitable period. We must necessarily have our turn, and 
Great Britain will attain it as soon as France shall have a 
declaimer with organs as proper for that political purpose 
as were those of our William the Third With- 
out doubt, my Lord, Great Britain must lower her flight 
Europe will remind us of the balance of commerce, as she 
has reminded France of the balance of power. The ad- 
dress of our statesmen will immortalize them by contriving 
for as a descent which shall not lie a fall, by making us 
rather refomble Holland than Carthage and Venice.** — iM- 
ters en the FVendi M'ation. 

1 The king-deposing doctrine, notwithstanding its many 
mischievous absurdities, was of no Kttle service to the cause 
of political liberty, by inculcating the right of resistance to 
tyrants, and asserting the will of the people to be the only 
true fountain of power. Bellarmine, the most violent of the 
advocates for papal authority, was one of the first to main- 
tain (see De Pootif. lib. i. cap. 7,) " That Kings have not 
their authority or office immediately from God nor his law, 
but only from the law of nations;** and in King James*s 
" Defence of the Rights of Kings against Cardinal Perron,*' 
we find his Majesty expressing strong indignation against 
the Cardinal for having asserted " that to the deposing of a 
Ring the consent of the people must be obtained** — "for by 
these words (says James) the people are exalted above the 
King, and made the judges ofihe King*s deposing.** p. 434. 
— Even in Mariana's coh brated book, where the nonsenaa 
of bigotry does not interfere, there are aome liberal and en- 
lightened ideas of government, of the restraints which abonld 
be imposed npon Royal power, of the subordination of the 
Throne to the interests of the people, etc. etc. (De Rege et 
Regis Institutione. See particslarly lib. i. cap. 6. 8, and 
9.) — It is rather remarkable, too. that England should bo 
indebted to another Jesuit, for the earliest defence of that 
principle upon which the Revolution was founded, namely, 
the right of the people to change the succession. — (See 
DoVman*s "Conferences,** written in support of the title of 
the Infanta of Spain against that of James I.) — When Eng- 
lishmen, therefore, say that popery is the religion of slavery, 
they should not only recollect that their boasted Constitution 
is the work and bequest of Popish anccwt/)rs ; they should 
not only remember the laws of Edward III. " under whom 
(*njB Bolincbroke) the conititution of our Parliaments, and 
the whole form of our Government, became re«tuced into 
liettcr form;** but they should know that even the errors of 
Popery have leaned to the cause of liberty, and that Papists, 
however mistaken their motives may have been, were the 
first promulgators ef the doctrines which led to the Revolu- 
tion. — But, in truth, the political prinoiplea of the Roman 
Catholics have generally been made to suit the convenience 
of their oppr«Mors, ana they have been represented alter- 
nately as slavish or refractory, according as a pretext for 
tormenting them was wanting. The same inconsistency 
has marked every other imputation against them. They 
are charged with laxity in the obserrance of oaths, though 
an oath has lieen found sufl!lcient to shut them from all 

I worldly advantages. If they reject some decisions of their 
church, they are said to be sceptics and bad Cbristi&oa\>£ 
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BiOORE*S WORKS. 



When Heaven waa yet the Pope's exclusive trade. 

And Kings wf^re damn*d as that as now they're made! 

No, no— let I> — gen-n search the Papal chair' 

For fragrant treasures long forgotten there ; 

And, as the witch of sunless Lapland thinks 

That little swarthy gnomes delight in stinks. 

Let sallow P-rc-v-1 snuflF up the gale 

Which wizard D — gen-n's gather'd sweets exhale ! 

Enough for me, whose heart has learn'd to scorn 

Bigots alike in Rome or England bom, 

Who loatlrthe venom* y^hencesoe'er it springs. 

From Popes or Lawyers,' Pastry-cooks or Kings; 

Enough for me to laugh and weep by turns, 

As mirth provokes, or indignation bums, 

As C-nn-ng vapours, or as France succeeds. 

As H-wk-sb'ry proses, or as Ireland, bleeds ! 

And thou, my Friend — if, in these headlong days, 

When bigot Zeal her dmnken antics plays 

So near a precipice, that men the while 

Look breadiless on and shudder while they amile— 

If, in such fearful days, thou' It dare to look 

To hapless Ireland, to this rankling nook 

Which Heaven has freed from poisonous things in 

vain 
While Gr-ff-rd's tongue and M-sgr-ve's pen ranain — 
If thou hast yet no golden blinkers got 
To shade thine eyes from this devoted spot. 
Whose wrongs, though blazon'd o'er the world they 

be. 
Placemen alone are privileged not to see— 
Oh ! tum awhile, and, though the shamrock wreathes 
My homely harp, yet shall the song it breathes 
Of Ireland's slavery, and of Ireland's woes, 
Live, when the memory of her tyrant foes 
Shall but exist, all future knaves to warn, 
Embolm'd in hate and canonized by scom ! 
When C-stl-r — gh,' in sleep still more profound 
Than his own opiate tongue now deals around, 
Shall wait the impeachment of that awful day 
Which even his practised hand can*t bribe away ! 



they admit those verr decisiona, they are branded as bi^ts 
sou bad subjects. We are told that confidence and kiod- 
nesa will make them enemies to the Govomment, though we 
know that exclosion and injuries have with difficulty pre- 
▼eoted them from being its frieods. In short, nothing can 
better illustrate the misery of those shifts and evasions by 
which a long course of cowsrdly imustiee must be support- 
ed, than the whole history of Great Britain's conduct towards 
the Catholic part of her empire. 

1 The "SeUa SUre^aria'* of the Popes.— The Right 
Honoorable and learned Doctor will find an engraving of 
this chair in Spanheim's " Disqtiisitio Historica de Papa 
Fcsmins,** (p. 118 ;) and I recommend it as a model for the 
fashion of that seal which the Doctor is about to take in the 
Prtvir-Council of Ireland. 

9 When Innocent X. was entreated to decide the con- 
troversy between the Jesuits snd the Jansenists, he an- 
swered, that " he had been bred a Lawyer, and had there- 
fore nothing to do with divinity.'*— It were to be wished that 
some of our English pettifoggers knew their elesMnt as well 
as Pope Innocent X. 

3 The breach of faith which the managers of the Irish 
Union have been ^ilty of, in diaappointinf those hopes of 
emnncipation which they excited in the bosoms of the 
Catholics, is no new trait in the annab of English policy. 
A similar deceit was practised to facilitate the Union with 
SeoUandf and hopes were hold out of exemption from the 
Corporation and Test Acts, in order to divert tbe Parlta- 
Bsot of that country from encumbering the measure with 
any stipalatioii to that eflhct. 



And oh ! my iViend, wert thou but near me now. 
To see the spring difi\ise o'er Erin's brow 
Smiles that shine out, unconquerably fair, 
Even through the blood-marks left by C-nid-D' there! 
Couldst thou but see what verdure paints the sod 
Whicli none but tyrants and their slaves have trod. 
And didst thou know the spirit, kind and brave, 
That warms the soul of each insulted slave. 
Who, tired with stm^ling, sinks beneath his lot. 
And seems by all but watchful France forgot — * 
Thy heart would bum — yes, even thy Pittite heart 
Would bum, to think that such a blooming part 
Of the world's garden, rich in Nature's charms. 
And fiU'd with scNcial souls and vigorous arms. 
Should be the victim of that canting crew, 
So smooth, so godly, yet so devilish too. 
Who, arm'd at once with prayer-books and with 

whips,* 
Blood on their hands, and Scripture on their lips, 

1 Not the C-md-n who spesks thus of Irelsnd : 

"Atque uno verbo dicnm, sive lernen fecuiiditatem, sive 
maris et portuum opporliinitatcm, sive ineolas retpicies qui 
bollicosi aunt, ingeniosi, corporum lineamcntis conspicui 
niirifica carnis iPoUitie et propter musculorum teneritalem 
agilitate incrt»dibili, a roultia doUbtu ila felix est insula, ut 
noo male dixorit Gyruldus, * naturam hoc Zephyri regnani 
beiiisniori oculo resjiexisse.' " 

3 The example or toleration, which Bonaparte has given, 
will produce, I fear, no other eSect than tliat of determining 
tbe BritiKh Government to persist, from the very spirit of 
opposition, in their own old system of intolerance and injus- 
tice ; just as tlie Siamese blacken their tooth, " because," 
as thoy B&j. " the devil has white ooeH." (a) 

3 One of the unbaupy results of the controversy between 
Protestants and Catnolics, is the mutual exposure which 
their criminations and recriminations have produced. In 
vain do the Protestsnts charge the Papists with closing the 
door of salvation upon others, while many of their own 
writings snd articles breathe the same uncharitable spirit. 
No canon of Constance or Lateran ever damned heretics 
more effectually than the eighth of the Thirty-nine Articles 
consirns to perdition every t<ingle mcrr.ber of the Greek 
church, and I doubt whether n more sweeping clause of 
damnation was ever proposed in the most bifrotod council, 
than thst which the Cnlvini»tic Iheorjr of predestination in 
the <cventeenlh of these A nicies exhibits. It is true that no 
liberal Protestant avows such exclusive opinions; that every 
honest cle^yman must feel a pans while he subscribes to 
them ; that aome even assert the Athanasian Creed to be tha 
forgery of one Vigilius Tspscnsis, in the beginning of the 
sixth century, and that eminent divines, like ^rtin, have not 
hesitated to say, "There are propositions contained in our 
Liturgy and Articles, which no man of common senss 
amongst us believes." (&) But while all this is freely con- 
ceded to Protestants ; while nobody doubts their sinceritjr. 
when they declare that their articles are not essentials or 
faith, but a collection of opinions which have been promnl- 
gatea by fallible men, and from many of which they feel 
Uiemselves justified in dissenting, — while so much liberty of 
retraction is allowed to Protestants upon their own declared 
and subscribed Articles of religion, is it not strange that a 
similar indulgence should be refused, with such inconvinci- 
blo obstinacy, to tbe Catholics, upon tenets which their 
church has uniformly resisted ana condemned, in every 
country where it has nourished independently t When ths 
CathoHcs say, "The decree of the council of Lateran, 
which you object to us, has no claim whatever upon either 
our faith or our reason ; it did not even profess to contain 
any doctrinal decision, but was merely a jadicini proceeding 
of that asaembly; and it would be ns fair for us to impute a 
vife-killing doctrine to the Protestants, because their first 
Pope, Henry VIII. was sanctioned in an indulgence of that 

Iiropeni^ity, ss for you to conclude thst we have inherited a 
linjr-deposing taste from the ocCjrof the Conncil of Lateran, 
or tho secular pretension)* of our Popes. With respect, loo 
to tbe Decree of the Council of ConstaiKO, upon tbe strength 

(a) See PHistoire Natnrelle et PoUt da Royanms dn 
Siam, etc. 
{b) Sttictttros OD the Articlss, Bubseriptioas, sis. 
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Trranti by creed, and toftnren bj teit, 
Make Hum life hell, in honour of the neicL' 
Your R-dead-les, P-ro-v-b— oh, graciout Heaven ! 
If Fm preaumpUioua, be my tongue forgiven. 
When here 1 a wear, by my aool's hope of reat, 
I'd rather have been bom, e*er man waa bleat 
With the pore dawn of Reyelation'a tight. 
Yes ! — rather plunge mm back in Pagan night. 
And take my chanre iK/iih Socratea for bliaa,* 
Than be thb ChrictiAri of a faith like thia, 
Which builda on keA%enly cant ita earthly away, 
And in a convert i a'juna to loae a prey ; 
Which, bindiBf r <>«<^ ^ apiritoal chaina, 
And taitttiac pi^y with ten^poral ataina,' 



•f which Jim aocum w of breakiof &tfli with heretics, wo 
4o not heaitf.tr to prunounoe that Decree a calumnioua for- 

Eerj, a forfyry^ too, lo obrioua and ill-fabricated, that none 
ut our fJomiea have ever ventured to give it the siiffateat 
efedit fo aut^.enticity.'*— When the Catholics make Iheee 
declara'^ros (andthev are almoet weanr with making them;} 
wbett t.i« J Rhow too, by their conduct, toat these declarations 
are 8t>««re, and that their faith and morals are no mora regu* 
lated by the ahsufd decrees ofoM eounciU aad Popes, thaa 
their science ui influenced by the Papal anathema af ainst 
that Irishman, (a) who first round out the Antipodes: — is it 
■ot straofe that so many still wilfnUy distrust what every 
good m^a is so much interested in believing 1 That so 
many rJiouM prefer the dark-lantern of the 13Ui century to 
thesuo'.hine of intellect which has since spread over the 
worM« and that ererr dahhier in theolofv, from Mr. Le Me- 
surier down to the Chancellor of the Excneiuier, daoold dare 
to oppose the rubbish of Constance and Lateran to the 
bright triumphant progress of justice, generosity, and truthi 
1 There is a singular work ^ upon the Souls of the Pa- 
gans,*' by COS Franeiscus Colliua, ia which he discusses, 
with much coolness and erudition, all the probable chances 
of sslvntioo upon which a heathen philosopher may calcu- 
ats. He damns without maeh difllcalty Socrates, Plato, 
9tc aad the only sne at whoee SaSm he seems to hesitate 
U Pythagoras, in consideration of his golden thi(^h, and 
the many miracles which he performed ; bat, having ba- 
Jhnoed his claioas a little, aad iodine reason to father all 
tlicse miracles on the devil, he at lengw, in the twenty-fifth 
chapter, decides upon damning him also. (De Animis Paga- 
Borum, lib. iv. cap. 9D and 96.)— Dante comp somiee s the 
matter with tfis Pagans, and gives them a aeatral territory 
or limbo of their own, where their employment, it must bo 
owned, ia not very enviable — "Sense speme vivemo in 
de^io.** Cant iv. — Among the menv errors tmpated to Ori- 
gsa, he is aotnsed (^ baviog denied the sisraity of flitore 

Suulnhmcat, and, if he never advanced a more irrational 
octrine, we may forgive him. He went so far, however, as 
to melode ths devil himself ia'the general heU-delivery 
which he sa p pcs e d would one dey or other take place, and 
in this St Aornstia thinks him rather too merciful — " Mise- 
ricordior pronto fhit Origeors, qui ct ipsum diabolnm,'* 
e«c. (De Civiut Dei. Kh. xxi. cap. 17.V--St Jerora says, 
that, aoeordinw to Ongeo, "tbs devil, aAer a cerUio time, 
will be as well ofiT as the angsl Gabrler*— " Id ipsum fora 
Gabrielem quod diabolnm.** (See his Epistle to Pamma- 
ohhis.) Bat HalMx, in his Defence of Origea. denies that 
he had aay of this miaplaoed tendemees for the devil. — I 
take the lioerty of recommending these notitim upon dam- 
nation to the particular attention of the learned Chancellor 
of the Exehequsr. 

3 Mr. Fox, ra hta Speech on ths Repeal of the Test Act 
(1790,) condemns the wtermixture of religion with the politi- 
cal constitution of a state : ** What purpose (he asks) can 
it eervs, except the baleAil porpoee of commonicating and 
receiving eontamiaatica 1 Unidsr such an alliance corrup- 
tion must alight upon the one, and slavery overwhelm tne 
other." 

LockSjjloo, says of the eonoszion bs t wsso Ckoreh and 
State. **xhe boundaries on both sides are fixed and im- 
movaols. He jumbles heaven and earth together, the things 
■Mst rsoMla aad opposite, who mixes these two societies, 

(m) Virgtlias, somanBed SoKvagns. a native of Irelaod, 
who maiatainod, in the 8th century, the doctrine of the An- 
and was anathematised accordingly by ths Pope. 
_ otos Erigsaa, aaoChsr Irishman, was ths first that 
wrote against transnbsUntiatioQ. 



Coimpta both State and Church, and makea an talk 
Hie knave and athetat^s paaaport into both— > 
Which, while it dooms disaenting aoula to know 
Nor blias above nor Uberqr below, 
Adda the alave'a suffering to the siimer'a fear. 
And, lest he 'ac^w hereafter, facka him here !' 

which are in tlieir original, end, business, and in every thing, 
lierfectly distinct and infinitely diderent from each other.'* — 
Firat lAtUr est Toleration. 

The corruptioo of Christianity may he datgi from ths 
period of its sstaMishment under CooMantine, nor could all 
the splendour which it then acquired atone for the peace and 
purity which it lost 

1 I doobt whether, after all, thera has not been as moch 
bigotry among Protestants as among Papists. According 
to the hackneyed quotation — 

niacos intra mnros peccatur et extra. 

The great champion of the Reformation, Mdanchthoa, 
whom Jortin odb " a divine of much mildneas and /[O04- 
not vrs,** thus expresses his approbation of the burning of 
Servettts : '* Legi (he says to BuUrager) qms de Serveli 
bla^themiis respondisiis, et pictatem ac judlcia vestra probe. 
Judico etiam sonatum Genevensem recte fecisse, quod ho- 
miaem pertigacem et noo omissurum blasphcmias sustulit; 
ac miratus sum eese qui severitatem illam improbent**— 
I have great ptoasare m contrasting with these " raild and 
good-natured* sentiments the (bllowtng words of the Papist 
Ualuse, in addressing his friend Conringins : " Interim anie- 
mus, mi Conringi, et tametsi divers«s opiniooes tuemur in 
causa religionis, moribus tamen diversi non simus, qui 
eadem liieranim studis sectamur.'* — Hermtau Conting. 
Epistol. par. secund. p. SO. 

Hume telb us that the Commons, in the beginnjog of 
Charles the First's reign, " attacked Montague, one of ths 
King's chaplains, on account of a moderate bt>ok which hs 
had lately coropoaed, and which, to their rr^at dkgoal^ 
saved virtuous Catholics, as well aa other Christians, frooi 
eternal torments." — In the same manner a complaist was 
lodged before the Lords of the Council against that excel- 
lent writer Hooker, for having, in the Sermon against 
Popery, attempted to save many of his Popish aneeslors for 
inornu*. — ^To these examples of Protestant toleration I 
snail beg leave to oppoee the following extract from a letter 
of old Roger Ascham (the tutor of Queen Elisabeth,) which 
is preserved soBonf the Harrington Papers, and was writtsa 
in 1566, to the 1^1 of Leicester, complaining of the Arch- 
bishop Young, who had taken away his prebend in ths 
church of York : " Master Bourne (s) did never grieve sm 
half so sBoche io offering me wrong, as Mr. Dudley and the 
Byshopp of York doe, in taking away my right No 
byshopp in QL Mary's time would have so deah with ms ; 
not Mr. Bourne hymeelf, when Wrachestst lived, durst have 
so dealt with nw. For suche good estimation in those davsa 
even the leamedoat and wysest naen, as Gardener and Cfar- 
dinal Poole, made of my poore service, that although tbey 
knewe perfectly that in religion, both by open wrytinge aai 

Kvie taike, I was eontrarye imto them ; yea, when Sir 
iucis Englefirld by name did note me speciallye at the 
council-board. Gardener would not suffer me to oe called 
thither, nor touched ellswheare, sniinfe suche words of ms 
in a lettre, as, though lettres cannot, 1 bluahe to writs them 
to your Lordahipn. Winchester's good -will stoode not in 
speaking fklre aoo wishing well, but he did in deede that for 
me, (h) whereby my wifh and children shsll live ths better 
when ^ am gone." (See Nuga» AntiqoB, vol. i. p. 96, 99.)^- 
If men who acted thus were bigots, what shall we call Mr 
P-rc-v-lt 

In SutelifTs " Survey of Popery,'* there is the following 
assertion : " Papists, that positivelv hold the heretical and 
false doctrines of the modem church of Rome, cannot possi- 
bly be saved.' —As a«ontrsst to this and other specimens 
of^Protestnnt liberality, which it would be much more easy 
than pleassnt to colb«t, T refer my render to the Declaration 
of Le P^re Courayer, and, while he reads the sentiments of 
this pious man upon toleration, I dooht not he will feel io^ 
dined to exclaim with Belsham, "Blush, ys ProtsslaaC 
bigots! and be confounded at the comparison of yoor 
own wretched snd malignant prejudices with ths g ane r oos 

(a) Sir John Bourne, Principal Secretary of State to 
Qoesn Mary. 

(») By Gardsosr's favour Ascham krag hsid his firilow 
ship, thoiigh not 
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But no— far other faith, far mildrr beams 
Of heayenly justice warm the Christiaii*8 dreams 
His creed is writ on Mercy's page above, 
By the pure hands of alUatoning Love ! 
He weeps to see his soul's Religion twine 
The tyrant's sceptre with her wreath divine, 
And Ae, while round him sects 4ind nations raise 
To the one God their varying notes of praise. 
Blesses each voice, whate'er its tone may be. 
That serips to swell the general hannony !' 
Such was the spirit, grandly, gently bright. 
That fiU'd, oh Fox ! thy peaceful soul with light i 
While blandly spreading, hkethat orb of air 
Which folds our planet in its circling care. 
The mighty sphere of thy transparent mind 
Embraced the world, and breathed for all mankind ! 
Last of the great, farewell !— yet not the last — 
Though Britain's sunshine hour with thee be past, 
leme still one gleam of glory gives. 
And feels hot half thy loss while Giattan lives. 



APPENDIX. 



The following is part of a Preface which was in- 
tended by a friend and countryman of mine for a col- 
lection of Irish airs, to which he had adapted Eng- 
lish words. As it has never been published, and is 
not inappUcableto mysulgect, I shall take the liberty 

of snl^oining it here. 

* * * * 

" Our history, for many centuries past, is creditable 
neither to our neighbours nor ourselves, and ought 
not to be read by any Irishman who wishes either to 
love England or to feel proud of Ireland. The loss 
of independence very early debased our character, 
and our feuds and rebellions, though frequent and 
ferocious, but seldom displayed that generous spirit 
of enterprise with which the pride of an independent 
monarchy so long digaified the struggles of Scotland. 
It is true this island has given birth to heroes who, 
under more favourable circumstances, might have 
left in the hearts of their countrymen recollections as 
dear as those of a Bruce or a Wallace ; but success 
was wanting to consecrate resistance, their cause 
was branded with the disheartening name of treason, 
and their oppressed country was such a Uank among 
nations, that, like the adventures of those woods 
which Rinaldo wished to explore, the fame of their 
actions was lost in the obscority of the plaoe^here 
they achieved them. 

ErraDdo in qoelli bosehi 



Trovar polria strane avventuro emolte, 



and enlarfed ideas, the noble and aniniated langua^ or 
this Popish priest** — KttffSt xzrii. p. 86. 

] " La tolerance est la chose da moode la phis propre A 
ramener )e siedo d* or et i fairs an concert et aoe harmonic 
de p(asieuri Toix ot instramentt de diffferents toot et notes, 
aaisi agreable poar le moins oae 1* anifonnite d* one seule 
▼oil.** Bayle. CoronMotairs Philosopbiqne, etc. part. ii. 
ebap. vi.— Both Bayle and Locks would have treated the 
sab|ect of T<rferation in a manner more worthy of thesMslvei* 
and of the cause, if they bad written in an af c lete distracted 
hv reiifioos prejadiees. 



Ma come i laoghi i fatti anoor son foschi, 
Che non se'n ha notisia le piil vohe. * 

" Hence it is that the annals of Ireland, throogfa • 
long lapse of six hundred yean, exhilnt not one of 
those shining names, not one of those themes of na- 
tional pride, from which poetry borrows her noUest 
inspiration ; and that history, which ought to be the 
richest garden of the Muse, yields nothing to her 
liere but weeds and cypress. In truth, the poet who 
would embellish his song with allusions to Irish 
names and events must be content to seek them in 
those eariy periods when our character was yet un- 
alloyed and original, before the impoUtic crafl of our 
conqueron had divided, weakened, and disgraced 
us; and the only traits of heroism which he can 
venture at this diy to commemorate, with safety to 
himself^ or, perhaps, with honour to the coimtry, are 
to be looked for in those times when the native 
monarriis of Ireland displayed and fostered virtuee 
worthy of a better age ; when our MalachiM wore 
collars of gold which they had won in single combat 
from the invader,' and our Briens deserved the blese- 
ings of a people by all the most estimable qualities 
of a king. It may be said indeed that the magic of 
tradition has shed a chaim over this remote period, 
to which it is in reality but httle entitled, and that 
most of the picture which we dwell on so fondly, 
of days when this island was distinguished amidst the 
gloom of Elurope, by the sanctity of her morals, the 
spirit of her knighthood, and the polish of her schools, 
are little more than the inventions of national par- 
tiality, that bright but spurious offspring which vanity 
engenders upon ignorance^ and vrith which the first 
records of every people abound. But the sceptic m 
scarcely to be envied who would pause for stronger 
proofs than we already possess of the early glories 
of Ireland ; and were even the veracity of all these 
proofs surrendered, yet who would not fly to such 
flattering fictions fh>m the sad degrading truths which 
the history of later times presents to us 7 

** The language of sorrow however is, in general, 
best suited to our music, and with themes of this n»* 
ture the poet may be amply supplied. There is not 
a page of our annals whkh cannot afford him a sub- 
ject, and while the national Muse of other coimtriee 
adorns her temple with trophies of the past, in Ire- 
land her altar, like the shrine of Pity at Athens, is to 
be known only by the tears that are shed upon it ; 
*2acryms ediaria sudant.** 

** There is a well-known story, related of the Ab- 
tiochians under of reign of Theodosius, which is not 
only honourable to the powers of music in general, 
but which applies so peculiarly to the giontnful melo- 
dies of Ireland, that I cannot resist the temptation of 
introducing it here. — ^The piety of Theodosius would 
have been admirable, if it had not been stained with 
intolerance ; but his reign affords, I believe, the fimt 
example of a disqualifying penal code enacted by 
Christians against Christians.* Whether his inter- 



1 Ariotto, canto iv. 

2 See Warner'a Hi«tory of Irelsnd, toI. 1. book ia. 

3 Slatibs, TItebaid, lib. xii. 

4 '* A lort of civil ezcomnionication (says Gibbon,) which 
•epa rated them from ilteir fellow- citiaeus by a pecnliar brand 
oi infarny : and ihia declaration of the supreme msfislrai* 
tended to justify, or at least to excuse, ths insolts of a fia 



INTOLERANCE. 



fStt 



ferenoe with the religion of the AntiochiaiM had any FlaTianns, their bishop, whom they aent to intercede 
ahare m the alienation oftheir loyalty ia notezpreaalf ivith Tbeodoaiaa, finding all hia entreaties coldly re- 
aacertained by hiatonans ; but Mvere edicta, beaTy jected, adopted the expedient of teaching these aonga 
taxation, and the rapacity and inaolenoe of the men of sorrow, which he had heard from the lips of his 



whom he sent to govern them, sufficiently account 
for the discontents of a wann and susceptible people. 
Repentance soon followed the crimes into which their 
impatience had hurried them, but the TengeOoe of 
the Emperor was implacable, and pnnishmenta of 
the most dreadful nature hung over the city of An- 
tioch, whoae devoted inhabitanta totally resigned to 
despondence, wandering through the streets and 
public assemblies, giving utterance to their grief in 
dirges of the most touching lamentationa.' At length, 

natic populace. The Mctartss were ffradnally disqualiflsd 
for the potaeimoa of boooarable or lucrative empioyiiieolaf 
sod Tbeodoeius was Mlia6ed with hit own jantiee when he 
decreed, that, ai the Euoomiam dietiofoished the natore of 
the 8«>o from that of the Father, they ahoold he incapable 
of aiakiof their wills, or receivi^ any advantage from teata- 
OMolary dooatioos.** 



unfortunate countrymen, to the minstrels who per- 
ibrmed for the Emperor at table. The heart of Theo- 
dosiua could not reaiat thia appeal ; *ear8 fell fkst into 
his cup while lie listened, and the Antiochiana were 
fbrgiYen. — Surely, if music ever spoke the misfortunes 
of a people, or could eref conciliate forgiyeness ibt 
their erroia, the muaio of Ireland ought to poaaeaa 
those powen !' 



^■v«i, T«if fii$Kmitmit iiriiffv.— Nioephor. lib. xiL cap. 43. 
Thia atonr is abo in SoBomeo, lib. viu cap. S3 ; bat uofbr- 
tuoately Chrvwetom aayt nothTof whatever about it. and be 
not only had the best opportuoiues of information, but was 
loo fond of mUMO, as appears by his praisee of psalroodv (Ex- 
poiit. in Psal. xU.) to omit such a laiterinf iHostration of 
Its powers. He imputee their reconeiliatioo to the inter* 
lerence of the Antiochiao aolltaries^ while Zozimns attri- 
bates it to the reoMMMlranoes of the eophist Libantos.— 
Gibbon, 1 think, dees not evei. alluds lotto story of the ma 



THE sceptic; 



A PHILOSOPHICAL SATIRE. 



NOMOK UAKTON BAZIAKA. 

PuiDAK. ig». Htrpdti. lib. 3. 



PREFACE. 



Turn aceptical philosophy of the ancients has been 
H much misrepresented as the Epicurean. Pyrrho, 
perhaps, may have carried it to an irrational excess 
(though we must not beUeve,with Beattie,all the ab- 
■oidities imputed to this philosopher,) but it appears 
to me that the doctrmes of the school, as stated by 
Sextus Empiricus,* are much more suited to the 
frailty of human reason, and more conducive to the 
mild virtues of humility and patience, than any of 
those systems which preceded the introduction of 
Christianity. The Sceptics held a middle path be- 
tween the Dogmatics and Academicians, the former 
of whom boasted that they had attained the truth, 
while the latter denied that any attainable truth ex- 
isted: the Sceptics, however, without aiiserting or 
denying its existence, professed to be modestly and 
anxiously in search of it ; as St. Augustin expresses 
it, in his Uberal tract against the Manicheans, " nemo 
nostrum dicat jam se invenisse veritatem ; sic eam quae- 
ramus qussi ab utrisque nesciatur."* From this habit 
ofimpartial investigation, and the necessity which they 
imposed upon themseWes orstudying,not only every 
system of philosophy, but every art and science 
which pretended to lay its basis in truth, Acy neces- 
sarily took a wider range of erudition, and were 
more traveUed in the regions of philosophy than 
those whom conviction or bigotry had domesticated 
in any particular system. It required all the learning 
c^ dogmatism to overthrow the dogmatism of learn- 
ing ; and the Sceptics, in this respect, resembled that 
anrieni incendiary, who stole from the altar the fire 
with which he destroyed the temple. This advantage 
over all the other sects is allowed to them even by 
Lipsius, whose treatise on the miracles of the Virgo 
Hallensis will sufficiently save him from all suspi- 
cion of scepticism. ** Lahore, ingenio, memoria supra 
omnes pene philosophos futsse. — Quid nonne omnia 
aliorum secta tenere debuerunt et inquirere, si pote- 
runt refellereT res dicit Nonne orationes varias, 
raras, subtiles inveniri ad tam receptas, claras, certas 



1 Pyrr. Hypoth. The reader may find a (ulerally cloar 
abstract of this work of Sexttti Einpiricas in LaYcrii^ 
des Betences, by Mervenne, liv. i. chap. ii. etc. 

9 Lib. eoatra Epist. Manicliaci quam vucanl Funtioincnti. 
Op. Paris, torn. vL 



(ut videbator) seafeentias eveitendas ?*' ete. elc' 
Manuduct ad PhUosoph. Stoic. Diss. 4. 

Hie difibraum batwoon tha icepUciim of the an- 
cients and the modems is, that the fonner doubted 
for the purpose of investigating, as may be exempli- 
fied by the third book of Aristotle*s Metaphysioa,* 
while the latter investigate for the purpose of doubt- 
ing, as may be seen through most of the philosophical 
woiks of Hume.' Indeed the Pyrrhonism of latter 
days is not only more subtle than that of antiqui^, 
but, it must be confessed, more dangerous in its ten- 
dency. The happiness of a Christian depends so 
much upon his beUef, that it is natural he should feel 
alarm at the progress of doubt, lest it steal by degrees 
into the region firom which he is most interested in 
excluding it, and poison at last the very spring of his 
consolation and hope. Still, however, the abuses of 
doubting ought n<rt to deter a philosophical mind from 
indulging mildly and rationally in its use ; and there 
is nothing, I think, more consistent with the humUe 
spirit of Christianity, than the scepticism of him who 
professes not to extend his distrust beyond the cirde 
of human pursuits, and the pretensions of hnman 
knowledge. A philosopher of this kind is among the 
readiest to admit the claims of Heaven upon his ikith 
and adoration : it is only to the wisdom of this weak 
world that he refuses, or at least delajrs his assent ; 
it is only in passing thr4l%h the shadow of earth that 
his mind undergoes the eclipse of scepticism. No 
follower of Pyrriio has ever spoken more stron|^y 
against the dogmatists than St. Paul himself, in the 
First Epistle to the Corinthians ; and there are pas- 
sages in Ecclesiastes and other parts of Scripture 
which justify our utmost difiMence in all that human 
reason originates. Even the sceptics of antiquity 
refrained from the mysteries of theology, and, in 
entering the temples of religion, laid aside their phi- 
losophy at the porch. Sextus Empiricus thus declares 
the acquiescence of his sect in the general belief of a 

] Bco Maritn. Bhoockiuiide Sccpticismo, who endearcNUS, 
I think weakly, to refute this opinion of Lipsios. 

S E0*Ti ii TOi$ ivwofuvut $ovK»ftiv9tt wf»vfy9v r« itm 

Metaphys. lib. lii. eap. L 

3 Nciihrr Haroe, however, nor Berkeley, are to be judged 
by ihc mif>rc|irc»entaliona of Beattie, whom book, bowswr 
amid My iiiten(]«>d, a|i|>vara to me a most unphiloeopkieal 
a|i|>c'.il to popular ftelings and prtgudicsa, and a coniinosd 
pcliiUt frincipii thruughou* ■ 



THBflCEPnC. 



•operinteiidiiig Frondenoe: T^ ^uv jSi^ kotmmXw 
^mt m6»^m^ut ^ofUP uvai Oeovf Kai 9t0ontv ^c«v( 
K«i wpmmtiv avrwvs ^«/<(v> Lib. iii. cap. 1. In shoit, 
it appMn to me that thia imtioiiai and weU-regulated 
■ceptidna ii the only dan^Mer of the achoola that 
can be selected aa a handmaid for piety : he who die- 
tniita the light of reason will be the first to follow a 
more luminoos guide ; and if, with an ardent love for 
tmth, he has sought her in rain through the ways of 
this life, he will turn with the more hope to that bet- 
ter worid, where all is simple, true, and everlasting : 
for there is no parallax at the senith — it is only near 
our troulded horizon that otgects deceive as into 
▼ague and erroneous calculations. 



THE SCEPTIC. 



Aa the gay tint that decks the vernal rose,' 

Not in the flower, bat in ova vision glows ; 

As the ripe flavoor of Falemian tides 

Not in iha wine, but in our taste resides ; 

So when, with heartfelt tribute, we declare 

Hiat Marco 's honest and that Susan *s fair, 

*Tis in oar minds, and not in Susan's eyes 

Or Maroo*B life, the worth or beauty lies : 

For she, in flat-nosed China, would appear 

As plain a thing as Lady Anne la here ; 

And one light joke, at rich Loretto*s dome 

Would rank good Marco with the damn*d at Rome. 

There 's no deformity so vile, so base. 
Thai *tis not somewhere thou^ a charm, a grace ; 
No foul reproach that may not steal a beam 
From other suna, to bleach it to esteem !* 



1 ** The particular bulk, aamber, figure, and motion of 
the parts of flre or mow are really in them, whether anr one 
perceive them or not, and therefore they may be called real 
quaJitiea, becaose thev really exist in those bodies ; bnt light, 
beat, whiteness, or coldness, are no more really in them than 
Btckness or pain is in manna. Take away tlw sensation of 
tbem : let not the ejre see light or eoloors, nor the ears bear 
sounds, let the palate not taste, nor the nose smell, and all 
eolouis, tastes, odonrs. and sounds, as they are such parti- 
cular ideas, vanish and cease.** — IJockt^ book ii. chap. 8. 

Bishop Berkeley, it is well known, extended this doctrine 
even to primarv qualities, and supposed that matter itself 
has but an ideal existence. How snail we apply the biabop*s 
theory to that period which preceded the formation of man, 
when our system of sensible things was produced^ and the 
sun shone, and the waten flowed, without anv sentient being 
to witness them 1 The spectator, whom Wniston supplies, 
will scarcely solve the difficulty : " To speak my mind ftee- 
ly,** says be, " I believe that the Hessias was there actually 
presenL*'— Bee Wkittom^ of tJu Mosaic Creation. 

2 Boetiue eniploys this argument of the Sceptics, among bis 
consolatory reflections upon the emptiness of fame. " Quid 
quod diversarum gentium mores inter so atque inslitota db- 
eordant, ut quod apud alios laude, apud alios supplieio dlg- 
aum judicetur 1*' Lib. ii. prosa. 7. — Many amusing instances 
of diversity, in the tastes, manners, and morals of diflerent 
nations, may be found throughout the works of that interest- 
ing sceptic LeMothn leVaver. — See his Opuscule Sceptiqoe, 
his treatise '* de la Secte »:eptique,*' aixl, above all. those 
Dialogues, not to be found in his worksjwhich he puolished 
under the name of Horatiui Tubero. — ^The chief objection 
to these writings of Le Vayer (and it is a blemish which, I 
think, niay be felt in the Esprit drs Loix,) is the sunpicious 
obscurity of the sources from which he frequently draws his 
instances, and the indiscriminate use which ho makes of the 
lowest populace of the librarv, those lying travellers and 
wonder mongers, of whom SoafVesbury complains, in his 
Advice to an Author, as having tended in his own time to 
'he diffusioa of a very vicious sort of scepticism. Vol. i. p. | 



Aak, who is wise T— you 'H find the aelf-eune man 
A sage in France, a madman in Japan ; 
And here some bead beneath a mitre swells. 
Which (here had tingled to a cap and belk : 
Nay, there may yet some monstrous region be, 
Unknown to Cook, and from Napoleon fiee. 
Where C*8tl*r**gh would for a patriot pass. 
And mouthing M*lgr^e scarce be deem*d an las ! 

" List not to reason,'* Epicurus cries, 

** But trust the senses, there conviction lies :** — ' 

Alas '. they judge not by a purer li^t, 

Nor keep their fountains more untinged and brin^ : 

Habit so mars them, that the Russian swain 

Will aigh for train-oil while he aips champagne ; 

And health to rules tliem, that a fever's beat 

Would make even Sh*r*d*n think water sweet ! 

Just as the mind the erring sense' believes, 
The erring mind, in turn, the sense deceives, 



3S9. The Pyrrhonism of Le Vayer, however, is of the 
innocent and playful kind ; and Vtllemandy, the author of 
Sceptieismns Debeliatns, exempts him epeeiaHy in the decla- 
ration of war which be denounces against the other aroMd 
neutrals of the sect, in consideration of the orthodox limits 
within which he has confined his incredulity. 

1 This was also the creed of tboae modem Epieuteaas, 
whom Ninon de rEneloe collected around her in the Roe 
des Toun^les, and whose object seems to have been to 
decry the faculty of reason, as tending only to embarrass oar 
use of pleasures, without eoabliiig us, in any degree^ to avoid 
their abuse. Madame des Houlieres, the fair pupil of Dss 
Barreaux in the arts of poetry and voluptuousness, has da- 
voted most of her verses to this laudable purnoee, and a 
such a determined foe to reason, that, in one or her paaCo> 
rals, she congratulates her sheep on the want of it. St fhrre- 
mont speaks thus upon the subject : 

" Uu m^laotge incertaio d*espf it et de matidre 
Nous fait vivre avec trop ou trop peu de lumiire. 

Nature, ^l^ve-oous i la clart^ des angea, 

Ou iwua abaiso au sens des simples animaux.** 

Which sentiments I have thus ventured to paraphrase : 

Had man been made, at Nature'a birth. 

Of only flame, or only earth. 

Had he been form*d a perfect whole 

Of purely tAiU^ or grasaly lAts, 
Then sense would oe>r have ckiuded soul. 

Nor soul restrain*d the sense*a btlas. 
Oh happy ! had his light been strong. 

Or had be never shared a light. 
Which burns enough to show be *s wrong, 

Tet not enough to lead him right ! 

8 See those verses upon the fallaciousness of the senses, 
begiiming ** Fallunl nos ocoli,'* etc among the ftagmenla of 
Petronius. The most sceptical of the ancient poets was 
Euripidea, and I defy the whole school of Pyrrho to prodoea 
a more ingenious doubt than the following : 

To J^nv ii ^vnTunv irrt, — See Laert. in Pyrrfa. 

Socrates and Plsto were the grand sources of ancient 
scepticism. Cicero tel!s us (de Orator, lib. iii.) that they 
supplied Arci'silas with the doctrines of tlie Middle Acade- 
my; and how much theee resembled the tenets of the Scep- 
tics, may be seen even in Scxtus Empiricus, (lib. i. cap. 33.) 
who, with all his distinctions, can scarcely prove any dtiBw^ 
cnce. One is sorry to find that Epicurus was a dogmatist; 
and I rather think his natural temper would have led him to 
the repose of scepticism, if the Stoic*, by their violent oppo- 
sition, had not forced him to be as obstinate as themselves. 
Indeed Plutarch, in reporting some of his opinions^ repre- 
sents him as delivering them with considerable heaitatioa 
Eirt%tvf9f 9vit9 ajrsyifgva-itii towtwv, ixef(tv«( tow ivlfx* 
f*ivo9. De Placit. Philosoph. lib. ii. cap. 13. See also the 
Slst and 22d cliapters. But that the leading eharaetenstioa 
of the sect were self-euflUciency and dogmatism, appears 
from what Cicero says of Velleius, De Natur. Deor.— ^'Taaa 
Velleiua, fidentur sane, ut solent isti, nihil tarn verena qoam 
ne dnbitare sliqna de re videretur ** 



MOORFS WORKS. 



And cold diiguiC ean find InC wnnUet thsrs, 

Where paasioB (kncim all Uwt *• naooth and fiur. 

• • • *, who MM, upon his pillow laid, 

A fkce for which ten thousand pounds were paid. 

Can tell, how quick before a jury flies 

The spell that mock*d the wann sedncer*s ejes ! 

Self is the medium least refined of all 

Through which opinion's searehing beam can &1I ; 

And, passing there, the clearest, s teadiest ray 

Will tinge its light add tuni its line astray. 

Th' Ephesian smith a holier charm espied 

In Dian's toe, than all his hesTen beside ;' 

And true religion shines not half so true 

On one good hying as it shines on two. 

Had W— Ic^-t first been pensioned by the Hirone, 

Kings would have mfht^d by his praiee alone ; 

And P— ine perhaps, for something snug per ann., 

Had langh'd, Uke W— U— sly, at all Rights of Man ! 

But 'tis not only indiTidual minds 

That habit tinctures, or that interest blinds ; 

Whole nations, fooVd by falsehood, fear, or pride. 

Their ostrich-heads m selP>illu8ion hide t 

Thus England, hot from Denmark's smoking meads, 

Turns up her eyes at Gallia's guilty deeds ; 

Thus, selfish still, the same dishonouring chain 

She binds in Ireland, she would break in Spain ; 

While praised at distaniL;e, but at home forbid. 

Rebels in Cork are patriots at Madrid ! 

Oh ! trust me. Self can cloud the brightest cause, 

Or gild the worrt ; — and then, for nations' laws ! 

Go, good ciriliaa, shut thy useless book ; 

In foroe alone fi»r laws of nations look. 

Let shipleis Danes and whining Yankees dwell 

On naval rights, with Grotius and Vattel, 

While C — bb— t's * pirate code alone appeal* 

Sound moral sense to England and Algiers ! 

Woe to the Sceptic, in these party days. 

Who bums on neither shrine the balm of praise ! 

For him no pension pours its annual fruits. 

No fertile sinecure spontaneous shoots; 

Not kis the meed that crown'd Don H— kh—m's 

riiyme. 
Nor sees he e'er, in dreams of future time. 
Those shadowy forms of sleek reversions rise. 
So dear to Scotchmen's second^ighted eyes ! 



1 8e« Acta, ebap. six. ; where every line reniiiiilt one of 
thoM reverend craftemen who are so ready to cry out— > 
** The church ia in danger !** 

"For ft caruin man named Demetrius, a mlversmKh, 
wMeh made lilTer shrinse for Diana, brooffat oo small gain 
onto the erafiemnn: 

" Whom he called tn^ther, with the workmen of like 
oeevpation, and said, Sin, ye know that by this craft we 
hare oar w«alth : 



I* So that not only this our eraft is likely to he set at 
nought, hot also that the temple of the great f oddeea Diana 
should he despised,** etc. etc. 

8 With raoet of thia writer*a latter politica I eonfeaa I feel 
a most hearty enncurrenoe, and perhapB| if I were an Eng- 
liahman, my pride might lead me to acqnieace io that aystem 
of lawleM, unlimited aovereignty, which he claims ao boldly 
for hie country at aea ; but, viewing the question somewhat 
more dieintereatedly, and a« a friend to the common rights 
of mankind,! cannot help thinking that the doctriaea which 
he maintained upon the Copenhagen ezpeditioa, and the 
dillerencea with America, would eetablish a species of oaari- 
tfane tyrannv, aa diaereditable to the character of ESngland, 
•4 it would be falling and onjuat to the other natioaa of the 



Yet who, that looks to time's aocosing leaf, 
Where Whig and Tory, thief opposed to thief. 
On either side in lofty shame are seen,' 
While Freedom's form hangs crucified between*— 
Who, B — rd— tt, who such rival rogues can see. 
But flies iVom both to honesty and thee? 

If, giddy with the world's bewildering maxe,* 
Hopeless of finding, through its weedy way^ 
One flower of truth, the busy crowd we shun. 
And to the shades of tranquil learning run. 
How many a doubt ptirsues !' how oft we sigh. 
When histories charm, to think that histories lie ! 
That all are grave romauses, at the best. 
And M— sgr — ^ve's* but more clumsy than the rest ! 
By Tory Hume's seductive page beguiled. 
We fancy Charles was just and Strafibrd mild;* 
And Fox himself, with party pencil, draws 
Monmouth a hero, ** for the good old cause !**' 
Then, rights are wrongs, and vietoriM are defiuits, 
As French or Elnglish pride the tale repeats ; 
And, when they tell Conmna's story o'er, 
They'll disagree in all, but honouring Moore ! 



1 Thia I have borrowed from lUlfk—Ust mU AkuM tf 
PmrUmmunta^ p. 164. 

8 The agitation of the ahip ia one of the cM^ difiealties 
which Impede the diseovery of the longitude at sea ; and the 
tumult and hurry of life are equally unfavourable to that 
calm level of mind which ia necemary to an inquirer after 
truth. 

In the mean time, oor modeet Sceptic, in the ahssaes of 
truth, contents himeelf with probabilitiee, rasembtiog in this 
respect thoae suitors of Penelope, who, when they ftNind 
that they could not poaeeea the miatreaa heraelf, very wissly 
resolved lo put up with her maids ; th ttnvtktwn wXnTtml^iw 
f^^ twrnfUfr^i^ rmtf rrnvrnt t/(<>^vr« 5i^«ir«iv««(. — Plo* 
tareh ni^i Hmttmv Ay«^iif. 

3 See a curious work, entitled. " Reflections upon Learn* 
ing,** written oo the plan of Agrippa'a ** De VaniUte Bciso- 
tiarum,** but much more honeetly and skilfully executed. 

4 This historian of the Iriah rebeUiooe has outran evsa 
his predeeeeaor in the aame task. Sir John Temple, for whoss 
character with reepeet to veracity the reader maveonenlt 
Carte*fl Collection of Ormood** Original Papera, p. W7. See 
alao Dr. Neleon*s account of him, in the lotrodnetioo to ths 
second volume of his Historic. Collect. 

5 He defonda Suaflbrd*8 conduct aa " innocent and even 
laudable.'* In the aame apirit, apeaking of the arbitrarv 
^^ntencee of the Star Chamber, he aavs— " The aeverity or 
the Star Chamber, which was generaUy escribed to Laud*s 
pessionate diapoailion, was perhapa, in itaslf, somewhat 
l)lameable.** — See Towtrs ufhtn Hnm$. 

6 That flexibility of temper and opinion, which the habits 
of scepticism sre so calculated to produce, are thua pleaded 
for by Mr. Fox, in the venr sketch of Monmouth to which 
I alliide ; and thia part or the picture the hietorian may he 
thought to have drawn for himself. "One of the most 
oonspicttous features in his character aeems to have been a 
remarkable, and, as aooie think, a culpable degree of flexi* 
bility. That such a disposition is preferable to its oppoeite 
extreme will be admitted by all, who think that modaaty, 
even in exoese, ia more nearly allied to wisdom than conceit 
and self-cufllciencv. Ha who has attentively considered the 
political, or indeed the general concerns of hfe. may possibly 
go still further, and may rank a williognesa to oe convinced, 
or, in rame eases, even without conviction, to concede our 
own opinion to that uf other men, among the principal in- 
ffredienis in the composition of practical wisdom.*' — Ths 
Sceptic's rsadineas of concession, however, ariaes mora from 
uncertainty than conviction, more ftom s suspicion that his 
own opinion ma^ he wrong, than from any peranasinn that 
the opinion of his adv«r«ary is right " It may be ao," was 
the courteous and sceptical formula, with which the Dutch 
were accustomed to reply to the statements of ambassadors. 
—See LU^t Statt fToriJkie*, aH. Sir Tk^m^t WUt. 

To the historical fragment of Mr. Fox. we may apply 
what PUny says of the last unfinished works of eelebrateo 
ariiale— " In lenocinio eommendationia dokir est manus, eusr 
id SgffCt, e^inet*.**— Lib. tzxv. csp. 9. 
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Nay, fbtnre peni, to flatter fbture comtt, 
May cite perhaps the Pt^k-gims* gay reports. 
To prove that England triompb'd on the mom 
Which found her Junot's jest and Europe** scorn ! 

In science too— how many a system, raised 
like Neva's icy domes, awhile hath bhzed 
With lights of fancy and with forms of pride, 
llien, melting, mingled with the oblivious tide ! 
Now Earth usurps the centre of the sky. 
Now Newton puts the paltry planet by ; 
Now whims revive beneath Descaites's' pen. 
Which now, assail'd by Locke's, expire again: 
And when, perhaps, in pride of chemic powers, 
We think the kejrs of Nature's kingdom ours, 
Some Davy's magic touch the dream unsettles, 
And turns at once our alkalis to metals ! 

I 

Or, should we roam, in metaphysic maxe, 

Through fair-built theories of fonner days, 

Some Dr— mm— d' from the north, more aUy skiU'd, 

like other Goths, to ruin than to build, 

TVamples triumphant through our fanes o'eithrown, 

Nor leaves one grace, one glory of his own! 

Oh Learning! Learning! whatsoe'er thy boast, 
Unletter'd minds have taught and charm'd us most : 
The rude, unread Columbus was our guide 
To worlds, which leam'd Lactantius had denied, 
And one wild Shakspeare, following Nature's limits. 
Is worth whole planets, fill'd with Stagyrites ! 

1 DeseartM, who u coiwiderod at the parent of modern 
seepticisrn, mts, that Uiere i« notbiitf in the whole ran^ of 
pbiKwophv which doca not admit oftwo oppoaito opinions, 
and which ia not inrolved in doubt and uncertainty. " In 
Fhiloaophia nihil adhue raperiri, de quo non in uiranique 
partem diaputatnr, hoc eat, qnod non att incertum et duoi- 
om.'* Gasaendi it another of our modern sceptica, and 
WodderkopflT, in hia Diaaertation **De Sceiiticitmrio profano 
^ aaero" (Argenlorat. I(i68,) baa denoaoced Eraamoa aa a 
follower of Pyrrho, for bia opiniooa upon the Trinity, and 
some other Bubjecta. To these if we add the namea of 
Bayle, Mailebrancho, Dryden, Locke, etc. etc. 1 think there 
la BO one who need be aafeiamed of donbtiuf in aaeh company. 

8 Soe thia gentleman^a Aeademie Queatione. 



See grave Theology, when once she strays 
From Revebtion's path, what tricks she plays ! 
How many various heavens hath Fancy's wing 
Elzplored or touch'd from Papias' down to King!* 
And hell itself, in India nought but smoke,* 
In Spain 's a furnace, and in France — a joke. 

Hail, modest ignorance ! diou goal and priie. 
Thou last, best knowledge of the humbly wise ! 
Hail, sceptic ease ! when error's waves are past. 
How sweet to reach thy tranquil port* at last. 
And, gently rock'd in undulating doubt. 
Smile at the sturdy winds which war without ! 
There gentle Charity, who knows how fiail 
The bark of Virtue, even in summer's gale. 
Sits by the nightly fire, whose beacon glows 
For all who wander, whether fViends or foes ! 
Then Faith retires, and keeps her white sail fiiri'd. 
Till call'd to spread it for a purer worid; 
While Patience lingers o'er the weedy shore. 
And, mutely waiting till the storm be o'er. 
Turns to young Hope, who still directs his eye 
To some blue spot, just breaking in the sky ! 

These are the mild, the blest associates given 
To him who doubts, and trusts in nought but He 



1 Papiaa Kved about the time of the Apoatlea, and ia aop 
puaed to have given birth to the hereay of the Chilioate, whoas 
heaven waa by no meana ol' a apiritual nature, but rather ai. 
anticipation of the Prophet uf Hera** elyaium. See Euas* 
biua Hiat Eoeleaiaat ub. iti. cap. 33. and Hieroaym. de 
Scriptor. Eccleaiaal. — though, from all that I can find in 
theae authora oooeemin^ Papiaa, it aeems hardly fair to im- 
pute to him thoae groia imaginationa in which the believers 
of the lenaual millennium indulged. 

3 King, in hia Moraola of Ciiticiam. vol. i. aappoaea the 
aun to be the receptacle of bleiaed spirita. 

3 The Indiana call hell " The Houae of Smoke.*' Soe 
Picart upon the Religion of the Baniana. The reader who 
b curious about infernal matters mav be edified by eooault- 
inff Buaca de Inferno, particularly lib. ii. cap. 7,8, where be 
wni find the preciae aort of fire aaoertaiaed in whieh wicked 
spirits are to be burned hereafter. 

4 "Chire Soeptiqoe, douoe p4ture de mon aroe, et 
roniqoe port de aalut & on esprit qui aime le repoa !**— Z« 
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DEDICATION. 

TO HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS THE PRINCE OF WALES. 
SiR^ — In allowing me to dedicate thia work to your Royal Highneaa, yoa have conferred apen 
me an honour which I feel very aenaibly : and I have only to regret that the pagea which yon have 
thua diatinguiahed are not more deaerring of aoch illuatrioua patronage. 

Belieye me, Sim, 

With erery aentiment of respect. 
Your Royal Highneaa'a 

Very gratefUl and deTotad Senrant, 

THOMAS MOORE. 



ADVERTISEMENT. 



It may be necenary to mention that, in amnging 
the Odes, the Tranalator haa adopted the order of 
the Vatican MS. For those who wiah to refer to the 
original, he haa prefixed an Index, which marks the 
nomber of each ode in Bamea and the other editiona. 



INDEX. 



one. B4ninBs. 

I ANAKPEON i6m9 ftt 6S 

£ Aon ftot Xvp^ip'Ofutpov 48 

5 Aye, ^(uypa^itv apt^ 49 

4 Toy apYvp9¥ Toptvi0v 17 

6 KaktfTCxvn Topneov ....18 

6 Xrt^os vXtKiav r9T* thpov 69 

7 Asyov9t¥ ai /vvaiccf 11 

8 Ov /lei ftiXtt ra Vvyov .15 

9 A^cs itt Tovs $tovf cot SI 

Ti cot OiXtis rottimt 12 

1 B^MW Ktiptvop rts 10 

2 0\ ftev KakitvKvpnPm^ IS 

5 OcXw, 0cAm ^tXfivai 14 

4 El ^vXAa irarra Sevipiap 82 

6 E^aafiii? ircX<ia 9 

6 Aye, («#//Ni^Mv apt^ 28 

7 Tpa^ iiot BaOoXAov o(rw ..29 

8 Aorc fioi, ^0rc, y^vatKcs 21 

9 Tlapa niv CKtriw Ba0uAXov 22 

20 Al Mei/ffdi TovJLptara SO 

21 H yt ^tkaiva rtwti 19 

22 'H TarraXov wor* c^ri 20 

25 6cXm Xtyttv Arpuias 1 

24 ^oois Ktpara rovpoti 2 

26 Z« ficv 0(Xif ;i^cXi5mv SS 

26 £v fitv Xtysts ra Brifitf 18 

27 El tvj^tott pttv txifot 1..66 

28 'O ainip h mi KvOnpnt 46 

29 XaXtxov ro /iri 4iX«r«ai 46 



ODB. BARKaa. 

80 E^Mcavir •Mif rpa^^a^kv 44 

51 *TaJC(v6(vif^s^/SL 7 

52 Eiri pvpciptus rs/>ivcif.. .....4 

SS MtcowKTtots WOT* itpait..^ ............8 

34 Maffapi^o^cv n, rtrrtli 4S 

33 E/>MS iror* cv jiodoiot • 40 

36 'O wXovros ttyt x/nicov 23 

37 A«a wrrmr tyKaBnhmf..m^ .....8 

38 Aiopov wtufitv Mvov .41 

39 ^(Xm yeporra Ttpxvov 47 

40 EiruSn PpoTof srvx^nv 24 

41 T( KaXov e^t fiait^ttv 66 

42 TloBut ptv Ai0w«9v .42 

43 Src^vovf pt9 Kpora^oivi .............6 

44 1 o ^o6o9 TO rwv tpmrwp 6 

46 'Orav vivw rov otvov • .5(5 

46 I^(, rt»s itipos ^avtrrof.mm ............37 

47 Eyw ytpmv ft€9 ttpt ....38 

48 *Orav h Baicj^of tt9tX9ri 26 

49 Tov Atot h van Bax^ot 27 

60 'Or* cyw riw rov oivov 30 

51 Mif Itt ^vyps opisca 34 

62 Tc nt rovs vopovt itiacKUs ; 36 

63 'Or* tym v(uv hfttXov 54 

64 *0 ravpof oIrro(, m wat 36 

66 £re^avir0opov ficr* Hpof 53 

66 'O rov tv irovoti arupt 60 

67 Apa Tti ropcvot rrovrov 61 

68 'O ipartrai ft* & ;(/>vffOf .65 

69 Tov ptXavoxpf^ra Porpvv 62 

60 Ava fiapPtrov Sovnmt 64 

61 noXioi utv hp^v hie .66 

62 Aye ivt 0^ ^f'*'* Mirai 67 

63 Tov Epwra yap rov i0pov 68 

64 Foovovpat c\ eXaftifioXt 60 

65 IlwXe QpriKtrif rt iri pg 61 

66 Ocawv avacea^ Kvirpi .'. 62 

67 & vai ropOcviov ^XciTMv ...67 

68 Eyw j'ovr* av ApaXBttiis 68 

For the order of the rest, aae the Noc«it 



ODC8 OF ANACRBON. 



fS2l 



AN ODE 
BY THE TRANSLATOR. 



Bill i«^ivoir rawifvt^ 
T1710C iror* h ftcXf siff 
'IXapos ycXMv ccciro, 
M<0v«#v rt ffiu Xvpc(!uv 
Afi^i avrev o{ 3* tp*trtf 
'AraXoi (Tvy^opcvtfav* 

Eiroui, ^XV^ oifwf 
O St Xcvjca wopi^vpotn 
Kptva ovp ^otci vXcfcft 
E^iXri Tt^Mv ycpoyra* 
H St 6ca«»v opamra^ 
ZO#IH mr* cf OXv^irov 
SffD^ff* Amurpcomiy 

Tvo/ici^Mvas cere* 
Zo^c, 6* ^ AvoKptorrm 
Toy a»^rar»v iiravrwv, 
KaXcmotv ol iro^i^vt, 
Tfy ytpktVf rcev /3(oy /mv 
Toff i^«t, ry Avat^t 
K* Mff ^01 Kparttv tittKas ; 
Ti ^iXtipia nis Kv9i|p9(i 
T< KvircXXa rov Avotov, 
Ai« y* trov^fivai ^SaVf 
0«c tftovs vofioof ^(^ctfn^Vi 
Ovff sfi«y Xa;|^wy c«rr0v ; 
'O St Tnlns fiiXtpK 
Mifrc Svoj^tpaivtf ^^t% 
'Or(| 0ca« ffotf y* aptv fttVf 
*0 (ro^wraro; iravTM¥ 
Hofa ru¥ €o^mf KoXtvftai' 
^iXm, riMy Xopi^M, 
M<ra rwy ffoXwv yvvatKttv 
A0cXwf 3s rspsva vac^My 
Oi X«^ i^ap, (^oy ifrvp 
Avawvu povovs tpiaraf 
*Oit fitorov yaXipnfv 
^iXtitv paXt^a iramtp^ 
Ov €9f9t fuXtfSof Ufu ; 
Tf f m^mrtpot psv Cft. 



REMARKS ON ANACREON. 

Thsks is Tery little known with certaintj of tfw 
life of Anacreon. Chanueleon Heradeotea,' who 
wrote «pon the rafaject, has been loet in the general 
wreck of ancient literature. The editora of the poet 
have collected the few trifling anecdotes which are 
scattered through the extant authors of antiquity, and, 
supplying the deficiency of materials by fictions of 
their own imaginatiou, they have arranged, what they 
call, a life of Anacrcon. These spedons fabrications 
are intended to indulge that interest which we natn- 
rally feel in tlie biography of illustrious men ; bat it 
is rather a dangerous kind of illusion, ss it coofooDdi 

1 Hs is qaotsd by Alhenens «v t« np« t«v Ar<M(^itinr«c. 
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the limits of history and romance,* and is too often 
supported by unfaithful citation.* 

Our poet was bom in the city of T^os, in the deli- 
eious region of Ionia, where erery thing respired 
Tohiptuousness.* The time of his birth aiq[)ears to 
have been in the sixth century before Christ,* and he 
flourished at that remarkable period when, under the 
pofished tyrants Hipparchus and Pblycrates, Athens 
and Samoa were the rival asylums of genius. The 
name of his father is doubtful, and therkbre cannot 
be very interesting. His fkmily was perhaps illustri- 
ous, but those who discover in Plato that he was a 
descendant of the monarch Codrus, exhibit, as usual, 
more seal than accuracy.^ 

The disposition and talenta of Anaereon recom- 
mended him to the monarch of Samoa, and he was 
formed to be the friend ^ such a prince as Polycra- 
tes. Susceptible only to the pleasures, he feh not 
the corruptions of the court; and while I^rthagoru 
fled from the tyrant, Anaereon was celebrating his 
praises on the lyre. We are told too by Maximus 
T^ns, that by the influence of his amatory songs he 
softened the mind of Polycrates into a spirit of be- 
nevolence toward his subjects.* 

The amours of the poet and the rivalship of the 
t]rrant' I shall pass over in silence; and there are 
few, I presume, who will regret the omission of most 
of those anecdotes, which the industry of some editors 
has not only pronmlged but discussed. Whatever is 
repugnant to modesty and virtue is considered in 
ethical science, by a supposition very favourable to 
humanity, as impossible ; and this amiable persuasion 
should be much more strongly entertained where the 
transgression wars with nature as well aa virtue. 
But why are we not allowed to indulge in the pre- 
sumption? Why are we officiously reminded that 
there have been suoh instances of depravity ? 

Hipparchua, who now maintained at Athena the 

1 The HictorjT of Aoacroon, by Monsieur Gacon Me po- 
<He Mil* fard) n Drofesiedly a romance ; not does Made- 
moiMUs Scoderi, rrom vrhom he borrowed the idea, pretend 
to hutorical Teracity in her account of Anaereon and Sap- 
pho. Tbeae, then, are allowable. But how can Barnes be 
ibrgiTen, who, with all the confidence of a bio||rapher, traces 
every wandenns of the poet, sod settlee htm in his old age 
at a country villa new T^oe 1 

S The learned Monsieur Baylo has detected mom infideli- 
tiet of quotation in Le FeTre. Bee Dictwnnuire UUt*- 
riqmt^ etc. Bladame Dacier ii not more accurate than her 
father : thev have aUnost made Anacrson prime minister to 
the monarch of Samos. 

3 The Asiatics were as remarkable for geaius as for lux- 
ury. "Ingenia Asiatica inclyu per gsutes feeera poet», 
Anaereon, iade Bfimnermus et Antimachas," etc. — Solinus. 

4 I have not attempted to define the particular Olympiad, 
but have adopted the idea of Bayle, who says, '* Je n'ai 
psint marquii d*01ympiade; car, pour un homme qui a 
v6cu 85 ana, il me aemole one Ton ne doit point s'enfermer 
dans lies bornes si ^troites.*' 

5 Tbb mistake is founded on a false interpretation of a 
very obvious passase in Plato's Dialogue on Temperance ; 
it originated with Madame Dacier. and has been received 
implicitly by many. Gail, a late eaitor of Anaereon, sooma 
to claim to himself the merit of detecting thb error ; but 
Biurle had observed it before him. 

o A*»%ftm9 £«At<oi( IIoXvxp»Ti|v if/d^vfi.— Maxtm. Tyr. 
% 31. Maximus Tyrius mentions this among other instances 
of the influence of poetry. If Gail had read Maximus 
Tyrios, bow could he ridiealo this idea in Moutomiet, as 
unantlwntiested 1 

7 In the romance of Clelia, the anecdote to which I allude 
is told of a yoaag girl, with whom Anaoisoo fell in lovo 
whils ahs psnonatsd the god AnoUo in a mask. But ksrs 
MsdsflMiMlls Beoderi eoosultsd nature mors Uia& tjra»hi. 
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power which his (kther Pisiitratus had uiurped, was 
one of those elegant princes who have polished the 
fetters of their sutyects. He was the first, according 
to Plato, who edited the poems of Homer, and com- 
manded them to be sung by the rhapsodists at the 
celebration of the Panathenca. As his court was the 
galaij of genius, Anacreon should not be absent. 
Hipparchus sent a barge for him ; the poet embraced 
the invitation, and the muses and the loves were 
wafted with him to Athens.' 

The manner of Anacreon's death was singular. 
We are told that in the eightjr-fiflh year of his age he 
was choked by a grape-stone ;' and however we may 
smile at their enthusiastic partiality, who pretend that 
it was a peculiar indulgence of Heaven, which stole 
him from the world by this easy and characteristic 
death, we cannot help admiring that his fate should 
be so emblematic of hip disposition. Cslius Calcag- 
ainos allndes to this catastrophe in the following 
epitaph on our poet : 

* Then, ballow'd sags, those lips which poor'd along 
The eweetest lapses fX the cygnet's song, 

A grape haa cloee^ for ever ! 
JH«re let the ivy kiaft the poet'a tomb, 
Here let the rose \^ loved with laurels bloom, 

In bands that oe'^er shall sever ! 

» 

But far be thoo, oh ! far, unholy vine. 

By whom the favourite minstrel of the Nine 

Expired his rosy hrealh ; 
Tby god himself noWHpusbes to confess, 
Unholy vinel he feeh he loves thee less. 

Since poor Anacreon's death I 

There can scarcely he imagined a more delightfhl 
«heme for the warmest speculations of fancy to wan- 
ton upon, than the idea of an intercourse between 
Anacreon and Sappho. I could wish to beUeve that 
they were contemporary : any thought of an inter- 
change between hearts so congenial in wannth of 
passion and deUcacy of genius gives such play to the 
imagination, that the mind loves to indulge in it ; but 
the vision dissolves before historical truth ; and Cha- 
meleon and Hermesianaz, who are the source of the 
supposition, are considered aa having merely indolged 
in a poetical anachronism.* 



1 There is a very interesting French poem ibuaded upon 
this anecdote, imputed to Desy vetaux, and called " Ana- 
creon Citoyen." 

8 Fabriciua appears not to trust very implicitly in this 
story. " UvsB passe aeino tandem sufiocatos, si credimus 
Saide in eivororii< ; alii enim hoc mortis genero perisae tra- 
dnnt Sophoclem.*' Fabrieii. Bibliothec Grsc. lib. iL cap. 
15. It most be confessed that Lnciaa, who tells us that 
Sophocles was choked by a grape-stone, in the very same 
treatise mentions the longevity of Anacreon, and yet is silent 
on the manner of his death. Coald he have been ignorant 
of such a remarkable coincidence, or, knowing, could lie 
have neglected lo remark it? See Regaier's Introduction 
to his Anacreon. 

3 At te, sancte senex, acinus sub lartara misit; 

Cycneas clausit qui tibi vocis iter. 
Voa, nedera, tumnlum^ tumulum voa, cingite lauri: 

Hoc rose perpetao vemet odora loco ; 
At vitis procul bine, procol hino odiosa faeesaat, 

Que canaam dire protulit, uva, necis, 
Creditur ipse minus vitem jam Bacchus amare, 

la vatem tantam que fuit ansa nefas. 

Celine Caleagninus has translated or imitated the epigraoM 
■<c Tuv M»p«Kec /8ouv, which are given under the aame of 
Anaoreon. 

4 Barnes is convinced of the synchronism of Anacreon 
and Sappho ; but very gratuttoosly. In citing his anthori- 
(ies. it Is strange that ho neglected the line which Pulvtus 



To infer the moral dispoaitiona of a poet fh>m the 
tone of sentiment which pervades his works, is some- 
times a very fallacious analogy : but the soul of Ana- 
creon speaks so unequivocally through his odes, that 
we may consult them as the faithful mirrors of his 
heart.' We find him there the elegant voluptuary, 
diffuaing the seductive charm of sentiment over paa- 
sions and propensities at which rigid morality must 
frown. His heart, devoted to indolence, seems to think 
that there is wealth enough in happiness, but seldom 
happiness enough in wealth; and the cheerfulneaa 
with which he brightens his old age is interesting and 
endearing : like his own rose, he is fragrant even in 
decay. But the most pecuUar feature of his mind is 
that love of simplicity which he attributes to himseli 
so very feelingly, and which breathes characteris- 
tically through all that he has sung. In truth, if we 
omit those vices in our estimate which ethnic religion 
not only connived at but consecrated, we ahall say 
that the disposition of our poet was amiable; his 
morality was relaxed, but not abandoned ; and Vir- 
tue with her zone loosened may be an emblem of the 
character of Anacreon.' 

Of his person and physiogpnomy time has preserved 
such uncertain m^iiBijhrials) that perhaps it were bet- 
ter to leave die pencjil to fancy ; and few can read 
the Odes of AnacreoA without imagining the form of 
the animated old bard, crowned with rates, and ain^ 
ing to the lyre.' 

Ursinus has quoted, as of Anacreon, among the testimonies 
to Sappho : ^ 

Fabricius thinks iiat ditey might have been contemporary, 
but considers their amour as a tale of imagination. Voseioa 
rejects the idea entirely : as also Olaus B^ichius, etc. etc 
1 An Italian poet, in some verses on BeUeau^s tranalatioB 
of Anacreon, pretends to imagine that our bard did not feel 
as he wrote. 

Lyeum, Venerem, Cupidinemque 
Senex lusit Anacreon poeta. 
Sed auo tempore nee capaciores 
Rogabat cyathoe, nee tnquietia 
Urebatar amorihus, sed tpais 
Tsntum versibns et Jocia amabat. 
Nullum pre se habitum gerena amantiB. 

To Love and Bacchus, ever young. 

While sage Anacreon touch'd the lyre. 
He neither felt the loves he sung, 

Nor fiird his bowl to Bacchus higher. 
Those flowery days bad faded long, 

When youth coold act the lover's part ; 
And passion trembled in his song. 

But never, never reached his heart. 

8 Anacrson's character has been variously coloored 
Barnes lingers on it with enthusiastic admiration, but he is 
always extravagant, if not sometimes even profkoe. Mob- 
sieor Baillet, who is in the opposite extreme, exaggsratss 
too much the testimonies which he has consulted ; and wa 
cannot surely agree with him when he cites such a compiler 
as Atheneus, as " un des plus savans critiqoas do raoti- 
quit4.'*--Jugement des Savans, M.C.V. 

Barnes could not have read the passage to which he re- 
fers, when he accuses Le Fevre of having censured oar 
poet's character in a note on Longinus ; the note in qoestioo 
IS manifest bony, in allusion to some reprehension which 
Le Fevre had suffered for his Anacreon ; and it u evident 
that praise rather than censure is intimated. See Johannes 
Vnlpius de Utilitate Poetices, who vindieatss our poet's 
reputatien. 

1} Johannes Faber, in his deecription of the coin of Uisi- 
nos, mentions a hesd on a very hesutifiol cornelian, whiek 
he supposes was worn in a ring by some admirer of the post 
In the Iconographia of Canini there is a youthful head of 
Anacreon ftam a Grecian medal, with the letters TEIOZ 
around it ; on the reverse there is a Neptune, holding a speat 
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After the vefy enthoMafltic enlogioma bestowed bj 
the tncieiite end modern* upon the poema of Ana- 
•ereoa,' we need not be diffident in expreaaing our 
rapturea at their beanty, nor heaitate to pronounce 
them the moat poliahed remaana of antiquity.' They 
mre all beauty, all enchantment.' He ateala ua ao in- 
aenaibly along with him, that we ajrmpalhize even in 
hia ezoeaaea. In hia amatoiy odea there ia a dehcat^ 
of compliment not to be found in any other ancient 
poet. Love at that period w«a rather an unrefined 
emotion ; and the intercourM of the aezea waa ani- 
mated more by paaaion than aentiraent. They knew 
■ot thoae Iktle tendemeaaea which form the spiritual 
pait of affection ; their expreaaion of feeling waa 
therefore rude and unvaried, and the poetry of Lore 
deprived of ita moat captivating gracea. Anacreon, 
howerer, attained aome ideaa of this gallantry ; and 
the aame delicacy of mind which led him to thia re- 
finement prevented him from yielding to the freedom 
of language, which haa sullied the pagea of all the 
other poeu. Hia deacriptiona are warm; but the 
warmth ia in the ideaa, not the words. He is sportive 
without being wanton, and ardent without being 
lioentioes. Hia poetic invention ia most brilliantly 
diaplayed in those allegorical fictiona which ao many 
have endeavoured to imitate, because all have con- 
feeped them to be inimitable. Simplicity ia the dia^ 
tinguishing fetture of these odes, and they intereat by 
their innocence, while they fiwcinate by their beauty : 
they are, indeed, the infanta of the Muaea, and may 
be aaid to Ikp in numbers. 
I shall not be accuaed of enthuaiastic partiality by 



ia hia riffht bao<). and a dolpbio in th« left, with the word 
TIAKQN, inscribed, '* Tolendoci denotare (nays Canini) che 
qoella eittadiai la coniswro in hooore del tuo oompatriota 
poeta.'* There is alto amon( tho coins of de Wilde, one 
wUch, though il bears no effigy, was probably struck to the 
nemory of Anacreon. It has the word THIIIN, encircled 
with aa ivy crown. ^ At oaidni respicit hao corona Ana- 
ereontam. oobilem lyricum r* — De Wilde. 

1 Besides those which are exUnl, he wrote hymns, ele- 
gies, epigrams, etc. Some of the epigrams stiU exist. Ho- 
race alludes to a poem of his upon tM riTslry of Circe and 
Penelope in the affeeUona of Ulysses, lib. i. od. 17. The 
scholiast upon Nicaoder cites a fragment from a poem upon 
sleep, by Anacreon, and attributes to him likewise a medi- 
cinal treatise. Pulgenlius mentions a work of his upon the 
war between Jupiter and the Titans, and the origin of the 
eoosecration of the eagle. 

% See Horace, Maximus Tyriui, etc " Hn style (says 
Sealiger) is sweeter than the juice of the Indian reed." 
Po^tices, lib. i. cap. 44. — " From the softness of his verses 
(lajrs Olaus Borrichiui) the ancients bestowed on him the 
epitheU sweet, delicate, graceful, etc." DisserUtiooes Aca- 
demicflB, de Foetis, diss. 2.— Sealiger acaio praises him in a 
pan; speaking of the a**^«(i or ode, *' Anacreon autem non 
solum dedit hs»e fiKn^ sed etinm in ipsis mella." — See the 
passage ef Rspin, quoted bv all the editors. I cannot omit 
citing the following Tenr spirited apostrophe of the author 
of iIm Oommentary preoxed to the Parma edition : " O vos, 
sublimes animv, tos, Apoliinie alumni, qui post uaum Alc- 
manem in tota Hellade lyricam p lesim exsuscitastw, eoluistiSf 
ampHficastk, quaso vos an ullus unquam fuerit vates qui 
Teto canton vel aatora onndorevel metri suarttate palmam 
prswipuerit.** See likowi4e Vincenao Gravini deila Rag. 
Poetic, libro primo, p. 97. — Among |be Ritratti del Cavalier 
Marino, there is one of Anacreon beginning Cingetemi la 
fronte, etc. etc. 

3 " We may perc ive,** says Voasios, " that the iteration 
of his words oondn-es very much to the sweetness of his 
jlyle.** Henry Su^pheo remarka the same beauty in a note 
on the fiMTty-foartb ode. This figure of iteration is his moat 
appropriate grace. The modern writers of JuveniUa and 
Basia have adopted it to an excess which destroys the 
egiMt. 



those who have read and felt the original; but to 
others I am conacioua that thia ahould not be the lan- 
guage of a tranalator, whose faint reflection of these 
beauties can but little juatify hia admiration of them. 

In the age of Anacreon muaic and poetiy were in- 
separable. These kindred talents were for a long ^ 
time associated, and the poet alwaya aung his own 
compositions to the lyre. It is probable that they were 
not set to any regular air, but rather a kind of musical 
recitation, which waa varied according to the ftaey 
and feelings of the moment. ' The poems of Ana- 
creon were sung at banqueta aa laM aa the time of 
Attlua CrelliuB, who tella us that he heard one of the 
odea performed at a birth-day entertainment.* 

The aingular beauty of our poet'a atyle, and per- 
haps the caraleas facility with which he appears to 
have trifled, have induced, aa I remarked, a ntmiber 
of imitationa. Some^ have succeeded with wonder- 
fbl felicity, aa may be discerned in the few odes 
which are attributed to writers of a later period. But 
none of hia emulators have been ao dangeroua to his 
feme as those Greek ecclesiastics of the eariy ages, 
who, conscious of inferiority to their prototypes, de- 
termined on removing the possibility of comparison, 
and, under a aemblance of moral seal, deatroyed the 
moat exquiaite treasures of antiquity.' Sappho and 
Alccua were among the victima of thia violation ; and 
the aweetest flowers of Grecian literature fell be- 
neath *the rode hand of ecdeaiastical presumption. 
It u troe they pretended that thia aacrifice of genius 
was canonised by the interests of religion ; but I have 
already aasigned the most probaUe motive ;* and if 
Gregoriua Nazianzentia had not written Anacreon- 
tica, we might now perhapa have the works of the 
Teian immutilated, and be empowered to aay exult- 
ingly with Horace, 

Nee si quid oMm lusit Anacreon 
Delevit Bias. 

The xeal by which theae biahops professed to be ac- 
tuated gave birth, more innocently, indeed, to an 
absurd species of parody, aa repugnant to piety as it 
is to taate, where the poet of voluptuotianeas was 
made a preacher of the goapel, and hia mtiae, like the 
Venua in armour at Lacedsmon, was arrayed in all 
the severities of priestly instroction. Such was the 

1 In tho Psris edition there sre four of the original odea 
set to music, by citizens Le Sueur, Gosnec, Mehul, nnd Che- 
rubini. " On chante du Latin et de ritalien," lajre GaiL 
"quelquefois m^me sans les entendre; qui emp^che que 
nuus ne chantiuni des odes Grecques ?** The chromatic 
learning of these composers is very unlike what we are told 
of the simple melody of the ancients; and they have ali 
mistaken the accentuation of the words. 

8 The Parma commentator it rather careless in referring 
to this passage of Aulus Ctellius (lib. xix. cap. 9.) — The ode 
was not sung by the ihetorician Juliaousj as he savs, bul 
by the minstrels of both sexes, who were utruducca at the 
entertainment 

3 See what Colomsaiiis, in his " Literary Treasures,** haa 
qaoted from Alcyon.us de Exilio ; it may be found in Bax- 
ter. Cokunesius, aAer citing the passage, adds, *' Ha)c auro 
contra cara non potui non apponere.** 

4 We may perceive by the beginning of the first hymn of 
Bishop Synesius, that he made Anacreon and Sappho his 
models of compoeitioo. 

Av* ftttf Kry$tm f9fft*ylt 
MtTM Ti|iMir mtttm*^ 
iA$rm Aiv^tMv t« fi«Kirmw, 

Margunius and Damascenus were likewise authors of pioua 
Anacreontics 
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** Anacreon Reoantatug," by Caroltu de Aquino, a 
Jefuit, published 1701, which consisted of a series of 
palinodes to the several songs of our poet. Such too 
was the Christian Anacreon of Patrignanus, another 
Jesuit,' who preposterously transferred to a most 
^ sacred subject all that Anacreon had song to festirity. 

Hii metre has been very frequently adopted by the 
modem Latin poets. Scaliger, Taubmannus, Bar- 
thius,' and others, have evinced that it is by no 
means uncongenial with that language.' The Ana- 
creontics of Scaliger, however, s^imely deserve the 
name ; they are glittering with conceits, and, though 
often elegant, are always laboured. The beautiful 
fictions of Angerianus,^ have preserved, more hap- 
pily than any, the delicate turn of those allegorical 
fables, which, frequently passing thfough the me- 
diums of versien and imitation, have generally lost 
their finest ny9 in the trwpnisidon. Many of the 
Italian poets have sported on the sutgects, and in the 
manner of Anacreon. Bernardo Tasso first introduced 
the metre, which was afterwards polished and. en- 
riched by Chabnera and others.* If we may judge 
by the references of Degen, the German language 
abounds in Anacreontic imitations • and Hagedom' 
is one among many who have assumed him as a 
model. La Farre, Chaulieu, and the other ligltt poets 
of France, hsve professed too to cultivate the muse 
of T^oe ; but they have attained all her negligence, 
with little of Che grace that embellishes it. *In the 
delicate bard of Chiras' we find the kindred spirit of 
Anacreon : some of his gazdles, or songs, pos se ss 
all the character of our poet 

We come now to a retrospect of the editions of 
Anacreon. To Henry Stephen we are indebted for 
hsving first recovered his remains from the obscurity 
in which they had reposed for so many ages. He 
found the seventh ode, as we are told, on the cover 
of an old tM>ok, and communicated it to Victorius, 
who mentions the cireumstance in his "Various 
Readings." Stephen ¥ras then very young; and this 
discovery was conndered by some critics of that day 



1 This, perhapi, is the " Jesuits quidsm Greculus'* al- 
luded to byBsrnea, who has himself oompoaed an Avsxpiwv 
TLftrrtuvof, »M abaurd as the real, hot sooaewbat oKirs akil- 
folly executed. 

3 I have seen aomewhere an account of the HSS. of Bar> 
thina, written just after his death^ which mentions many 
OMre Anaoreontica of hia than I believe have ever been pub- 
lished. 

3 Thus too Albsrlua, a Danish poet : 

FMii tui minister 
Gandebo semper eaae 
Gaudebo temper illi 
Litare thure mulso ; 
Gaudebo veraper ilium 
Landare pumilillia 
Anacreon ticiilia. 

See the Daniah Poets collected by Roalgaard. 
These pretty littleoeases defy translation. There ia a very 
beautiful Anacreontic by Hago Grotiua. See lib. L Far- 

ragiui'* 

4 From Angerianus, Prior haa taken hia most elegaat 
nfytholof ical aubjecta. 

5 See Creaimbeni, Historia della Vols. Poea. 

L* aimable If a^edom vaut quelquelbis Anacreon. Do- 
rat. Id6e de la Po^sie Aliemsnde. 

7 Bee Toderini on the learning of the Turks, as translated 
by De Cuumard. Prince Cantemir haa made the Russians 
acquainted with Anaerson. See hia life, prefixed to a trsns- 
Jatiea of his Satires, by the Abb4 de Guasoo. 



I as a literaiy imposition.* In lAM, howevsr, he gave 
Anacreon to the world,* accompanied with Annoia- 
tionp and a Latin version of the greater part of the 
odes. The learned still hesitated to receive them as 
the reUcs of the Teiaa bard, and suspeded them to 
be the fiibricatlon of some moolu of the aiiteeiitfa 
century. This was an idea firom which the classic 
muse recoiled ; and the Vatican manuscript, con- 
sulted by Scaliger and Salmasius, oonfinoed the an- 
tiquity of most of the poems. A very inaccarate 
copy of this MS. was taken by Isaac Vossius, and 
this is the authority which Barnes has followed in his 
collation; accordii^ly he misrepresents almost as 
often as he quotes ; and the aafaseqdiuit editors, rely- 
ing upon him, have spoken of the maaiiscript with 
not less confidence than ignorance. The litenty 
world has, at length, been gratified with this cwi- 
ons memorial of the poet, by the iodnstry of the 
AbbA Spaletti, who, in 1781. pofaliahed at Rome a 
lac-amile of the pages of the Vatican mannKript, 
which contained ^ odes of Anacreon.* 

Monsier Gail, hss given a catalogoe of all the edi- 
tions and translations of Anacreon. I find their num- 
ber to be much greater than I could possibly have 
had an opportunity of ooasnking. I shall diereforo 
content myself with enomerating those editions only 
whidi I have been able to 4SoUeet} they are wy 
finr, but I believe they are the laost ijHportant : — 

The edition by Henry Stephen, 1664, at Pkria— 
the Latin vetaion is, l^ Colomesins, attributed to 
John Dorat.* 

The old French translationa, by Ronsaid aad Bel- 
leau — the former published in 1555, the latter in 
1556. It appears that Henry Stephen communicated 
his manuscript of Anacreon to Ronsard before he 
published it, by a note of Moretos upon one of the 
sonnets of that poet.* 

The edition of Le Fevre, 1660. 

The edition by Madame Daoier, 1681, with a proee 
translation.* 



1 RobertetluB, In his work " De Ratione corrigendi,** pro- 
nounces theae verses to be triflings of some insipid Onsrist. 
3 Ronsard commemorates this event : 



Je vay boire A Henri Etieane 
Qui des eofers nousa rendu, 
Du vieil Anacreon perdu, 

La dooee lyre Telenne. 



Ode XV. book 5. 



I fill the bowl to Stepheo*a oaase, 
Who rescued from the gloom of sight 

The Tsian bard of festive fame, 
And brought his living lyre to light. 

3 This manuscript, which Spaleiti thinks as old as ths 
tealh century, was brousht from the Palatine into the Va- 
tican library ; it is a kind of anthology of Greek ^ligrama ; 
and in the 676th page of it are found the n/^t»t»iim rv/ur: 
Ttm*» of Anacreon. 

4 " Le m4me (M. Voesius) m*a dit au*il avatt poas^d4 ■■ 
Anacreon, oil Scaliger avsit marqu^ ae sa main, qu'lleori 
Etienne n' Mait paa Tauteur de la version Latins dos odes 
de ce poiite, mais Jean Dorat.*' Paulus Colomesiua, Parti- 
cularitia. ^ 

Colomeaius, however, seenos to have relied too implicitly 
on Voesius : almost all theee Particularit^s begin with " M. 
Vosaiua m*a diL** 

5 " La fiction de c« sonnet, eomms Tautear BB4m« m*a 
dit, eat prise d'one ode d* Anaerson, encore mm imprissee 
qu'tl a oepuia traduite, vv f*** 9*^<r x*^*^"*'** 

6 The author of Nouvelles de la Repub. dee Lett, praisss 
this translation very libersUy. 1 havs always thoofht ii 
va^ne and spiritkaa. 
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Hie edition by^ Longepierre, 1684, with t tranik- 
tion in vene. 

The edition by Buter; London, 1695. 

A French truulation JSf La Fomo, 1704. 

"L'HiMoife dee. Odea d*Anaer«on,** bjr Moaneor 
Gocon; Retterdun, 1718. 

A truulation in Engiiah Tene, by Mveral hands, 
1713, in wUeh the odet by Cowley are inserted. 

T^ edition by 6anies; London, 17S1. 

The edition 1^ Dr. Trapp, 1738, with a Latin ver- 
sion in elegiac metre. 

A translation in English Teno» by John Addison, 
1785. 

A collection of Italian tmnahtfiens of Anacieon, 
published at Veaiee, 1796, consisting of those by 
Corsini, Regnier,* SakinI, Marcheltit and one by se- 
veral anonymons authors.* 

A translation in English verse, by Fawkes and 
Doctor Broome, 1760.' 

Another, anonymoos, 1768. 

The edition by Spaletti, at Rome, 1781 ; with the 
ftc-simile of the Vatican MS. 

The edition by Degen, 1786, who published also a 
German translation of Anacreon, esteemed the best 

A translation in English verM, by Urqnhart, 1787. 

The edition by Citoyen Gail, at Pans, seventh 
year, 1799, with a prose translation. 
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ODE !.♦ 

I SAW the smiling bard of pleasure. 
The minstrel of the Teian measure ; 
*T was in a vision of the night. 
He beam*d upon my wandering sight : 
I heard his voice, and warmly pressed 
The dear eq^husiast to my breast 
His tresses wore a silvery die. 
But beauty sparkled in his eye ; 
Sparkled in his eyes of fire, 
Tlirough the mist of soft desire. 



His lip eihaled, whene'er he si^*d. 
Hie fragrance of the racy tide ; 
And, as with weak and reeling ieet. 
He came my cordial luss to meet, 
An in&nt of the Cyprian band 
Owded him on with tender hand. 
Quick from his glowing brows be drew 
His braid, of many a wanlon hue ; 
I took the braid of wanton twine. 
It breathed of him and blush*d with wine ! 
I hung it o*er my thoughtless brow, 
And ah ! I feel its magic now ! 
I feel that CTen hia garland's touch 
Can make the bosom love too much I 



1 Tho noter of Rcgnior ara not inserted in this edition : 
they must be interesting, u ther wore fur the rooet part 
communicated by the infonious Menage, who, .we may per- 
ceive, bestowed some reeeareb on the aubject, by a paseage 
in the Meoogiana — " C* oat aussi lul* (M. Birot) qui I'ett 
donn^ la peine dc conferor dei manutcrits en Italie dana la^ 
temps <foo je travaiilaia aur AiDaGrAoa.**-*-Mooagisas, aecon- 
de partie. 

'2 I find in Haym*a Notizia de' Libri rari, ap Italian trans- 
lation DientioiMti, by Caponoe in Venice, 1670. 

3 This ia the siost complete of the English tranalatioos. 

4 Thia ode is the first of the series in tne Vatican manq> 
script, which attributes it to no other poet than Anacreon. 
They who assort that the manuscript imputes it to Bastlios 
have been misled by the Mrords Tov aurau 39i«-tx.i»«f in the 
margin, which are merely intended as a title to the fullow- 
ing ode. Whether it be toe production of Anacreon or not, 
it haa all the featurea of ancient simplicity, and is a boautiAil 
imitation of the poet*s happiest maooer. 

Sparkled in his ejfet •/ fire^ 

Through the mist of $oft lUnre.'] " How ooold be know 
at the first look (says Baxter) that tne poet was 9ix.(vve« V* 
Thero are sondT waf tell-tales of this propeoaity ; and the 
fbtlowing are the indices, which the phyaiofoomiat givea, 
doscribing a disposition perhaps not unlike that of Anacreon : 
O^AsX^eei xXu^o/iivoi, nvf*»fPTtf tv aiureit, ii( m^pott 
Tis «»t *vwm9tt*v twr$nvr^*' o»ri it ajiMSi, ovti xaxoup- 



ODE II. 
Give me the harp of epic song, 
Which Homer's finger thrill'd along ; 
But tear away the sanguine string. 
For war is not the theme I sing. 
Proclaim the laws of fertal rito, 
I 'm monarch of the board to-night ; 
And all around shall brim as high, 
And quaff the tide as deep as 1 ! 
And when the cliutter's mellowing dews 
Their warm, enchanting balm infuse. 
Our feet shall catch the ela^ic bound. 
And reel as through the dancc*t round 
Oh Bacchtis ! wc shall sing to thee. 
In wild but sweet ebriety ! 
And flash around such sparks of thought. 
As Bacchus could alone have taught ! 

yoi, owTi ^vTiMf ^»vknt^ OVTI «/s0VTe«.>.-Adamaatius. 
'*Tbu lyes that are huuiid and fluctuating show a propen- 
siiy to pleajtiire aud love; they bespeaic too a mind ot in- 
tigrity and bciiofi«euce, a generosity of diMpoaition, and a 
genius fur poetry." 

Baptiitta Porta tells us sumo straiige opioiona of the an- 
cieih pbyslognombts on the subject, their reasons for which 
were curious, and perhaps not altogether fiucifhl. — ^Vids 
PhyaiognowL. Jokmm, BapHoL Port^. 

I took the braid of wanton ijenM, 

It breathed of 4tai, etc.] Philostratua has the same thcraght 
in one of his EpMrma^ where he speaks of the garland which 
be had sent ta>bis miatresi. E« ft /SevXn n ^<Xm x^fi^iv^ 
9si, r» Kt,t^m»tk 4i'V4irM»4'SVf /•«»•▼< 9rv«9»v» fotmw ffvw 
uK\m sai rov. "If thou art inclined to gratify thy lover, 
asod him back the remainn of the garland, no longer bteatb- 
ing of roses only, but of thee !*' Which pretty conceit is 
borrowed (as the author of the Obeervof rsnacka) in a well- 
known little song of Ben Jonaon's: — 

" But thou thereon didst only breathe, 

And sent it back to me ; 
8iaoe when, it looks and smeya, I awsas, 

Notof itaelf;b«tthee!** 



4j»4 Qht T feel it* magic newf] This idea, aa Longe- 
pi^rre remarks, is in an epigram of the seventh book of Uie 
Anthologia. 

Egeva tt9t iri»««T< rvr«r«MS«r«i Xef <aX« 
Jhmifm wevf *l«*u« e/4^*6eM rraf •vows, 

While I unconscious quaiPd my wine, 

*T was then thy fingers alily atole 
Upon my brow that wreath of tMne, 

^yhich since haa madden*d all my soul ! 

Proclaim the lawa of festal rite.] The ancienta pr*. 
scribed certain laws of drinking at their festivals, for an ae* 
count of which see the commentators. Anacreon here acta 
the symposiarch, or master of the festival. I have trans- 
lated according to those who consider svirixx* 6trf^mw as 
an inversion of Sit/iovc Kw»i\x«r. 
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Then give the harp of epic aong, 
Which Hoiner*B finger thriird along ; 
But tear away the sanguine string, 
For war is not the theme I sing ! 



ODE m.' 

Listen to the Muse's lyre. 
Master of the pencil's fire ! 
8ketch*d in painting's bold display. 
Many « city first pourtray ; 
Many a city, revelling free, 
Warm with loose festivity. 
Picture then a rosy train, 
BacctianU straying o'er the phun f 
Piping, as they roam along. 
Roundelay or shepherd-song. 
Paint me next, if painting may 
Such a theme as (h>> pourtray. 
All the happy heaven of love, 
These elect of Cupid prove. 



ODE IV.* 
Vulcan ! hear your glorious task ; 
I do not from your labours ask 
In gorgeous panoply to shine. 
For war was ne'er a spoil of mine 
No-4et me have a silver bowl. 
Where I may cradle aU my soul; 
But let not o'er its simple frame 
Your mimic constellations flame ; 
Nor grave upon the swelling side 
Orion, scowling o'er the tide. 
I care not for the glittering wane, 
Nor yet the weeping dster train. 
But oh ! let vines hizuriant roll 
Their blushing tendrils round the bowL 
While many a roae-lipp'd bacchant oiaid 
Is culling clusters in their shade. 
Let sylvan gods, in antic shapes, 
Wildly press the gushing grapes ; ^ 
And fliglMs of loves, in wanton ringietok- 
Flit around on golden winglets ; 
While Venus, to her mystic bower, 
Beckons the rosy vintage-Pbwer. 

1 Moatieur La Fosse baa thoogfat propsr t» hoftlien tUs 
poem by eoosideiable InlerpolatioDi of his own, which bo 
thinka are indiqwosably ns ft w a ry to the compMion of the 
deseriptioo. 

S This M the ode which Aulas GeOliis tela as was per- 
foniwd by minitreta at aa entertaininont wbeie be was pre* 
sent. 

WhiU many a r»»0-Ufp'd haeekmt «Mtf, etc] I have 
given this acoordinf t6 the Tstiosn msaoseriat, in which 
the ode eoodudes with the ff^owing lines, not inserted ao> 
cnntely in any of the editions : 

IIeii|«>ai' a/KiraXtwc />«< 

Km* fitxfvmt kmt* mvrm* 

tun ffimtrmtmf r^vywref, 

Iletii it Xi|vo» oivew, 

Ai|reC«TS( trMrevvrSf, 

Tov( T*Tvf9Vf yiXwvrM(, 

Kmi XpvTev( TOVC ip«itM(, 

*Oft9v %»Km Aval*, 
9fmr» »* Apf•tlT^v, 



ODE V.» 
Geavk me a cup with brilliant gimce, , 
Deep as the rich and hely vase, 
Which on the -shrine of Spring reposest 
When shepherds hail that hour of rosea. 
Grave it with themes of chaste design, 
Form'd for a heavenly bowl like mine. 
Display not there the barfaarouc ntea 
Ib which religious xeai deUghts i 
Nor any tale of tragic fiite. 
Which histoi^ trembles to relate ! 
No— cull thy fancies from above, 
Themes of he»ven and themes of love; 
Let Bacchus, Jove's ambrosial boy. 
Distil the gnapea in drops of joy, 
And while he smiles at every te^, 
L«C warm-eyed Venju, dancing near. 
With spiriu of the genial bed. 
The dewy herbage deftly tread. 
Let Love be there, without hie anna. 
In timid nakedness of charms ; 
And all the Graces link'd with Love, 
Bluahiiig through the shadowy grov^ i 
While rosy boys, disporting round. 
In circles trip the velvet ground ; 
But ah ! if there Apollo toys, 
I tremble for my rosy boys k 



ODE VL« 

As late I sought the spangled bowen. 
To cull a wreath of matin flowen. 



1 Degen thinki that this ode is a more modem Imitatioe 
of the preceding. There b a poem by Calias Caleagnious 
io the maimer of both, where ae gives instroctioos about the 
making of a nqg. 

. Toroabia annolnm mihi 
Et ftibre, et apte, et oommode, etc ete. 

Ltt Love b0 tkm^ without kit eniu, ile.] Tbos 
xaro in the eclogae o^.Oallicio nell* Aieadia: 

Vegnan U vagU Ameri 
Seoka fiamm^le, 6 sCrali, 
Soherxande inaieme paigoletti e nndL 



Flattering oo the buay vring, 
A train of naked Cupida came, 

Sporting round in hanDleaa ring] 
Without a dart, without a lla 



And thns in the PiarvjgiHym Yeoerls; 

Ite nymphe, posuit anna, ftrlttns est amor. 



Love Is disarm'd— ye aynphs, b saAty stray, 
Yoar bosoms now may boast a holiday! 

But «A/ if Oars JSpoUo tsys, 

ItrowtbU for mo rooj/ W'l An aOaaioo to the fcbia, 
that Apollo bad killed his beloved boy Hyadnth, whfls 
playing with him at qaoita. "Thia (aays If. La Fbsse) is 
aaauredly the aenae of the text, and It cannot admit of anv 
other." 

The JbaBan tranalatora. to aave themaelves the trouMe of 
a note, have taken the liberty of making Anacrecm ezplatai 
this fkble. Thus Salvini, the most literal of any of them : 

Ma con lot nen gtooehi ApoUo ; 

Che in fiero riaco 

Col daro dUeo 

A Giaeinto fiaecd il eoUo. 

S The Vatican MS. pronoonoea this beantifol Action to be 
the genuine oll^ning of Anacreon. It has aO the fca tni ea 
of the parent: 

et facile Insclia 
Noacltetnr ab osudbos^ 



ODES OF ANACREON. 



Wlion anaj u etrlj rm* ni weeptn 
I fbaad the urchin Cupid ■teeping. 
I cufbl the boy, > goblFi'a tide 
Wu rich]; mutling bj mj aide, 
1 ciiiffat him bj hii dOHDJ wing, 
And wbebn'd him in the ncj ipnng. 
Oh ! then I dnnk the puiscni'd bovrlt 
And Lon DOW nenla in m; eoul ■ 
Yea, jea, mj loul ■ Cupid'i not, 
I fael him SntMiiat is aj tmuL 



ODE VU.' 
The women tell me every day 
That all my bloom haa put away. 
" Behold," the prelly waalooa ciy, 
" Behold thia mirror with a aigh -, 
The locka upon ihj hraw are few, 
And, lite the real, they're witherinj too 
Whether dechoe hai ihinn'd my hair, 
Pm aura I neither kiMW ooi caie ; 



ly imilalad la Lbe Ulowiai 111(^4111 Itf AodrH 
Flonniea dum fbrta iifau ewa HjaUa f 



Tuil DdlHiUa IUi> UB> rHia, 




Et ^' MBomiU Bonbw Im'^uiL 


Lucialgr pruuo, » conlia a.b-niibui alia 






Vidil « ma liwx nou moxa!, Deo*. 






Impeno HdM hiK ml apu inao." 






WiIU..»« a •!»(>»( I..,.b«lbund, ' 


Am! ia the tosM w™ili. Uu hab» bound. 




T»l™* 0« rSV l«.rf- >h- .^r„n IlKl ; 




HHW^Jr^r?!" '":"'■■■ T'''.','""'.i-.-ii, 


g2;;' ■ 'Vl; 




Br ciL>iii»"i>riixini IKiD moiul biooru, b^uUed.) 


'< Go Mk ■nMhei bof, Iboa'il loK Ibing di», 


Hralla'l bo*>iii •hall ba Cupid'i Ibnua :" 




Mcatn caeeofli* Inr uaD, bor aJuo Ion 



1 AlbarU bai imUaud tb oil 



9 oFibii ■■DipHcJl: 






And Loufapiti 
Lof^nmn waa a gnod arilic, bal paitapa tba liiia 



But thia I know, and thia I (eel, 
Aa onward to the tomb I tteaj. 
That atitl aa death approacbea neaieri 
ThejoyaofUraamnveeter, deani; 
And had I but an hour to Lre, 
That litil* hour to bliie I'd gire I 



ODE vni.' 

I cau not Tor ibe idle atate 
Orperaia'a king, the rich, the great! 
I eniy not the monarch'a thraae, 
Nor wiah Ibe lieuured gold my own. 
Bal oh I be mine the roay braJd. 
The TerTour of my browa to ahade ; 
Be mioe rhe odoura, richly aighipg, 
Amidii my hoaiy unaea flying. 
To-day I'll haate to quaff my wme, 

But iria-morrair comea, »by then— 



ruhi 






upon ihe lubjtci oTolil aga, 

Wfaf do ^OD kofh ray warn of touEb, 
Lady, dur ! b^lTe'.' '^a ifaU 

p. «*■"— I>°riu- Gail it EdilioDlbu, 

Of FtrMl king, at ) " Tbmi ii a fnftatm of. 
lobu la PlulafcE, ^De (rwHuUlilau animi,' vbie 
oat haa nry otoaaty lODltated beia : it bcf ina. 



a IngBian of AreU 



JlmUtl nt lutiy lr«fafajf|Ra#.] [Btli«orifiiia],f>v^fri 
■TsCriX'x »iiT>r. Od accuuot ofthia idea of parfiiailag 

H b«rd, Comaliiia ila Pauw pn '- — '-'- -'- ■- 

B IbaapiirHiiM pfoductioe of • 
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MOORE'S W0EK8. 



And thai while all our days are bright, ^ 

Nor time haa dunm'd their bloomy light, 

Let ua the festal hours beguile 

With mantling cup and cordial amile ; 

And shed from every bowl of wine 

The richest drop on Bacchus* shrine I 

For death may come with brow unpleasant. 

May come when least we wiah him present. 

And beckon to the sable shore. 

And grimly bid us— drink no more ! 



ODE IX.» 

I PEAT thee, by the gods above, 
Grire me the mighty bowl I love. 
And let me sing, in wild delight, 
«* I will— I wUl be mad to-night!** 
Alcmson once, as legends tell, 
Was frenzied by the fiends of hell; 
Orestes too, with naked tread. 
Frantic paced the mountain head ; 
And why 7 — a murder*d mother*s shade 
Belbre their conscious fancy play*d ; 
But I can ne'er a murderer be. 
The grape alone shall bleed by me ; 
Yet can 1 rave, in wild delight, 
" I will— I will be mad to-night.** 
The son of Jove, in days of yore 
Imbrued his hands in youthful gore. 
And brandiah*d, yirith a maniac joy. 
The quiver of the expiring boy : 
And Ajax, with tremendous shield, 
InHiriate scour'd the guiltless fiekl. 
But I, whose hands no quiver hold. 
No weapon but this flaak of gold. 
The trophy of whose frantic houn 
Is but a scatter*d wreath of flowers ; 
Yet, yet can sing with wild delight, 
«I will— I will be mad to-night !*' 



ODE X.* 

Tell me how to punish thee. 
For the mischief done to me ! 
Silly swallow ! prating thing. 
Shall I clip that wheeling wing? 



1 Th* poet hero ia in a freoxy of eigoyaaent, sad it is, in- 
deed, " amabili* ioasiMe.'* 

Furor di poeaia, 
Di latcivia, e di vino, 
Triplicato furore, 
Baceo, Apollo, ot Amore. 

Ritratti del Cavalier Bfarino. 

Thia ia, aa Besliger expraataa it, ^ 

— Inaanire dolee, 
Bl utpidum fortre Airorem. 

S This ode ia addressed to a swallow. I find from Desen 
and from Oairs index ^ that the German poet Weisae naa 
imitated it, Scherx. Lied^r. lih. ii. earm. 5; that Ramler 
also has imitated it, Lyr. Blamenlese, lib. iv. p. 335; and 
somi* others. — See Gail de Gditionibus. 

We are referred hy Degen to that stupid book, the Epis- 
tles of .\)eiphroa, tenth epistle, third hook ; where lopbon 
complains to Eraston of being wakened, by the crowing of 
a cock, from his vision of riches. 

SUl^nftUUmlfrtiiinfftku^teU.] The loquacity of the 
a^vaUow waa^pcovecb ia l i aisd ; thna Nicditratiia : 



Or, as Tereoa did of old 
(So tlie fabled tale is told,) 
Shall I tear that tongue away. 
Tongue that utter*d such a lay T 
How unthinking hastnhou been ! 
Long before the dawn waa seen. 
When I slumber'd in a dream* 
(Love was the delicious theme 1) 
Just when I was nearly blest, 
Ahl thy, matin broke my rest I 



ODE XI.* 
** Te LL me, gentle youth, I pray thee, 
What in purchase shall I pay thee 
For this little waxen toy. 
Image of the Paphian boy?*' 
Thus I said, the other day. 
To a youth who pass*d my way. 
** Sir,** (he answer*d, and the while 
Answer*d all in Doric style,) 
** Take it, for a trifle take it ; 
Think not yet that I could make it ; 
Pray believe it was not I ; 
No — it cost me many a sigh. 
And I can no longer keep 
Little gods who murder sleep !** 
" Here, then, here,** I said, with joy. 
Here is silver for the bdy : 
He shall be my bosom gneet, 
Idol of my pious breast !'* 
Little Love ! thou now ait mine. 
Warm sie with that torch of thine f 
Make me feel as I have felt. 
Or thy waxen Izame shall melt 
I nrast bum in warm desire. 
Or thou, my boy, in yonder fire ! 



ODEXH. 
Thxt ten how Atys, wild with love. 
Roams the mount and haunted grofv;* 



Et TO Tvttxmf %mt iroXXa «•« t«(X*«€ KmK$»9 
Hv rev ^poviiv wmfmTnptv^ »t xiXilevi^ 

If in prstinr from mommff till night, 
A ugn of our wisdom Uiere be, 

The swallowB are wiser by right, 
For ibey prattle much fiutet tAtaa 



Or^ a» Tereu* did of oU, etc.] Modern poetry has 
firmed th»name of Philomel upon the nightingale ; bat many 
very respectable aneienta assigned thia metamorpboae le 
Progne, and made Philomel the swallow, aa Anacreon dose 
here. 

1 It is dtfUenlt to pceaerve with soy graee Ike Baivativs 
simplicity of this ode, and the hnmour oithe torn with whieii 
it concludea. I fisel that the trandation must appear vary 
vapid, if not Indicrons, to an English reader. 

And I can mo Umger keep 

lAttU fede, who murder eleepl] I have not liierall| 
rendered the epithet varro^f kt« ; if it has any raeaniai 
here, it b one, perhaps, better omitted. 

i mmet hum in warm desire^ 

Or tkmL, sif beif^ m fender Jire /] Moosiear LoQgspierrs 
conjectures from this, that, whatever Anaeraon nugDt say, 
he sometimes felt the Inconveniences of okT age, and ben 
solicits from the power of Love a warmth which be e<KiM 
no loogar expect uom Nature. 

9 Tke§ tell hew Atfe^ wild wUkievet 
Reams tkem0UMtmd kMuuitd grmnJ] Thsseasena^av 



ODES OF ANACREON. 



Cybda^t name he howb aroond, 
*l1ie gloomy blast returns the sound ! 
Oft too bgr Claros* hallow'd spring, 
Tlie notaries of the laurell'd king 
Quaff the inspiring magic stream, 
And rave in wild prophetic dream. 
But ftensied dreams are not for me, 
Gfeit Bacchus is my deity ! 
F^ of miith, and full of Mm, 
While waTei of perfume round me swhtt | 
While flavour'd bowls are full supplied. 
And yoa sit blushing by my side, 
I will be mad and raTing too— 
Bfad,mygirl! with love for yon ! 



ODEXUL 

I WILL, I will ; die conflict 's peat, 
And I *il consent to love at Ust. 
Copid has long, with smiling art, 
Invited me to yield my heart ; 
And I have thought that peace of mind 
Should not be for a smile resign'd ; 
And I We repeU'd the tender lure. 
And hoped my heart should sleep secure. 
But slighted in his boasted charms, 
lie angry infant flew to aims ; 
He alung his quiver's golden fhune. 
He took his bow, his shafts of flame. 
And proudly summonM me to jrield. 
Or meet him on the martial field. 
And what did I unthinking do 7 
I took to arms, undaunted too ^— 



iIm aosSDlsatloD 



tootradictory stories of the loves of Cybele and Atys. It is 
esrtun that be was matiloted, but whether by his own fury. 
pr bor jealousy, is a point which authors are not agreed 
OPOO' 

As k0»l» aroundf tie.) I have adopted 
whidi Bias Andreas gives to Cybele: 

In roonu'bos Cybelen 
Magno sonans boata. 

Oft IM ky CZoTM* ktMmc'd springs etc."] This fbantaio 
..as ta a grove, consecrated to Apollo, and situated between 
Oolephon aad Liebedos, in Ionia. The god bad an oracle 
ihafB Bcaligar has thus alluded to it in bis Anacteontica : 

0enM ut concitus oBstro, 
Veduti qoi Clarias aquas 
Ebibere loquacea, 
Quo plus canunt, plara TolunU 

WyUwm9tatfp«rfwm9y«U.^ Bpaletti has mistaken llie 
isMOft of Mfcrliic, as applied to tbs poot'a mistnss : " Mea 
IktSfatoB arnica.** He interprets it in a sense which most 
waat eilbev delieacy or sallantry. 
Jhid wkmi did I mnUunking do t 
itmkUmrwm^umdmmmtedt0O.] Longepieno has quoted 
from the Antbolofia, in which the pool aasasMS 
as the anaoor against Lovo. 



Ovtf /»f vii(iirfi,/ievo( tmv v^o; ara. 

With Beasoa I cover my breast as a shield, 
Aad fearlessly meet little Love in the field ; 
Thus fighting his godship, I Ml ne'er be dlsmay'd ; 
But if Bacchus should ercr advance to his aid, 
Alas ! then, unable to combat the two, 
Unfortunate warrior! what should I dol 

This idea of the IrresistibiTlty of Cupid and Baeehos 
anited, is delicatelv expressed in an Italian poem, which is 
b6 very Anaereontic, that I may be pardoned for introducing 
It lodoed, it is an imitation of our poet's sixth ode. 

3 H 



Asaomed the corslet, shield, and speaf, 
And, like Pelides, smiled at fear. 
Then (bear it, all you Powers abate !) 
I fought with Love ! I fought with Love ! 
And now his arrows all were shed — 
And I had just in terror fled — 
When, heaving an indignant sigh, 
To see me thus un wounded fly, 
And having now no other dart. 
He glanced himself into my heart I 
My heart — alas the luckless day ! 
Received the god, and died away. 
Farewell, farewell, my faithless shield ! 
Thy lord at length was forced to yield. 
Vain, vain k every outward care. 
My foe's within, and triumphs there. 



ODE XIV. « 

Count me, on the summer trees, 
Every leaf that courts the breeze ; 



Lavoasi Amore in quel vicino floasa 
Ove ^uro (Pastor) che bevend 'io 
Bevel le fiamme, ansi 1* isteaso Dio, 
C* hor con 1' humide piume 
Lascivetto mi sobersa al cor intomOk 
Ma che sarei s' io lo beveasi un gioroo. 
Baoco, nel tuo liquore 1 
Sarei, piu che non sono ehro d*Amon. 

The urchin of the bow and quiver 
Was bathing in a neighbouring river 
Where, as I drank on yester-eve 
(Shepherd-youth ! the tale believe.) 
*T was not a cooling crystal draught, 
*T was liquid flame I madly quan'd; 
For Lovo was in the rippling tide, 
I fell him to my boSom glide ; 
And now the wily wanton minion 
Plays o'er my heart with restless pinion. 
This was a day of fatal star, 
But were it not more fatal far, 
If. Bacchos, in thy cap of fire. 
I fnund this fluttering, young oeeirsl 
Then, then indeed my soul should provo 
Much more than ever, drunk with lovo I 

jf md, kmiing now no ether dart^ 

He fflaneed himself into mjf heart!] Dryden has paro- 
died this thought in the following extravagant linos: 

— — I *m aH o'er Lovo ; 
Nay, I am Love ; Love shot, mad shot so Ibsc, 
He shot himself into my brooat at last. 



1 The poet, in this catalogue of hto 
nothing more than, by a lively hyperbole, to tell us that his 
heart, unfettered by any one object, was warm wkh dovo* 
tion towards the sex in genoraL Cowley is imlobled to this 
ode for the hint of his ballad, called *' Tlio Chronkle ;** and 
the learned Monsieur Menage has imiuted it in a Orsok 
Anacreontic, which has so much ease and spirit, that tbo 
reader may not be displeased at seeing it bore : 

n^Of Btmtm. 

Xi m\Ttm* T« f«XX«, 
A$t/tmrt9»f rt ireisf, 
Z« vvKTO; mrrfm varr*, 
IlaptMTtevc Tf ^mfiftovff 

AXe( Tl HU/CMTW^H, 
Xof Tev( IflOVf ipaTSf 

Av»if B<a>v, mpiSftn*. 
Kspifv, Fuyaitxai, Xiiaxi', 

AivxiivTi *»i M(X.«irMVy 
OpitM^Mf, NsiraiM;, 

UtifHtSaf Tl w»r»( 
O rof 9iXec ^iKnri, 
n«ivTa»v xepe; fit¥ irrtv. 
A«ri|r viMv Efmrmty 



MOORE'S WORKS. 



Count me on the foamy deep, 
Erery wave that unki to sleep ; 
Tben, when you have numbered these 
Billowy tides and leafy trees, 
Count me all the flames I prove. 
All the gentle nymphs I love. 
First, of pure Athenian maids. 
Sporting in their olive shades. 
You may reckon just a score ; 
Nay, I '11 grant you fifteen more. 
In the sweet Corinthian grove, 
Where die glowing wantons rove. 
Chains of beauties may be found. 
Chains by which my heart is bound ; 
There indeed are girls divine, 
Dangerous to a soul like mine ; 



At* fl^¥^9 al^K^9m^ 
"Mymyt fin tvvmifinw, 

TsU the foliage of the woods, 
Tdl the billowa of the floods, 
Nnmber miduif ht*a sUrry More. 
And the laoda that crowd the shore ; 
Then, my Bion, thou may'it cooot 
Of mv loves tlis vast amooat ! 
I *ve been loving, sll ay days, 
Many oympbs, ui many ways. 
Yifftn, widow, maid, and wif»^ 
I*ve been doting all my life. 
Naida, NerekU, oymph* of fountains, 
Goddemea of groves and mountains, 
Fair and sable, great and imoll, 
Tee— I iwear 1 Mre lored them all ! 
Every psmion soon was over, 
I wss-oat the moment's lover ; 
Oh ! 1 *m such a roving elf, 
Hat the Qaeeo of Love herself, 
Though she practued all her wiles, 
Boev blttsbes, golden smiles, 
All her boaaty*! proud endeavour 
CoaJd not chain my heart for ever ! 
GsMrt SM, •» a« nmmtr trMs, 

JDMTf U^f, «U.] This flgore b called, by the rbetori- 
eiaas, •IvvaTov, and is very frequently msde use of in 
MnUj The amatory writers have exhausted a world of 
tosflsry by it, to ezpreea the infinity of kiasea wkieh they 
fw|m from the Upe of their nustrassss: in this Catallos Isd 
the way: 

— qnam sidera mnhs, cimi taeet noa, 

Fwtivos bominam vident amorea; 

Tam te Nsia mnha baaiare. 

Yeeano aatia, et aaper Catnllo est : 

Qua nee pernumerare eurioei 

Poswit, nee mala foaeinare lingua. Cam. 7. 

As many stellar evea of light, 
Aa through the aiJent waate of night, 
Osling upon this world of ahade, 
Witoeaa aome aeeret youth and maid, 
Who, fair as thou, and food as I, 
In atolen ioya enamour'd lie ! 
8o many ktaaaa, ere I alumber, 
Upon Ihoae dew-bright llpa I '11 number; 
8o many vermil, honey'd kiasee, 
Envy can never coant oor blisses. 
No tongue shall tell the anm but 
No Upa ahall ftaeioate but thine ! 



tik tkt sweat OrrtiU&isa grovt^ 

Whmr* tktjfhwinf watUom reea, *U.J Corinth 
very fomoue for the beauty and number or ita eonrtasana. 
▼eana was the deity princioally worshipped by the people, 
Mid praetitntaon in her temple was a meritorioua act of reli- 
gioo. CooforroaMe to thia waa their constant and aoleom 
pvaysr, that the gc»ds would increase the number of their 
eonctasana. We may perceive from the application of the 
verb •«*ivl<aO**i iu Ariatophanea, that the wantonneaa of 
the Coiinthiana became proverbial. 

Tlsra indt$d ere girU divtaa, 

Dmmg§rou» U a «e«{ Uk* suns /] ** With Jnstaos hss the 
pott amibotad hearty to the women of Grsses.*'— />v«»- 



Many bloom in Lesboe' lalie ; 
Many in Ionia smile ; 
Rhodea a pretty swaim can boeal; 
Ctria too contains a hoet. 
Sum these all— of brown and &ir, 
YoQ may coimt two thooaand thera ! 
What,yoague! I pray yoo^ peace ! 
More I 'U find before I oeaae. 
Have I told yoa all my flamea 
*Mong the amoroua Syrian rtimw T 
Have I numbered every one 
Glowing under Egypt'a sun 7 
Or the nymphs who, blushing sweeC, 
Decks the ahrine of loive in Crete ; 
Where the god, with festal play, 
HoUs eternal holiday ? 
Still in dusters, still remain 
Gades' warm desiring train ; 
Still there lieo a mynad more 
On the sable India's ahore; 
Theoe, and many &r renovedy 
Ail are lovinf ell are loved! 



ODE XV. . 

* Till me why, my sweeteik dove^ 
Thns your humid piniona move. 
Shedding through air, in ahoweta, 
Eaience of the bahnieot floweia 7 
Tell me whither, whence you rove. 
Tell me all, my sweetest dove 7 



Monsieur de Panw, the author of Dissertatioes 
Gioeks, is of a different opinion ; he thinks that, by a eapii* 
eioua partiahty of nature, the other aex had all the bc«oty, 
and aeooimta upon thia auppoaitjoo for a very siaguiar do* 
pravsttoo of instinct smoog them. 

OmiW warm i—irimg Crota.] The Oaditanlaa girb 
were like the Bsladi^res of India, whoss daaess ars thas 
deseribedbyaFreoehantbor: *«Lesdaa 
tootss dss paatossimss d'smoor; Is plan. Is i 
tudss, lee meeurss, lea sons, et lea cadenoee de 
tout respirs eette passioo et en ezDrime lee vohiplte el 
fsreurs.** Hisloire du Commoree dss Earop. daas ks di 
lodss — Basfasy 

Ths moaie of the Oaditaoian fsmsies bad aO tbo 
tnoos eharaeler of their dandng, as appears from Mailial': 

Caoliea qui Nill, qui Gaditaaa aosurret. 

Ub. iii. epig. O. 

Lodovieo Arlosto had this ode of our bard ia his 
when he wrote his poem ** De divorsis amoriboa.** Boa the 
Anthologia Italorum. 

1 Ths dovo of Aaaorseo, bearing a IsCtsr ftoas Iho post 
to his m istr ess, is bmI by a strsngsr, with whom this dla> 
logue to tmagiosd. 

The ancients msde ass of letter-carrying pigoon 
they went any distinos from hoase, as ths most 
means of conveying intelligeoee back. Thai 
tic attaehmsnt, which attracts this delieaio littls bird 
every danger and difllcnity, till it ssttlss in its aativo 
aflbrdsto theelegsntauthorof "ThsPleasareeof Mi 
a fine and interesting eaempliflcatioB of his aul^ieet. 

Led by what chart, traneporta the timid dovo 
The wreathe of eooqdeet, or the vows of Wvol 

See the poem. DoaisI Heinehn has a similar 
speakina of Doosa, who adopted thb method at tbo 

Qao patria non toodit amor 1 Mandate refono 
Poetqnsm hominem neqolit miltere, nusit ai 

Fdler teUs us that, at tlis stege of Jemsalsn, the 
tisns Intsrcepted a letter tied to the legs of a dova, in whioh 
the Persian Emperor promised amiatanco to IIm ~ 
Sea #W<sr*s ifslf ITar, cap. M, book L 
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Coiiooi gtrangcr! I belong 
To the bard <rf'Teian «ong ; 
With hb mandate now I fly 
To the nymph of aznre eye ; 
Ah ! that eye hai madden*d many, 
But the poet more than any ! 
Vemv, for a hymn of love 
WaiUed in her yotive grove 
(*T waa, in aooth, a gentle lay,) 
Omfm me to the bard away. 
See DM now, his faithful minion, 
Una, with aofUy-gliding pinion, 
To hii loTely girl I bear 
Songa of paaaion through the air. 
Oft he blandly whiapera me, 
** Soon, my bird, ril aet you free." 
But in vain he *n bid me fly, 
I ahall aenre him tiU I die. 
Never coold my plumea suatain 
KnfWing winda and chilling rain, 
O'er the plaina, or in the dell, 
Ob tlM moantain*8 aavage swell ; 
Seeking in the desert wood 
Gloomy shelter, rustic food. 
Now I lead a life of ease. 
Far from aoch retreats as these ; 
From Anacreon'a hand I eat 
Food delicious, viands sweet ; 
Flatter o'er his goblet's Inim, 
Sip the foamy wine with him. 
Then I dance and wanton round 
To the lyre's beguiling sound ; 
Or with gently-&nning wings 
Shade the minstrel while he sings : 
On his harp then sink in slumbers. 
Dreaming still of dulcet numbers ! 
This is all— away — away — 
YoQ have made me waste the day. 
How Fve chatter'd ! prating crow 
Never yet did chatter so. 



ODE XVL* 

Thou, whose soft and rosy hues 
Mtmie form and soul inibse ; 



JtkttUttlpha»wiudden*dmanf,eU.] Forrv 
ths original, Zonae snd Scboeidor conjecture that < 
fBsd T«»«vv«v. in alloaion to the struns influence v 



Tvpatvvev, in 
PTHiHw, cjoiwB ..n. .^*u.»».'u. *^..j~— •>. ...at we shoald 
fsna T«^«vv«v, in alloaioa to the struns influence which thii 
dbjttt of his loTO held orer the miod of Polycratei.— See 



Witrbied in Ur vtiv* grpve^ etc.] " Thia pesMge ia in- 
vahMMe, and I do not think that any thin^ ao beaatifttl or 
so dedeate haa ever been aaid. What an idea doea it give 
of the poetry of the man from whom Venus heraeIC the 
■Mthcr <^ the Ckmcea and the Pleasnrea, parchaaea a littJe 
byoMi with one of her fevoarite doTes!** — Longnierrg, 

De Panw ohiects to the authenticity of thia ode, beeaoae 
It annkea Anaereon hia own panecynat; but poeta have a 
llccoeo for praising themaeWea. wnich. with aome indeed, 
■Mjr be eoondered aa oompriaea under their general pririlege 
ofnetioo. 



1 TUa ode and the next may be called eompanioo-pie- 
tafss ; they are highly ilniahed, and five oa an exeeUent idea 
of the tasle of the aneienta in beauty. Franctaena Joniua 
quotas them ia hb third book, " De Pictora Vaterum." 

This ode ksa been uniuted by Ronaard, Giuliano, Goaeltni, 
Bealiger aUodoa to it thus la his ' 



Best of painters ! come, portray 
The lovely maid that 's far away. 
Far away, my soul ! thou art. 
But I *ve tby benuties all by heart. 
Paint her jetty ringlets straying. 
Silky twine in tendrils playing ; 
And, if painting hath the skill 
To make the spicy balm distil, 
Let every Uttle lock exhale 
A sigh of perfume on the gale. 
Where her tresses' curly flow 
Darkles o'er the brow of snow, 
Let her forehead beam to light, 
Bumish'd as the ivory bright. 
Let her eyebrows sweetly rise 
In jetty arches o'er her eyes. 
Gently in a crescent gliding. 
Just commingling, just dividing. 
But hast thou any sparkles warm, 
The lightning of her eyes to form? 
Let them efiuse the azure ray 
With which Minerva's glances play, 



Olim lepore blanlo, 
Litia veraibua 
Candidal Anacr.on 
Uuam pinceret Amicua 
Deacripait veneiem anam. 

The Teian bard, of former days, 
Attuned hia aweet deacriptive laya, 
And taught the painter*a hand to trace 
Hia fait beloved a every grace \ 

In the dialogue of Caipar Barlsua, entitled " An fermosa ait 
ducenda," the reader will find many curioua ideaa and de- 
■criptiona of beauty. 

7%aii, ieko$e $ofl md ro»f hue* 

Mimie form and soul infuse.] I have followed the read- 
ing of the Vatican BffS. f«m. Painting b called " the rosy 
art,'* either in reference to colouring, or aa an indefinite 
epithet of excellence, from the aiaociation of beauty with 
that flower. Salvini haa adopted thia reading in hb literal 
traoalntion: 

Delia roeea arte aignore. 

The Icvtlp maid that ** far etaaf .] If the portrait of 
thifl beauty be not merely ideal, the omisaion of her name is 
much to be regretted. Meieager, in an epigram on Anaereoo, 
mcntiooa " the golden Eurypyle** aa hia miatre« : 

Paint ktr jetty ringlets straying^ 

SUkp twine tn tendrils playing ;] The aneienti have 
been veryenthuiiaaiic in their praiaea of hair. Apuleina, in 
the aecond book of hia Milesiaca, saya, that Venua heraelf, 
if ahe were bald, (hough Kurroanded by the Gracea and the 
Lovea, could not be pleasing even to her husband Vulcan. 

Steaichoruagave theepithetKatX-Xia-xeiiajHOf to the Gracea, 
and Simonidea bestowed the same upon the Musea. Bee 
Hadrian Junius^ s Dissertation upon Hair. 

To thia pasaage of our poet, Selden alluded in a note on 
the Polyolnion of Drayton, aong the aecond ; where, ob- 
serving that the epithet " black-haired" waa given by aome 
of the aneienta to the goddesa Isis, he aays, *' Nor will I 
awear, but that Anacreon (a man very ^udiciona in the pro- 
voking motivea of wanton love,) intending to beatow on his 
aweet miatreas that one of the titlea of woman's special 
ornament, well-haired (x«A.x<9rxexa*^e(,) thought of thin, 
when he gave hia painter direction to make her binek* 
haired." 

Jind, if painting kaa tJke skill 

To make the spiey balm distil, eU.] Thua Philoetratua, 
apeakingofa picture: $irut¥m km* rev tvSfmv t«v ftSmv^ 
K«« ^tiftt yiYpu^imt mvra ftirm rnf oT/tifc. **I admire 
the dewineaa of theae roeea, and oould aay that their vivy 
anaefl was pafaitsd." 



M4 



MOORE'S WORKS 



And giye them all that liquid fire 
That Venus* languid eyes respire. 
O'er her nose and cheek be shed 
Flushing white and mellow red ; 
Gradual tints, as when there glows 
In snowy milk the bashful rose. 
Then her lip, so rich in blisses ! 
Sweet petitioner for kisses ! 
Pouting nest of bland persuasion. 
Ripely suing Love's invasion. 
Then beneath the velvet chin, 
Whose dimple shades a Love within. 
Mould her neck with grace descending. 
In a lieaven of beauty ending ; 
While airy charms, above, below. 
Sport and flutter on its snow. 
Now let a floating, lucid veil 
Shadow her limbs, but not conceal ; 

And give tkem mU tk^ UqvUfirt 
Tluu Vemu* languid tjfes r9$pire.] Marobstti eiplains 
Skos tbe wyp*' of the origiaol : 

. Dipiogili umidetti 

Tremuli e latcivettif 
(^oai gli ba Ciprigna V alma Dead* Amore. 

Tasio has painted in tbe lame manner the eyes of Armida, 
as La Foew remarks : 

Qoal rag^io in onda le scintilla uo rito 
N6gU amidi occhi tremulo e lascivo. 

Within her humid, melting ejes 
A brilliant ray of lausbter lies, 
Soft as the broken towt beam 
That tresibles in the aure stream 

Tbs mingled expression of dignity and tenderness, which 
Anacreoo requires the painter to inraie into the eyes of his 
■istreai, is more amply described in the nibiequent ode. 
Both descriptions are m> exquiaitely touched, that tbe artist 
most have been great indeed, if he did not yield in painting 
to the poet: 

Omduai tintg^ a$ when tktre gUw» 

hi»nmgwmaktk»ha8hfnlT0M.\ Thus Propertius, sieg. 
a.Mb.iL 

Utqoe rossi poro lacts natant folia. 
And Davonant, in a little poem called " The Mistress,** 

Catch, as it falls, tbe Scythian snow, 
Brif^ Hnsbing roeee steep*d in milk. 

Thus, too, Taygetua : 

Qna lae atqos rosas vineis caodore nibeoti. 

These last words may perhaps defend the " flashing whits'* 
oTthetranilation. 

Tk«n ktr l^, 90 rick in blisses t 

Sweet petitisner for kisses!] The "lip. provoking 
kisses.*' in the original, is a strong and beaatirul expression. 
AehilleiTatiusnieaksofxKM ftuKimuu wf9( t« ^iKn/tmrm, 
'* Lips soft and delicate for kisring.*' A grave old commen- 
tator, DionfMos Lambinos. in his notes upon Locretias, tells 
OS, with all the authority or experience, that girb who have 
large lips kin mflnitely sweeter than others! "Boavius 
viros osculantnr puells) labiom. quam quas sunt brevibvs 
labris.** And iEneas Sylvius, in bis tedious uninteresting 
story of tbe adulterous loves of Euryalos and Lacretila, 
whOTe he particularizes the beauties of the heroine (in a 
very false and laboured style of latioity,) describes her lips 
as exquisitely adapted for biting : '* Oi parvum decensque, 
labia corallini coloris ad morsum aptissima.'* EpisL 114. 
Ub.i. 

TlksM keneaik Ike velvet ekin^ 

Wkose dimple skades a Love witkin, etc.] Madame 
I)acier has quoted here two pretty lines of Yarro : 

BigiUa in meoto iraprsssa Ameris digitulo 
Vestigio demonstrant mollitudioem. 

In her chin is a delicate dimple, 

By the finger of Cupid imprest; 
Thsce Softness, bewitchlngly simple, 

Has chosen her innocent ami. 



i«W 



A charm may peep, a hue may beam, 
And leave the rest to Fancy's dream. 
Enough — *t is she ! *t is all I aeek ; 
It glows, it lives, it soon will apeak ! 



ODE xvn.« 

And now, with all thy pencil's tmth. 
Portray Bathyllui, lovely yoath ! 
Let his hair, in lapses bright. 
Fall like streaming rays of light ; 
And there the raven's dye confuse 
With the yellow sunbeam's hues. 
Let not the braid, with artibl twine, 
The flowing of his locks confine ; 
But loosen every golden ring, 
To .float upon the breeze's wing. 
Beneath the front of polish'd glow. 
Front as ftir as moimtain snow. 
And guileless as the dews of dawn. 
Let the majestic brows be dravrn, 
Of ebon dyes, enrich'd by gold. 
Such as the scaly snakes tufold. 
Mingle in his jetty glances 
Power that awes, and love that timncea ; 



art of description, which leaves imsginatioa to esiplsie the 
picture^ has been seldom adoptad in the imitaiioas e^ this 
beautiful poem. Roniard is exceptionably minuto; and 
Politianos. in his charming portrait of a girl, fhJI of rica and 
exquisite diction, ba< lifted the veil rather too asseh. The 
" questo che tn m'intendi** should be always left to teoey. 

1 The reefer who wishes to acquire an aecorate idea of 
the judgment of the ancients in beauty, will be indulged by 
consulting Junius de Pictura Veteram, ninth chapter, third 
book, where he will find a very curious sslectioa of d€»erip- 
Uons and epitheti of personal perfections ; he compaias this 
ode with a description of Thoodoric, king of tbe Goths, ia 
the second epistle, first book of Sidomus Ap«Mnaris. 

Let Ai« Aotr, in lapses brigkt, 

FaU Uke streaming raps of Hgkt; §U.] He hess ds- 
scribes the sonny hair, the " flava coma," which the aaeieots 
so much admired. The Romans ^ave this colour artificially 
to their hair. See Stanisl. Kobtensfck de Lrnxn Rsmam 
omm» 

LH not tke braidj witk ar^fki Cwtas, etc.] If the origteal 
here, which is particularly beautiful, can adsut of aay a4- 
ditiooal value, that value is conferred by Gray's adaairatioo 
of it. See his Letters to West. 

Some annotators have quoted on this passage the deseri|^ 
tion of Photii*! hair in Apuleios ; but nothing saa be mora 
distant from the simplicity of oor poet*s SBaaner Ihaa that 
afiectation of richness which distinguishes the style of 
Apuleios. 

Front as fair as mawKtaxnranaw^ 

And guiuless as tke dews ef dsim, eUJ) TorreotiaL 
upon the words " ioiignem tenuj fronte,** In toe tUrty-tfam 
ode of the ^rtt book of Horace, is of opinion that ** teooT* 
bears the meaning of •iraxev here ; but he is eertainly iiv 
correct. 

Mingle in kis jettp glances 
Power tkat awes, and love tkat trameest eta.} ' 
gives a amilar character to tlie eyes of Clorioda : 

Lampsgsiar gti ooehi, e folgorar gli qgaaidi 
Dold ne 1* ira. 



Abw tat aJUating, Uaid veU 

tkadaw kar ltsi*«, kmt net eaneealj eU.} This deacale 



Her eyes werer glowing with a heaveahr boal^ 
Emaning fire, and e'en in anger sweet : 



The poetess Veronica Cambara is mora 
varisty of expression: 

Oechi looenti et belH 

CosM esser puo eh* in un medesaoo istania 

Nasean de voi si nove forme et tante 1 

Lieti,'mesti, soperbi, haroil* altieri 

Vi mostrato H) un ponto, oodi di 

Et di tsawr de empiets, ate slo. 



qpeb tfaa 
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ScmI from Vemu bbnd 
8(etl from Bfan the look of iiie, 
Blend than in mch ezpreanon here, 
Tliat we, by tome, may hope end fear ! 
Now from the sonny apple teek 
The Telvet down that apreada hia cheek ! 
And there let Beaaty*a rosy ray 
In flying blushes richly play ; — 
Bloahes of that celestial flame 
Which lights the cheek of virgin shame. 
Then for his lips, that ripely gem— 
Dnt let thy mind imagine them ! 
Paint, where the ruby cell uncloses, 
Persiiasion sleeping upon roses ; 
A«d give his lip that speaking air, 
Aa if a word was hovering there ! 
His neck of ivory splendour trace. 
Moulded with soft but manly grace ; 
Fair as the neck of Plaphia*8 boy. 
Where Faphia*s arms have hung in joy. 
Give him the winged Hermes* hand. 
With which he waves his snaky wand ,* 
Let Bacchus then the breast supply. 
And Leda's son the sinewy thigh. 
Bat oh ! soffuse his limbs of fire 
With all that glow of young desire 



Oh ! tell me, brif htlv-beaming ejre, 
Whence in your litue orbit lie 
So mao^ dinerenl traits or fire, 
ExpreMing each a new denre ? 
Now with angry tcorn yon darkle, 
Now wkh tender angniah sparkle, 
And we,* who view the varioos lairror, 
Feel at once both hope and terror. 



. Ohevrsan, citing the linea of our poet, in hii 

ecitiqoe on the poeoMof Malberbe, producea a Latin veraion 
of tfaeofi from a maauaeript which he had aaeo, eotitled 
** Joan Falconia Anacreontic! Lusuc.** 

Per««M«efi tUtpiug vrnm ro$u.] It was worthy of the 
dsUeate ioutgination « the Greeks to deify Persuasion, and 
give her theups for her throne. We are here reminded of 
a rery interaKin|| fragment of Anacreon, preserved by the 
sehobast npoo Pmdar, aod anppoaad to belong to a poem 
roflecting with some severity on Simonides, who was the 
Afst, we are told, that ever made a hireling of his muse. 

Ovi* mfyvptn asT* »Kmf$^$ IUiSm. 

Nor yet had fair Persuasion shone 
la silver spleodoura, not her own. 

J§ndgiv€ kit Up that wpe^Jkhug air^ 

jfs t/ a ware wo* hovering there r\ Tn the original 
Ji»x«v Ttmirn. The mistreas of Petrarch "paria con silen- 
tio,** which is perhaps the best method of female eloquence. 

Oive AtM tk» wimgtd Hermttf kmmd^ cte.1 In Shak- 
spoars's CymbslHM iMre is a similar matliod of description ; 



this is hie hand. 



His foot Mercurial, his martial thigh 
The brawns of Hercules. 

We And it likewise in Hamlet. Longepierre thinks that 
the hands of Mercury are selected by Anacreon, on account 
of the graoaAil maturee which were supposed to character- 
ise the god of cloqaence ; but M«rcury was also the patron 
of thisvaa, and may perhaps be praised as a light-fingered 
dtitf. 

Bmt eA/ n^fmse hit limht of Jirt 

With all thiU glow of foung detire, ete.'\ I have taken 
the liberty hero of somewhat viling the original. Madame 
Dacier, in her trantlation, has hunir out fif hts (as Sterne 
would call it) at thin passage. It U very much to be re- 
gretted, that this substitution of asterisks has been so much 
adopted in the popular interpretations of Ihe Classics; it 
serves but to bnng whatever is exceptionable into notice, 
** Jaramque faoem prvferre podondia.** 



Which kindles when the wiiiifhl sigh 
Steals from the heart, unconscious wtqr. 
Thy pencil, though divinely bright, 
Is envious of the eye's delight, 
Or its enamour'd touch would ahow 
His shoulder, fair as sunless snow. 
Which now in veiling shadow hes, 
Removed from all but Fancy's eyes. 
Now, for his feet — ^but, hold — forbear — 
I see a godlike portrait there ; 
So like Bathyllus ! — sure there *s none 
So like Bathyllus but the Sun ! 
Oh, let this pictured god be mine. 
And keep the boy for Samoa* shrine ; 
PhcBbos shall then Bathyllus be, 
Bathyllus then the deity! 



ODE xvra.' 

Now the star of day is high, 
Fly, my girls, in pity fly, 
Bring me wine in brimming urns. 
Cool my lip, it bums, it burns ! 
Sunn'd by the meridian fire. 
Panting, languid, I expire ! 
Give me all those humid flowers. 
Drop them o'er my brow in showers. 
Scarce a breathing chaplet now 
Lives upon my feverish brow ; 



-B«t, hold— forbear 



I see a godlike portrait there] This is very spirited, but 
it requires explanation. While the artist is pursuing the 
portrait of Bathyllus, Anncreon, we must suppose, turns 
round and sees a picture of A|>oilo, which was intended for 
an altar at Samos ; he instantly telle the painter to caaat his 
work ; that this picture will serve for Bathylloa; and that, 
when he goes to Samoe, he may make an Apollo of the por- 
trait of the bov which he had begun. 

" Bathyllus (says Madame Dacier) could not be mora slo- 

Santly praised, ai>d this one passaxe dues him more honour 
lan the statue, however beautiful it might be, which Poly- 
crates raised to hiip." 

1 " An elegant translation of this ode mvf be foiuid in 
Ramler's Lyr. Blumenslcee, lib. v. p. 403." — Degen. 

Bring nu win* in brimming «inw, tU,] Orig. w<air 
m^vrrt. «'The amystis was a method of drinking used 
amon| the Thraciena. Tbua Horace, "Threieia vineat 
amystide.'* Mad. Dacier, Longepierre, etc etc. 

rarrhaaius, in his twenty-sixth epistle (Theaaor. Critie. 
vol. L) explains the amystis as a draught to be exhausted 
without drawing breath, " ono haustu." A note in the 
margin of this epistle of Parrhasius sava, " PoUtianos 
tem eaae patabat," but I cannot firtd where. 



Oivo me all thote hmmid JUwers^ He.) By the original 
reading of this line, the poet says, " Give me the .flower of 
Mfine" — Date floacaloa Lyoti, aa it ia in the version of Eliaa 
Andreas; and 

Deb porgetimi del fiore 

Di quel almo e buon liqoore, 

aa Rsgnlsr has it, who sapporta the reading. Avf •« woaU 
uadoootedly bear thia application, which if soroewhataiBft- 
lav to its import ia the epigram of Simooidea upon Soph» 
elea: 

And floa, in the Latin, u frequently applied in thia manner^ 
thus Cetbegofl is called by Ennins, Flos illibatna populi, 
soadsque medulla, ** The immaculate flower of the people, 
and the very mifrow of persuasion," in thoae verses cited 
by Aulas GeUius, lib. xli. which Cicero praised, and 
thought ridiculous. 



But in the passage before us, if we admit maivMv, 
ing to Faber*s conjecture, the sense is sufficiently cu 
we need not have recoano to refinementa. 



aecord- 

Issr, sod 



M6 



MOORE'S WORKS. 



Every d«wy roM I wear 
Sheds iu tean, and withera there 
But for jou, my baming mind ! 
Oh ! what ihelter shall I find? 
Can the bowl, or flow*ret*B dew, 
Cool the flame that icorchea yoa 7 



ODE XIX. 

*Hefe recline you, gentle maid, 
Sweet ii this imbowering shade ; 
Sweet the young, the modest trees, 
Ruffled by the kissing breeze ; 
Sweet the little founts thai weep. 
Lulling bland the mind to sleep; 



JEo«ry dtwf roae I wear 

Sksd$ its Uar»^ and witkerg there.] There are tome 
ksantifiil lines, bjr Ang^eriamus, upon a garbuid, which I 
eaonol reeUt quouog here: 

Ante Ibref madidie lic sic pendete corollaB, 
Mane orto imponet C»lia vcm capiti ; 

At cum per niveam cervicero influxerit hamor, 
Dicite, oon roria aed piuvia hao lacrima. 

By Celia*! arboar all tlie night 
Haof , humid wreath, the lover** tow ; 

And haplj, at the morning tight. 
My love shall twine ihce ruund hor brow. 

Then if, upon her boeom bright 

Some drops of dew shall full from thee, 

Tell her, \hiij are not dro|is of night, 
But tears of sorrow shed by me ! 

lo the poem of Mr. Sheridan, *' Uncouth is this mose- 
«over*d grotto of vloao,** there is an idea very sing uiariy co- 
incident with this of Angorianus, in the stanza which begins. 
And thou, stony grot, in thy arch may*st preserve. 

But for von mp Imminff mind! etc.] The transition 
here b peculiarly (ielieate and impassioned ; but the com- 
mentators have |ierplflxed the sentiment by a variety of 
readings and conjectures. 

1 The deecriptioo of this bower is so natural and animated, 
that we cannot htilp feeling a degree of coolness and fresh- 
ness while we read it. Lonfepierre has quoted from the first 
book of the Anthologia, the following epif ram, as somo- 
wkat reaembliof this odo : 

Btvv »p^ftmtmt( va-vev mym nrnKm/t^tt. 

Come, ait by the shadowy pine 

That covers my sylvan retreat, 
And aee how the branches incline 

The breathing of Zephyr to meet. 

Boa the fountain, that, flowing, diffuse* 

Around me a flittering spray ; 
By its brink, as die traveller musea, 

I aootka him to sleep with my lay ! 

Hsr* rutin* f on, rentU maid, etc.] Tbe Vatican MS. 
rssd* /B»9vxxov, which render* the whole poem metaphori- 
eal. Some commentator suggests the rending of /SaSvxxov, 
which makes a pan upon the name; a grace that Plato him- 
self has condescended to in writing of his boy Arrnp. See 
the epigram of this philosopher, which I quote on tbe twen- 
ty-eecond ode. 

There is another epigram by this philosopher, praserred in 
Laertiu*, which turns upon the same word: 

In life thou wert my moming-«tar. 
But now that death ha* stolen tby light, * 

Alaa! thoa shinest dip and far. 

Like the pale beam that weep* at night 

la the Vonefa* Blyeoburgie*, ander the bead of " allu- 



Hark ! they whisper, as they roll, 
Calm persuasion to the soul ; 
Tell me, tell me, is not this 
All a stilly scene of hliss? 
Who, my girl, would psss h by 7 
Surely neither you nor I ! 



ODE XX. 

*One day the Muses, twined the nands 
Of baby Love, with flowery bands ; 
And to celestial Beauty gare 
Tbe captive infant as her slave. 

aionea," we fiud a number of mieh frigid 
names, selected from the ppets of tbe middls agss. 

Whoj mp firl^ would poMS it bw 1 

Surely RrtfArr yoa nor I!] What a finish hs ffivss ts ths 
picture by the simple exclamation of the original ! In thass 



delicate tnms he Is inimitable ; and vet, bear what a ! 
translator says on the passage: ** This eoodosioo appearsd 
to me too trifling after such a description, and I tboupt pro- 
per to add somewhat to the strength of tiie original. 






1 By this allegory of the Muses making Cupid tbe prr 
soner of Besutv, Anacreon seems to insinuate the aofisaiac 
influence which a cultivation of poetry haa over the ssia^ 
in making it peculiarly susceptible lo the imprsssiMB sf 
beauty. 

Though in the following epirram, by the philosoph*r 
Plato, whirh i* found in the third book of Diogenes Liasr> 
tius, the muses are made to disavow all the inflosoce of 
Love: 

A Kujrpic MevTMiTi, xepsTia* rmw A^pofirav 

Ai Moiff**! vOTi kwirpty. Apti tm rrmftvKmrmmrm 

Hft** BV VITMTMI TOVTO TO VMlfa^lOV. 

" Yield to my gentle power, Parnassian maids ;** 
Thus to the Muses spoke tbe Q,uoen of <?bi 

" Or Love shall flutter in vour claanc *badss. 
And make your grove the camp of Papbian 



" No," said the virgins of the tuneful bower, 
" We scum tlitne own and all thy urchin** art; 

Though Mars has trembled at the infant's power, 
His shaft is pointless o*er a Muse*s heart !** 

There is a sonnet by Benedetto Gaidi, the tho^ht af 
whicb waa anggeeted by thi* ode. 

Scherzava dentro all* auree ehioms AoKirs 

Deir alma donna ddla vita aia: 
E tanta era il piacer ch' ei ae aeotia. 

Che iK>n aapiBa, nt volea nacime rors. 

Quando eceo ivi annodar *i *eDlB U eors, 
Sij cbe per forsa ancor convoin ehs stia: 

Tai iacci alta bcltate orditi avia 
Del creepo crin ; per farsi eterao onors 



Oode offre infin dal ciel dagna i 

A chi scioglie il figliuol la beUa . 

Da tanti nodi, in ch' ella stretto il 
Ma oi vinto a due occhi 1* arme cede: 

Ett' affkticht Indamo, Citerea; 

Che ** altri *l acioglie, egli a l^ar si risda. 

Jjove, wandering through the golden 

Of my beloved's hair, 
Traced every lock with fond delaya, 

And, doting, lingered there. 
And soon he found U were vain to fly, 

His heart was close confined ; 
And every curlet was a tie, 

A chain hy Benuty twined. 

Now Venus seeks her boy*s releasi^ 

With raaaom from above : 
But, Venus ! let tby eflTorts cease, 

For Love ** the *lav« of love. 
And, *boold we looes hi* golden chain 
The prisoner woukl latnni again ! 



ODES OF ANACREON. 



H7 



His moClMr eom^ wick many a toy, 
To Fuuom h«r beloved boy ; 
Hm molher mm, but all in vain ! 
Ha ne'er will leave bia cbaina again. 
Nay, aboaU they take bia efaatna away. 
The little eaptire atiU wooM iUy. 
•* If thia," be criea, ** a bondage be. 
Who eoold widi Ibr b*berty r* 



ODE XXI.* 

OBtsmn when mother earth ia dry, 
She drinka the droppinga of the afcy ; 



Kit mt i kmr cmm», with mmmf a toy, 
TV rmm09m Ur htUvd fr^y, tU.] Venai thu DroeUiaw 
thft lawaid IbrbOTfofitiTveluid intbafimtidylof Howhtiu: 

0» yvfiftw r« ^•X«/»a, rv V « (in, «•* vXf«v ■(•<{. 

Oe him, who tba haontt of my Capid ean show, 
A kin of tlM tMktorwft aunp I *U bMlow ; 
Bntbe, wboeanbniifiiMtha wanderar bare, 
Shall haw loinaUuiif mora raplorooB, ■omathlnc mora 
dMr. 

This " wmathiof mora** ia the qaidqaid post oteola dalea 
ofBaemidei. _.^ . 

AfUr thia oda, Ihara follow in the Yatieaii MS. thaaa «z- 



nivlMpiXO* TO S» ^01 />fX.O( 

Xvyntfmrut rif tyxf 

tkMt ••TOf Efm( »av avifif .a 

TboM linai, which appaar to ma to hara as littla 
ta maira, ara bmmC probably tha iotarpolatioo of tha tran- 



1 Tha eommantaton who hava endeaTourad to throw tlia 
ahaiM of praeiHon orar tlia ipirit of this baaotifal tiiflo^ r»- 
mira loo moefa from Aoaereontie pbiloaophy. Moameor 
QaQ vary wiaaly thioka that the poet inae tha epithet mi- 
x«ir«, hacaaae Vlaek earth abiorba moiaiora mora quickly 
thaa aoy other ; and aeoordiof ly he indolfat oi with an ex- 
petimeatal diaqaiaitioa on tlie rabjeet. Baa OaiPe ootee. 

Oee of the Capilopi hai imitated thia ode, b aa epitaph on 
a drvakaid. 

Dam vbci fine ftne bibi, ne imbrifor are«s 

8ie talhH planaa eola panmta bibtL 
Sic bihit aandoe fontea at flomioa Pontoi, 

Sic aamper ntieiMi Sol maria haarit aqnaa. 
Ih ta Ifitar Jaetea pine me, Silene, bibiiaa ; 

Et ouhi da vietas ta qnoqne, Baeehe, manna. 

Hipfolftmt Capihipiu. 

While life waa mine, the little hoar 

In drinking eiill onTaried flew ; 
I drank aa earth imbibea tlw ebower. 

Or as tha rainbow drinka tha dew ; 

As ocean oatflb the rlrers op. 

Or flosbinc san inhales the sea; 
Sileans trambled at my cap. 

And Baoehtts was oatdooa by me ! 

omit citing theee remarkable Unas of Shaki 
the thonghts of the ode bofon us ara pi 
strikii^ similitttde : 



ith 



TIMOir, ACT IT. 

1 11 azassple too with tMarary. 
mam *sa thief, and with his great attraetioa 
lUwTastsaa. The moon *s an arrant thief, 
her pale flra she s n a tch es from the son. 



The 



Aadharnala 
TIm sea *s a thief, whoae Hqoid saiga reeolvas 
Tha moonds into salt taara. The earth *s a thief, 
That foals, and braoda by a eompoatnra stolen 
From gaoaral axenaMotik 



And then the dewy cordial girea 
To ereiy thiraty plant that livea. 
The TapoiuB, which at erening weep, 
Are beTerage to the awelling deep ; 
And when the rosy sun appeaxv. 
He drinka the ocean's misty tears. 
The moon, too, qanfb her paly atream 
Oflustre from the aolar beam. 
Then, hence, with all your sober tbinhinj * 
Sbce Nature's holy law ia drinking ; 
ril make the laws of Nature mine. 
And fJedge the uniTOrse in wine ! 



ODE xxn.> 

Thk Phrygian rock, that faraTes the atonn, 
Waa once a weeping matron's form ; 
And Progne, hapleaa, frantic maid. 
Is now a swallow in the shade. 



1 Of ilTie, in his Emay on the Lyric Poetry of the An* 
cients, in remarking upon the Odes of Anaeraon, says, " In 
some of his pieces uiere u exuberance and even wikuwH of 
imagination ; in that particularly which to addressed to a 
yoong girl, wbera be wishes ahamately to he traaaformad 
to a mirror, a coat, a itraam, a bracelet, and a pair of ahoea. 
for tlM dinereot pnrposee which he recites ; this to sssie 
sport and wantonness.** 

It to the wantoonem, howerer, of a rary gracafbl moaa ; 
hidit amabiliter. The oompliroeot oftlito ode to ezqaisitaly 
delicate, and lo singular for the period in which Anaeraoo 
lived, wnen the scale of love had not yet been gradnatad faslo 
all its little progressive rafioeoients, that if wa ^ 



to question the authenticity of the poenu we should fold a 
much mora plaasible argument in the foatnna of m e d a n i 
gallantry which it bean, than in any of those fostidioas eon • 
jeetores upon which some commentatoni have presumed so 
for. Degen thinks it spurious, and De Panw pronounces it 
to be miMrable. Longepierra and Barnes refer us to several 
imitatiooa of thw ode, firom which I shall only select aa epi- 
gram of Dionyaiaa : 

BiS* mvift9( yl¥tft^t^ TV t$ yt rrii x^vrm w«^* mmyi^ 
Xridia yvfkvmrtuff %mt fti vvtAvra XaCei(. 

Apmfttrn^ Ke;«irM«c rr$9trt %tO¥»tt(, 
X«fi Kfttov yive^iii' XfvKOxpoev, eOpa^a Xi^rif 

I wish I could like aephyr steal 



To wtuiton o*er thy maar veat ; 
And thoo wooldst ope thy boeom veil. 
And take me panting to thy braaat ! 

I wtoh I might a rose-bod grow. 

And thou wouldst cnfl me from the 
Andplaee me on that breast of snow, 

Whera I should Moom, a wintry 

I wiah I were the Iily*s lesf. 

To fade upon that bosom warm ; 
There I ahould wither, pale and brief; 

The trophy of thy fairer form ! 

Allow me to add, that Plato has expressed as foaeifala 
wish in a distich preserved by Laertius : 

TO STELLA. 

Wh V dost thou gaze upon the sky t 
On ! thst I were that spangled sphere, 

And every star should be an eve 
To wonder on thy beauties bma ! 

Amdalaa qootea thto epigram of the divinejpJiilosophar, to 
lostify himself for hto verses on Critias and Charinua. 8ae 
hto Apolmry, where he also adducea tha example of Ab*> 
ereon ; "Feeere tamen et alii talia, at si voa ignoratis, aped 
Grveos Tains quidam,** ate. ate. 



MOOKE*8 WORKS. 



Oh ! tbit a mirror'a form were mine. 
To sparkle wkh that smile divine ; 
And, like my heart, I then should be 
Reflecting thee, and only thee ! 
Or were I, love, the robe which flowa 
O'er every charm that secret glows, 
In many a lacid fold to swim, 
And cling and grow to every limb ! 
Oh ! could I, as the streamlet's wave, 
Thy warmly-mellowing beauties lave, 
Or float as perfume on thine hair. 
And breathe my soul in fragrance diere ' 
I wish I were the zone that lies 
Warm to thy breast, and feels its sighs ! 
Or like those envious pearls that show 
So ikintly round that neck of snow ; 
Yes, I would be a happy gem, 
like them to hang, to fade like them. 
What more would thy Anaoreon be 7 
Oh ! any thing that touches thee. 
Nay, sandals for those airy feet^— 
Tims to be pressM by thee, were sweet ! 



ODE xxin.' 

I orTKN wish this languid Ijre, 
This warbler of my soul's desire. 



/ wish I were the loru that li«a 

Warm to tkf breast^ and fftl* its girhsl] Tbii T«iir«i| 
%ra* a ribaod, or band, called by tbo Romans fascia anJ 
stropliiwii« which the women wore for the purpose of rii 
■IraiaiiMr tne exuberance of the bosom. Vide PoHuc. Ooo- 
SMat. Thus Martial : 



Could raise the bretth of aong mibliBB, 
To men of fame, in fonnar time. 
But when the soaring theme I try, 
Along the chorda my nombexB die. 
And whispeiv with dissolving tone, 
** Our sighs are given to Love al<me V^ 
Indignant at the feeble lay, 
I tore the panting chords away. 
Attuned them to a nobler swdl. 
And struck again the breathing shell ; 
In all the glow of epic fire. 
To Hercules I wake the lyre ! 
But still its fainting sighs repeat, 
^'The tale of Love alone is sweet!** 
Then fare thee well, seductive dream. 
That mad'st me follow Glory's theme ; 
For thou, my lyre, and thou, my heart. 
Shall never more in spirit part ; 
And diott the flame shalt feel as well 
As thou the flame shalt sweetly tell ! 



Fascia crescentes dominie composce papillae. 

The women of Greece not only wore this cone, but eoo- 
demned theiuMlves to fasting, and made use of certahi 
dni|S aad powders for the same parpoee. To tfaeee expe- 
dients the^ were compelled, in oonaeqaence of their inele- 
fant fashion of compressing the waist into a rery narrow 
eonpMB, which necessarily caused an excessiTe tumidity 
in the bosom. Bee Dioscorides, lib. v. 

JVey, »andaU for iko$t oiry feet— 

Tkm* to he yress'd by thee were eweet!] The sophist 
Philostratus, in one of bis love-letters, has borrowed this 
thought: •" mtirtt vo^i;. m %mKK9g (Xiv9ipe(. w rairiv- 
imt/tmv tym *** iK«««<^(e( fw ir»TnT$Tt M<. " CNi lovely 
fbet! oh excellent beauty! oh! thrice heppy and blessed 
ahoald I be, if you wookl but tread on me!" In Shakspeare, 
Romeo deairea to be a glove : 

Oh ! that I were a glove upon that hand, 
That I might kisa that cheek ! ^ 

And, in hie Passionate Pilgrim, we meet with an idea some- 
what like that of the thirteenth line : 

He, spying her, bfrnnoed in. where as be stood. 
^ O Jove r* quoth she, " why was not I a flood !" 

In Burton's Anatomy of Melancholy, that whimsical far^ 
rago of " all such reading as was never read,** tiiere ia a 
verv old translation of this ode, before 1638. " Englished 
%y Mr. B. floUday, in his Technog. act I, scene 7." 

1 Thie ode is first in the serins of all the editions, and is 
thought to he pecoltarly designed as an introduction to the 
rest ; it however characterises the genius of the Teian but 
very inadequately, as wine, the burden of bis lays, is not 
even mentioned in it. 

cum multo Venerem confundere raero 

Preoepit Lyrici Teia Musa seoii. Ovid. 

The twenty-sixth Ode, rv «•» X(^ii( t« e^Ciff , might, with 
as much propriety, be the harbinger of his songs. 

Bioo has expressed the sentiments of the ode before us 
Witti much simplicity in his fourth idvl. I have given it 
rather paraphraaticaUy ; it has been so froqucn'ly translated, 
Ikat I eouM not otiierwiae avoid trilvncss and repetition. 



ODE XXIV.' 

To all that breathe the airs of heaven, 
Some boon of strength has nature given. 
When the majestic boll was bom, 
She fenced his brow with wreathed hom. 
She ann*d the courser's foot of air. 
And wing'd with speed the panting hare. 
She gave the lion fangs of terror. 
And, on the ocean's crystal mirror. 
Taught th% unntnnber'd scaly throng 
To trace their liquid path along ; 
While for the imibrage of the grove. 
She plmned the warbling world of love. 

In ali the flow of epiefirej 

To Hercules i wake the fyre/1 Madame Daeier . 

rally translates xvpq inio a lute, wmch I believe is ratlier in- 
accurate. " D'expliqner la lyre dea anciens (sajra Monaienr 
Sorel) par un loth, c*est ignorw la dffl)6renee tfoTtl j a entio 
ces deux inatnimens de musiqne.** Bibhotb^as Praofaisa. 

But still its fainting sighs repeat^ 

" The taU of Love aioue is swoetP*) The woid mvrf 
9«*v«4, in the original, may impl^ that knd of maaieal dia* 
logue practised by the ancients, in which the lyre was saads 
to respond to the Questions proposed by the aiagcr. This was 
a method which Sappho oseu, as we are told by HaroHH 
genes : " otmv r^r Kvf»v •pwr* S»a^«, s»i srar awrii sve- 

I Henri Stephens has imitated the idea ef this ede in the 
following lines of one of his poems : 

Provide dat eunctis Nature animantibos ansa, 

Et aua foDmineum poaeidet arma genus, 
Ungulaque ut defendit equum, atque ut oomna tai 

Armata est forma (bemma pulchra sua. 

And the same thought oecora in those Knes, 
Corisea in Pastor Fido : 



Cost nol la bellei 

Che *d veito noetra cost propria, come 

La for^a del leone 

B I* ingegno de 1* huoiQo. 

The lion boasts his aavagv powers. 
And lordly man his strength of mhid ; 

But beauty's eharm ta solely oers, 
Peeuliar boon, by Heaven aalga*d ! 



"An elegant explication of the beauliflB of lUs ods (saya 
Degen) may be found in Grimav eg den Aniaarkk. Vobsr 
einign Oden des Anakf ** 
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T« imh 9hm gav« the flane refined. 
The flptfk of HMfen— a Uiinking mind ! 
And had she no rarpMung treaauro 
For die% oh wonan ! ehUd of p le aan r eT 
Sbo gave thee beaut y a ha ft of eyea, 
Tliat OTery ahaft of war ootfliea ! 
She gave thee beanty"— bhiah of fire. 
That bide the flanea of war retire ! 
Woaan ! be ikir, we moat adore thee ; 
Smile, and a world ia weak before thee ! 



ODE XXV » 

OvcK ia each revolving year, 
Gentle bird ! we find thee here, 
WhoB nature wean her aummer-veat, 
Then com*st to weare ihy aimple neat ; 
But when the chilling winter lowen. 
Again thou aeek'at the genial bowen 
Of Memphia, or the ahorea of Nile, 
Where aunny houra of verdure amile. 
And thna thy wing of freedom rovea, 
Alaa ! unlike the plumed lovea, 
That linger in thia bapleas breaat. 
And never, never ohange their neat ! 



TV »«« the ftuf€ tkajlanu refined, 

Tk* tfvk 0/ Heaven—^ thinkinf mindt] lo my firit 
attanpt to translate thii ode, I bad interpreted ^fownft*^ witk 
Baxter and Bamee, aa iinplyin|r coara^e and military virtue ; 
bat I do not think that the g aliantry of the idea raffen by 
the import which I have now given to it For, why need 
we eoneider thia pomnminn of wisdom as ezclosiTel and ia 
trvth, as the design of Anaereon is to estimate the treasure 
of beauty, above all the rest which Nature has distributed, 
it b perhaps even r«Bning upon the delicacy of the eompli- 
meat, to prelbr the radiance of fianale charms to the cold 
iUuimnation of wisdom and prudence ; and to think that 
woman's eyes are 



the books, the academies, 



From whence dc^ spring the true Promethean fire. 

augmftkMUmaf^h^of*$es, 

Tkmt «osry $kaft </ wmr omtjliea /] Thus Achilles Ta- 
taus: ««XJC05 •{•Tipor rttfrnTntt /SiXovf, «•« *•» ti»» o^- 
§»K^m9 tie rn9 i|/»X«r» •mrmffH. O^SmKftH Y»p <>io( tfm* 
T««M TMv/««r«. "Beauty wounds more swiliiy than the 
Arrow, and paasee through the e^e to the very soul ; for the 
•ye ie the imet to the wounds of love.** 

Wvwkmn / he fair, we muet adore thee ; 

SmOe, and a werld ie weak before thee t] Lontepierre*s 
ramark here is very ingenious : "The Romans,''^say8 he. 
•* were so convinced of the power of beauty, that they used 
a word implying strength in the place of the epithet (waoti- 
lU. Thus Plautua, act 2, scene 9, Bacchid. 

Sad Bofochis eliam fortis tibi visa. 
•Fortis, id eat formosa,* say Serviua and Nonius.*' 
1 Tbki b another ode addressed to the swallow. Attwrti 
has iasiuted bolh In ooe poem, begioaing 

Perch* io pianga al too canto 
Rondhieia tmportuna, etc 

jflas / mnUke the jflumed levee, 

•nat linger in tku kaplcee kreaet, 

Jtnd never, never change their neet!] Thus Love m 
l epw a e n ted as a bird, in an epigram cited by Longepierre 
from the Anthok)gia: 

All* A*0' ^wvfi juiv •» owartv nx*( */**'<''(> 
Onftm ii nym v«$oi( re yXvnu 4«iipv f iplt. 

OvV n »vg,ov etyytf •••im'Tik, mKK' vw9 ^tKrfm" 
Hli tr9v *f*iin yvtoFTOj ivurrt twwoj. 

Oii«r*, mwitrnvu* V ©vS' OTor *rx,vtT». 

*Tis Love that murmurs in my breast. 
And makes me shed the secret tear; 

Nor day nor niahl my heart hu rest, 
For nifilit and day bis voica I hear 
2 I 



Still eveiy year, and all the year, 
A flight of lorea engender heae ; 
And aome their in&nt phmiage tiy. 
And on a tender winglet fly ; 
While in the ahell, impregn*d with firei^ 
Cluater a thonaand more deairea ; 
Some from their tiny priaona peeping, 
And aome in formleaa embryo sleeping 
My boaom, like the vernal grovea, 
Reaounda with little warbling lovea ; 
One urchin impa the other'a feather. 
Then twin-daarea they wing together. 
And atill aa they have leam*d to aoar. 
The wanton babiea teem with mote. 
But ia there then no kindly art. 
To chaae theae Cn|»da from my heait t 
No, no ! I fear, alaa ! I fear 
They will for ever neatle here ! 



ODE XXVI.« 

Tht harp may aiog of Troy'a alnmi, 
Or tell the tale of Theban arma ; 
With other warn my aong ahall bom. 
For other woonda my harp ahall moum. 
'T waa not the created warrior'a dart 
Which drank the current of my heait ; 
Nor naval arma, nor mailed ateed, 
Have nuuie thia vanquiah'd boaom bleed i 
No — from an eye of liquid blue 
A host of quiver*d Cupida flew ; 
And now my heart all bleeding Uea 
Beneath thia army of the eyea ! 



ODE xxvn.* 

Wk read the fljring couraer*a name 
Upon hia aide, in marka of flame ; 



A wound within my heart I find, 
And oh ! *tis plain where love haa haea ; 

For stiO he leaves a wound behind, 
0ueh as within my heart is aaaa. 

Oh bird of Love ! with song so drear, 
Make not my soul the nest of pafai ; 

Oh ! let the wing which brou|bt thee hara, 
In pity waft llMe bsooe agam ! 

1 " The German poet Us has imitated thb odau Cooe 
pare abo Wabee Sehera. Lbder. Ub. iii. dm Soldat." 
Gail, Degeo. 

Jfe—fmm rnne^eef liqmid Mae, 

A heet of quivered Cnpide JUw.] Longepierre has quoted 
part of aa epigram from the seventh book of Ike Atfholo- 
gia, which haa a fancy so ro elhing Uke thb : 

Ow /»■ Xf Aj|4*<, 
Te|«ra, Zi|»of iXac efAttmr* n.fvwr»fM9H. 

Archer Love ! though sKly creeping, 
Well I know where thou dost lie ; 

I saw thee throorh the curtain peephig, 
That fringee ^nupfaelia*s eye. 

The poets abound with conceits on the archery of (ha 
pyes, but few have turned the thought so naturally as Ana- 
ereon. Rooiard gives to the eyes of hb mistress •* un petit 
camp d*amoura.** 

9 This ode forms a port of the precciling in the Vaticaa 
MS. but I have coofortned to the editions in translating 
them separately. « « . 

" Compare with thb (says Deaen) the pottai of Ranbi 
Wahraaicheo dar Licba, in Lyr. Blumenlasa, ub. iv. p. 313 
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And, by their Uubui'd htovn alone. 
The warrion of the Eaat aie known- 
Bat in the loTer^a glowing eyes, 
The inlet to his bosom lies ; 
Hiroagh them we see the small fidnt mark, 
Where Lore has dropp'd his burning spark t 



ODE xxvra.» 

Ab in the Lemnian caves of fire. 
The mate of her who mused desire 
Moulded the glowing steel, to form 
Arrows for Cupid, thrilling wann ; 
While Venus every barb imbues 
With droppings of her honied dews ; 
And Love (alas ! the victim-heart) 
Tinges with gall the burning dart ; 
Once, to this Lemnian cave of flame. 
The crested Lord of Battles came ; 
*T was from the ranks of war he rash'd. 
His spear with many a life-drop blush*d ! 
He saw the mystic darts, and smiled 
Derision on the archer-child. 
** And dost thou smUe?" said little Love; 
" Take this dart, and thoumay'st prove, 

BtU m tk0 Uoer^t gUwing epest 
T%» inUt to hi* boa^m lus.] " We cannot tee into tbs 
hsart,** says Madame Dacier. But the lover aniwera — 

n esr ae gll oochi e ne la froote bo •critto. 

MobMoar La Fomo has f iven the followinf Unee, as en- 
largiof on the tbooght of Anacreon : 

Lorsqae Je Toit on smant, 
11 eaebe en vain son tourment, 
• A le trahir toat eooapira, 
8a lanf oeur, son embarraa, 
Tout oe qn*il peat faire on dire, 
MAme eo qu'il ne dit pas. 

In vain the lover tries to veil 

The flame which in his boaom lies; 

Hie cheek*t confusion tells the tale, 
We read it in his lanf uid eyes . 

And though his wf»rds the heart betray, 

His salwice speaks e'en more than they. 

1 This ods is refened to by La Mothe le Vayer, who, I 
believe, was the author of that canons little work, called 
** Hezameron Rattaque." He makes use of this, as well as 
the thirty-flfth, in his inmnious but indelicate exjrfanatioa of 
Homer*s Cave of the Nymphs. Joum^e UuatrM^me. 

Jtnd L&9t (ahu I the victim heart) 

Ting— with gall tk* burning dart.] Thus Claudian^ 

Labuntnr gemini fontes, hie dulcis, amams 
Alter, et infiisis eorrumplt mella venenis, 
Unde Cnpidineas armavit fame sagittas. 

In Cyprus* isle two rippling fountains fall, 
And one with honey flows, and one with gall ; 
la these, if we may take tlie tale from fame, 
The son of Venos dips his darts of flame. 

See the ninety-flrat emblem of Aleiatns, on the cloae eon- 
oexion which subsists between sweets and bitterness. " Apes 
kleo pongunt (says Petronius) quia ubi dolce, ibi et acidum 
iavenies. 

The aDegorical description of Cupid's employment, in 
Horace, may vie with tlus before us in fancy, though nut 
in delicacy : 

" ' ■ ferns et Cupido 
Semper ardentes acuens sagittas 
Cote cruenta. 

And Cupid, sharpening all his fiery darts 
Upon a whetstone stam'd with blood of hearts. 

BeounduB has borrowed this, but )&as somewhat softened 
the image by the omission of the epithet ** cruenta." 

Fallor an ardentes aeuebat cots sagittas. Eleg. 1. 



That though they pass the bieeie*s fliglii. 
My bolts are not so feathery light" 
He took the shaft— and, oh ! thy look, 
Sweet Yenns! when the shaft he took- 
He sigfa*d, and felt the urchin's ait ; 
He Bigh*d, in agony of heart, 
"It is not light— I die with pain ! 
Tyte— take thy arrow back again.*' 

** No," said the child, «• it must not K 
That little dait was made for thee !" 



ODE XXIX. 

Yss—loving is a painfol thrill. 
And not to love, more painftil still ; 

T—— loving i» m painful tkrilly 

J§nd not to love more painful etill^ eU.} 

Menage, in the following Anacreontic, enlbrees cbs 

siqr of loving : 

iTi^i TOW ffir p^K^rml, 
Tiff lUr^or Aavt^X* Titt*»» 

lifjya ^avftm t«v «««f»v 
Xa^<r»v ^mXoc T«rT«y 

•iXi^r^v 01 ro^irr«f . 
#«Xii|rt r(/<vO{ «*4f. 

To TfKVOV TOW £«^^OVtr»0«y 

£o^ii|( s-eTii^ mwmrnt, 
T< t* Mviw yiroiT* BpMTO( J 
Akov^ fi$w im ^uxns- (•) 
IlTt^v^irrtv •«( OKvftwov 

■^MJiM( Tiriiy'^ivoirt 
MiKtim •^•7'fi^ii, 

XTwpt KaftitaSof ^«fir« 
Pwira^9*Tf^ow( umimiptt, 
#iX(«i/Mf V owv, TBTTB, 
#iA.f •/MfVy M irmift, 
Al'<»»( ii XotfepowvTi 
Ay'towc fOMT^c nfm9 
Kmuov $v^»fimt TO /Mowvov 
Ivs ftti tvvmtr* tmitvtg 
#iX4f *v r« M,mt ^iXi«r-^«- 

TO PBTBU DAMIBL HUrrT. 

Thou ! of taneful bards the flnt, 
Thoo ! by all the Graces nursed ; 
Friend ! each other friend ahova, 
Come with me, and learn to love. 
Loving is a simple lore. 
Graver men have learned before ; 
Nay, the boast of ftmner ages, 
Wisest of the wisest sages, 
Sopbroniscos* prudent son. 
Was by Love's illusion won. 
Oh ! how heavy life would mow, 
If we knew not bow to love! 
Love 's a whetstone to thv mind ; 
Thus 'tis pointed, thus refined. 
When the soul dejected lies, 
Love can waft it to the skies ; 
When in Isnguor sleeps the heart. 
Love can wue it with his dart; 
When the mind is dull and dark, 
/ Love can light it with hb spark ! 
Come, oh ! come then, let us hasis 
All the bliss of love to taste ; 
Let us love both night aod day, 
Let us love our lives away ! 
And when hearts, from loving ftee 
(If indeed such hearts thera be,) 
Frown upon our gentle flame, 
And the sweet doloaion blame | 

(a) This line is borro%red from an epigram by Abhsw 
of Uitylene. 

Meoage, I think, says somewhere, that ha was |hs flcal whs 

produced this epigram to tha world. 
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But mirely 'tk the wonl of pun. 
To lore mod not be loved again ! 
Aftction now hu fled from earth, 
Nor fire <^ genius, h^ of birth, 
Nor hearenly virtue, can beguile 
Fnm Beauty*! cheek one fitvouring mile. 
Gold ia the woman*s onl j theme. 
Gold ia the woman's only dream. 
Oh ! never be that wretch forgiven — 
Forgive him not, indignant Heaven 1 — 
Wboae grovelling eyea coold finrt adore, 
Whose heart could pant for sordid ore. 
Since that devoted thirst began, 
Han has forgot to feel for man ; 
The pulM of social life is dead. 
And all its foruier feelings fled ! 
War too has sullied Nature's charms. 
For gold provokes the world to arms ! 
And oh ! the worrt of all its art, 
I feel it bfoaks the lover's heart ! 



ODE XXX.* 

"Twas in an airy dream of night, 
I fended that I wing'd my flight 
On pinions fleeter than the wind. 
While little Love, whose feet were twined 
(I know not why) with chains of lead, 
Ptt rs n e d me as I trembling fled ; 
Pursued— and could I e'er have thought 7 — 
Swift as the moment I was caught! 
What does the wanton Fancy mean 
By such a strange, illusive scene 7 
I fear abe whispen to my breast. 
That you, my girl, have stolen my rest ; 
That though my fency, for a while. 
Has hong on many a woman's smile, 
I soon dissolved the paasiDg vow, 
And ne'er was caught by LDve till now ! 



ODE XXXL* 

A&M*D with hyadnthine rod 
(Aims enough for such a god,) 



Thb •fiall be my ooly enns, 
(Coold I, eoold 1 widi Uieoi woratl) 
May tboy De*«r dM raptor* prove, 
Of theuBilo fkon lips wo love! 

1 BenMO inaftaee fiom this aUcgory, that oar poet nar- 
ried very lata io life. I do ooC poroeive any tiiiii| in Uie ode 
wkieli Meotw to allode to matriniooy, except it be the lead 
apootbefeetofCopid; and I nurt ooofeee that I agree in 
tbe optaloo of Madame Daeier, in her fife of the poet, that 
ho WM always loo fond of plearare to many. 

S Tbe deeifn of thn little fietkNi i« to intimate, that moeh 

riter pain attends insensibnity than can ever resalt from 
leodereet impressions of love. Loogepierre has quoted 
sn ancient epigram (I in not know where be found it,) 
which has some siroililade to this ode : 

Lecto eompoeitos, tIx prima stlentia noctis 

Carpebam, et somno lumina victa dabaro ; 
dm me ssnms Amor preoeam, sorsamqoe eapillis 

ExciUt, et laeeram pervifilare jubet. 
fn famalos meua, Inqnit, amas com miDe pueUaa, 

Bolus lo, solos, dure jacere potasl 
lUUioet pedibos nndis, tnnieaqoe aohita, 

Omae itsr iropMlio, noHom itar axpedio. 



Cupid bade me wing my paoe. 
And try with him the rapid race. 
O'er the wild torrent, rude and deep^ 
By tangled brake and pendent steep. 
With weary foot I panting flew. 
My brow waa chill with diopa of dew 
And now my soul, ezhanated, dying. 
To my lip waa feintly flying; 
And now I thought tbe spark had fled. 
When Cupid hover'd o'er my head. 
And, fenning light hia braesy plume, 
Recall'd me from my languid ^6om ; 
Then aaid, in accents half-reiwoving, 
** Why hast thou been a foe to loving 7" 



ODE xxxn.» 

Strew me a breathing bed of leaves 
Where lotus with the myrtle weavea ; 

None propero, nunc ire piget ; rursamque redire 

Pmnitet ; et pador est stare via media. 
Ecce taoeot voces hominuoi, sirepitusque feraran, 

Et volucrum cantui, turbaque fida canum. 
Solos ego ex eooelis paveo somnomque tonunqoa, 

Et seqoor imperinm, save Cupido, tuoai. 

Upon my eooeh I lay, at nic ht profoand, 

Bfy languid eyes in masic slamber bound, 

When Cupid came andsnatch'd me from my bed, 

And forced me many a weary way to tread. 

"What ! (said the god) shall you, whose vows are known. 

Who love BO many nympha, thus sleep alone t*' 

I rise and follow ; all the night I stray, 

Unshelter*d, tremUins, doabtful of my way. 

Tracing with naked foot the painful track, 

Loth to proceed, yet fearful to go back. 

Yes, at that hour, when Nature seems iaterr'd. 

Nor warbling birds, nor lowing flocks are heard ; 

L I alone, a furtive from rest, 

Pasaioo my guide, and madness in my breast. 

Wander the world around, unknowing where, 

The slave of Jove, the victim of despau! 

Jfy hr»w wot tkiU with ir^i^ •/ d»».] I have fellowad 
those who read rit^fv tS»t»t for witf** vifd the former ia 
partly authorized by the MS. which reads a-tipiv tffmt. 

Ami nets aty s mJi exhausUd^ ^y*a#> 

nm^lip was faintlf jlyi Vt *<«•] '^ tbe orighial, ha 
says his hMirt flew to his nose ; but oar maonor more natu- 
rally transfors it to the lipa. Such is the efiect that Plate 
tells ns be felt from a kisa, in a distich, quoted by Aulus 
OelUns: 

Whene'er thy nectar'd kim I sip, 
Aud drink thy breath, in melting twine. 

My soul then flutters to my Up. 
tteady to fly and mix with tiiino. 

Aulus Gellius subjoins a paraphrase of this epigram, ia 
which we find many of tboM mignardises of exprsm i on, 
whieh mark the efiemination of the Latin languaga. 

And, Uftmng li/rht hi* hrutf phtme^ 

ReealTd me frmm my UnifMid ftoom,] "The fhdlHy 
with which Cupid recovers htm, signifies that tbe sweets of 
love make us easily furget any solicitudes which he may oe- 
*'—Lm FU$e. 



1 We h^re have the poot, in his true attributes, reoliaiag 
upon myrtles, with Cupid for his cup-bearer. Some inlw- 
preters have mined the picture by making S^c the naose 
of his slave. None but Love should fin the goblet of Ana- 
creon. Sappho has assigned this office to Venus, in a frag- 
ment EX9I, Kwwpi, xfyjctiturut if «w*.i»im» m6^««( rv/«« 
IttfityfiLtvov ^mKtmtrt vi«v«p oiroxoaw*-* Ttwroir* Ti«j 
trmtfii t/ftf y «•« »"0«j. 

Which may be thus paraphrased : 

Hither, Venus! qoeen of kiesns, 
This shall be tbe night of blisses! 
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And, while in luxory'f dream I nnk, 
Let me the btlm of Bacohos drink ! 
In tfak dslicMMU iKNir of joy . 
Yonnf Loire ahell be my goblet-boy; 
Folding his little golden veet, 
With dnduree, round his roowy brewrt, 
Himaeif ahaU hofer bj my aide. 
And minister the racy tide ! 
Swift aa the wheels that kindling roll, 
Our life is honying to the goal : 
A scanty dost to feed the wind. 
Is all the tcaee 't will leaTe behind. 
Why do we shed the rose's bloom 
Upon the cold, insensate tomb ! 
Can flowery breeze, or odoor's breath. 
Affect the slumbering chill of death ? 
No, no ; I ask no balm to steep 
With ftagrant tears my bed of sleep : 
But now, while every pulse is glowing. 
Now let me breathe the balsam flowing ; 
Now let the rose with blush of fire. 
Upon my brow its scent expire ; 
And bring the nymph with floating eye. 
Oh ! ahe will teach me how to die ! 
Yes, Cupid ! eve my soul retire. 
To join Ibe blest Elysian choir, 
With wine, and love, and blisses dear, 
FH make my own Elysium here ! 



ODE xxxm.' 

'T WAS 9000 of ni^lit, when round the pole 
'The svUen Bear ia seen to roll ; 
And mortals, wearied with the day. 
Are shimbering all their cares away : 
An infiuit, at that dreary hour. 
Came weeping to my silent bower. 
And waked me with a piteous prajrer, 
'To aave him from the midnight air ! 
<* And who art thou,'* I waking cry, 
•<• That bid'st my bliasfal visions fly 7" 

This the nif ht, to frieDdahtp dear, 
TboQ ehalt be our Hebe here. 
Fill the golden brimmer bigb, 
Let it iparkle like thine eye ! 
Bid the nmj cuneet giwli, 
Let U auMle like Ihy Muab! 
Venue ! hast thoa e*er above 
Seen a 6aal eo rich in love 1 
Not a soul that ii not mine ! 
Not a eool that m not thine ! 

**CeieparB with thie ode (sayi the German commentator) 
the beautifiil poem in Ramler*t Lyr. Blumenleee, lib. iv. p. 
888. AsMrabDiener.*' 

1 Monaiear Bemarde, the author of I'Art d*aimer, hai 
writton a ballet called **Lev Sorprisea de T Amour.*' id 
which the •object of the third entree it Anacreon, and the 
4lflry of ihie ode ■e^feets one of the loenea. (£avres de 
Boraaid, Anac seeoe 4th. 

The Oemaa annolator refers oe here to an imitation by 
Vt, IN>. iil. ** Amor wad eein Brader," and a poem of Kleitt 
die HeHaag. La Fontaine has trantlated, or rather imitated, 
ode* 

Jind vko art tkou.** I waking ery^ 
** T%at biftt my blissftd vistons Jly 71 Anacreon ap- 
lafs to have been a voluptuary even m dreaming, by the 
legret wUeh be eararewee at being disturbed from hit 
See tho odst x. and uzvii. 
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** O gentle sire !*' the infant aaid. 
In pity take me to thy shed ; 
Nor fear deceit : a lonely child 
I wander o*er the gloomy wild. 
Chill drops the rain, and not a ray 
Illumes the drear and misty way!*' 
I hear the baby's tale of woe ; 
I hear the bitter night-winds blow ; 
And, sighing for his piteous fate, 
I trimm'd my lamp, «md oped the gate. 
'T was Love ! the little wandering sprite. 
His pinion sparkled through the night ! 
I knew him by his bow and dart ; 
I knew him by my fluttering heart ! 
I take him in, and fondly raise 
The dying emben* cheering blaze ; 
Press from his dank and clinging hair 
The crystals of the freezing air, 
And in my hand and bosom hold 
Hit little fingers thrilUng cold. 
And now the embers* genial ray 
Had warm'd his anxious fears away ; 
** I pray thee,*' said the wanton child 
(My bosom trembled as he smiled,) 
** I pray thee let me tiy my bow. 
For through the rain I've wander'd so. 
That much I fear the ceaseless shower 
Has injured its elastic power." 
The fatal bow the urchin drew ; 
Swifl from the string the arrow flew ; 
Oh ! swift it flew as glancing flame. 
And to my very soul it came ! 
** Fare thee well," 1 heard him say. 
As laughing wild he wing'd away ; 
** Fare thee we^^ for now 1 know 
The rain has not relaz'd my bow ; 
It still can send a maddening dait, 
At thou shalt own widi all thy heart ! 



ODE XXXIV. « 

Oh thou, of all creation blest. 
Sweet insect ! that delight'st to rest 
Upon the wild wood's leafy tops. 
To drink the dew that morning drops» 
And chirp thy song with such a glee, 
That happiest kings may envy thee ! 



' Twos I^vt ! the Utile tcamdering tprita, etc.] See tho 
beautiful description of Cupid, by Bluechat, in hit first idy* 

1 Father Rapia, m a Latin ode addretted lo tho 
per, bat preterved tome of tiio thouf hts of our ai 

O que vironti ^aminis in toro, 
Cicada, blande aidi«, et herbidv 

SaltUB oherrat, otiotot 

Inffeniosa eiere cantnt. 
8<ju forte adultit flonbut incubas, 
CodU caducic ebria lletibut, etr 

Oh tboQ, that on the graisy bed 
Which Xature'i vernal band h&s tpreed, 
Rcclinest soft, and tunett thy tong. 
The dewy herbt and loavet among ! 
Whether thou host ou ipringin|f flowert. 
Drunk with the balmy morotng-thowert. 
Or, etc. 

See wfaatLicetot layt about granhoppert, eap.{B and 183 

JSnd chirp tkpa^ng toitk »ueh agUe^ etc'] " Some authiira 
have affirmed (tayt Madams I>acier,) that it it only nials 
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Whatever deck» the velvet field, 
Whate'er the circling ■eason* jrield. 
Whatever huda, whatever Mows, 
For thee it bada, for thee it grows. 
Nor yet ait thoa the peaaant'a fear, 
To him thy firiendly notea are dear ; 
For thoa art mild aa matin dew. 
And aCiU, when Bummer's flowery hue 
Begins to paint the bloomy plain, 
We hear thy aweet prophetic strain ; 
Thy sweet prophetic strain we hear, . 
And blesi the notes and thee revere ! 
The Moaes love thy shnliy tone ; 
Apollo calls thee all his own ; 
'Twaa he who gave that voice to thee, 
'T ia he who tunes thy minstrelsy. 
Unworn by age'a dim decline, 
The fiuleless blooms of youth are thine. 
MelodiouB inaect ! child of eaith ! 
In wtadom miithfiU, wise in mirth ; 
Exempt from every weak decay, 
That withera vulgar frames away ; 
With not a drop of blood to stain 
TIm current of thy purer vein ; 
So bleat an age ia paas'd by thee, 
Thou aeem'st a little deity ! 



ODE XXXV.» 

Cupid once upon a bed 

Of roaea laid lus weary head ; 



graaaiiopmn which liof , and that the ftmalea are lOent ; 
aad oa tm* eircamatance ia fbaoded a bon-root of Xenarchua, 
tba eonie poat, who aaya '«t' i**"** "< tittij^ij ou» tvS»t- 
^rif. •» rmtf yn»rMi^iv ovS* en evv ^wvn; tvt ; *are OOt the 
gra«ooppan bappv io havinf dumb wives V ^ Thia note ii 
originaUy Heory 8tephen*a; bat I chose rather to make 
Manama Dacisr m^ aalhority for iL 

The Mm§— lew CAy likHikf leae, tU.] PUle, de Aaimal. 
PropristaL calla thia insect Movr«<« 94Xo(,thedarlinf of the 
Muses; and Mewr«r opviir, the bird of the Muses; and we 
And Plato eonpared for his eloouenee to the fraaahopper, in 
the lUlowinf ponniof liaes of Timoo, preae^ed by Dioge- 
Dss Laartios : 

Thia last Una hi borrowed from Homer's Iliad, x. where 
thaia oecura the very same shnile. 

Mtiodiem insect! ehUi ef eeertk!] Lon^ierre haa 
oootad the two flrit finea of ao epigram of Antipater, from 
taa first book of the Anthologia, where he prefers the 
grssahopper to the iwan: 

AfM$t TiTTiya^ /iifvrMi }^erer, «XX4i w*orr«c 

Id dew, that drops from momiag*s wings, 

Tlie gay Cicaoa sipping floats ; 
And, drank with dew, his matin sings 

Bweeler than any cygnet^s notes. 

1 Theecr i t o s has hnitated thia beautiful ode io hia nioe- 
tsaoth IdyL bat is varv infoior, I think, to his original, in 
delicacy or point, and naivete of expression. Bpenaer in 
emm of his amaller eoaopoaitiona, haa sported more diffusely 
oo tern saasa sttbtject. The poem to which I allnde begins 
tbna: 

Upon a day, aa Lotc lay sweetly slumbering 

AO in hie naotber^s lap ; 
A gentle bee, with bis load trumpet mormuriag, 

About him flew by hap, etc. 

' la AfaMtovaso's aoOaetioa of epigrams, thera is one by 
Laaotius, eoRaspoddsot somewhat with the turn of Ana- 



Luckless urchin not to aee 

Within the leavea a alumbering bee ! 

The bee awaked — with anger wild 

The bee awaked and stung the child. 

Loud and piteoua are hia criea ; 

To Venus quick he runs, he flies ! 

" Oh mother ! — ^I am wounded througl^— 

I die with pain — in sooth I do ! 

Stung by aome Uttle angry thing, 

Some aerpent on a tiny wing^— 

A bee it was— for once, I know, 

I heard a rustic call it ao.** 

Thus he spoke, and ahe the while 

Heard him with a aoothing amile; 

Then aaid, "■ My infant, if ao much 

Thou feel the Httle wild bee'a touch. 

How muat the heart, ah, Cupid ! be. 

The hapleaa heart that *8 stung by thee !** 



ODE XXXVL 

If hoarded gold poaaeas*d a power 
To lengthen liie*8 too fleeting hour. 



creoo, where Love eomplaioa to his raolher of being wonad* 
ed b v a rose. 

Tne ode before us is tbe very flower of simplicity. The 
infantine complainings of the little god, and the aatoral aad 
impretaive reflectiona which they draw from Veaoa, an 
beautiea of inimitabiegrace. I hope I ahaD bo pardoned Ut 
introducing another Greek Aoaereoatie of Mensiear Men- 
age, not for its similitude to the subject af this ode, bat te» 
some faint tracea of this natural rimpliaitj wWcf it i 
to me to have preaerved: 

Zp«C voT* IV xopiiaif 
Tapr vap9iv»v mmtov 
T^r /Met ^^K^9 Kepirvav 
Q( iifir, «( VfOC avTif* 
IlpcriJ'pa^f* r^MXl^** 

SXi 9mf9if9( fit* evra. 
<]( e/M^MCi vXavirVKf, 

K" • ft •! -vafmrrmff 
Xvirpiv Ti %mt X»f»r9mif 

K«« 01 /3xt«trrac e^v. 

As dancing o*er the eaameil'd pkia, 
The flow'ret of the virain train, 
My sours Corinna, Hgbl^ play^i, 
Young Cnpid aaw the gnoefiu maid j 
He aaw, and in a momeat flew. 
And round her neck bis arms bio threw; 
And said, with smilee of inikat joy, 
" Oh ! kiss me, mother, kias thy boy !** 
Unoooseioos of a mother's name. 
The modest virgin bluabM widi shame ! 
And an^y Cupid, scarce believing 
That vision could be so deceiving, 
Thus to mistake hia Cyprian dame, 
The Uttle infant blushM with shame. 
" Be not ashamed, my boy,** I cried, 
For I was lingering by his aide ; 
" Corinna and thy lovely mother. 
Believe roe, are so like each other, 
That cleareat eyea era oft betny*d, 
And uke {hy Vemia fiw the maid.'* 



Zitto, In hia Capprioioal Feosiari, hm 
of Aoacreon. 

1 Monsieur FooteneDe has translatad this ode, hi Ms < 
logue betweea Anacreau and Aristotle io the shadss, vrhara 
he bestows the prias of wisdom upon Aa post 



SM 



MOORE'S WORKS. 



And porchaae from the hand of death 

A little apan, a moment*! bieatb, 

How I would loTe the preciona ore ! 

And every day ahould twell my store ; 

Tuat when the Fates would send their minion. 

To waft me off on shadowy pinion, 

I might some hours of life obtain, 

And hribe him back to hell again. 

But, since we ne*er can charm away 

The mandate of that awful day, 

Why do we rainly weep at &te. 

And aig^ for life*s uncertain date 7 

The light of gold can ne*er illume 

The dreary midnight of the tomb ! 

And why should I then pant for treaanrea 7 

Mine be the brilliant round of pleasures; 

The gablet rich, the board of friends. 

Whose flowing souls the goblet blends ! 

Mine be the nymph whose form reposes 

Seductive on that bed of rosea ; 

And oh ! be mine the souKs excess, 

Expiring in her warm caress ! 



ODE XXXYUJ 

*T WAS night, and many a drchng bowl 
Had deei^y wsrm'd my swimming soul ; 

**Th«Gsniisn imitatora of it are, Le«iiig, in his poem 
' O sst a rn Brtkder. etc' Gleim, id the ode* An deo Tod/ 
■ad Behmidt in der Poet. Blumeol. Oottiof . 1783, p. 7.'*— 
Digtiu 

T%Mt wh0» tk§ FkU$ w«mU Mend tJkrir minion, 
TV waft SM ejf e» tkmdowf pinion, e/c] The coaunen- 
tatoiB, who are so fond of diaputiog " de lana caprina," have 
bsso varj bosy on ths aotbority of the phrase ir* •» 0«miv 
«r«xa«. The reading of <v* •» davMref iirixfi^, whicb De 
Msdenbaeh pr<^poees in his AmcBsitates Liiteraria, wss 
afaaady hintso by Le Ferre, who seldom snggetti any thing 
worth Botwe. 

TkogMot rick, tko hoord offrienio, 

WkoooUmtng oonlt th» gobUt blend* f] This eommo- 
Bioa of frwndship, whieh sweetened the bowl of Anaereoo, 
has not been foraotteo by the author of the foUowing tcho- 
liam, wfasce the Diesnnfi of life are enumerated with pro- 
▼erbtal simpUcitJ. Tytmtvuv fttv a^irrev mvfft ^^tm. 
A$vr$f9 t$, K«X«* f «i|r yiviHsi. To r^irev fi, rXwmr 
•loX«tc. Xmi Ti rirafrer, rv»i|Cev /»«Ta t«» ^tKmv, 

Of mortal blessings here, the first is health, 
And next, thoee eharms by which the eje we mora ; 

The third is wealth, nnwounding, foiltless wealth, 
And then, an intereoone with those we love ! 

1 **Compare with this ode the besntiAil poam, *der 
Tranm of Us.* "— De/ea. 

MnnsJBur Le Ferre, in a note upon this ode, enters hito 
an elaborate and learned justificauon of dronkenneas ; and 



this is probabl J the came of the severe reprehension which 
I believe ha suffered for his Anacreon. " Foit oUm fateor 
(says be, in a note upon Lonainoa,) com Sspphooem ama- 
bam. Bed ex quo ilia me perdtttaaima fcemina pene miseram 
perdidit cnm seeleratiaaimo aao eongerrone (Anaereontem 
dleo, ai oeecis Lector,) noli 8perare,*^etc. etc. He addoeee 
OB thii ode the authority of Plato, who sllowed ebriety, at 
the Diooysian festivals, to men arrived at their fortieth year. 
Be fikswiss quotes the following line (Vom Alexis, whicb he 
says no one, who is not totally igix>rant of ths world, can 
hsslrata to eooftas the truth of: 

** No hnrer of drinking wss ever a vicioos man.** 

mi sa mtt sw draasi ofjofo, 
DimfUd girl* amf mdd^ bof*, 

JtU mor* gon* H Nonooa aays of Bacchus, almost in the 
words that Anaerson 



Aa lttU*d in alnmber I waa laid. 
Bright viaiona o*er my fimcy play*d ! 
With virgina, blooming aa the dawn, 
1 seem*d to trace the opening lawn ; 
Dght, on tiptoe bathed in dew, 
We flew, and sported as we flew ! 
Some ruddy striplings, young and aleek. 
With bluah of Biicchus on their cheek. 
Saw me trip the flowery wild 
With dimpled girla, and alyly smiled — 
Smiled indeed with wanton glee; 
But ah ! *t was plain they envied ms. 
And Btill I flew-^-«nd now I eanglit 
The panting nymphs, and fondly thoqght 
To kisa— when all my dream of joyi. 
Dimpled girls and raddy boya. 
All were gone! «* Alaa !" I aaid. 
Sighing for the illuaiona fled, 
** Sleep ! again my joys restore. 
Oh ! let me dream them o'er and o'er T' 



ODE xxxvin.» 

Lit na drain the nectar'd bowl; 
Let na raiae the song of son! 
To him, the god who loves ao weD 
Hie nectar*d bowl, the choral awell ! 
Him, who inatructa the aona of earth 
To thrid the tangled dance of mirth ; 
Him, who waa nursed with infimt LoTe^ 
And cradled in the Paphian groye ; 
Him, that the snowy Queen of Charms 
Haa fondled in her twining anna. 
From him that dream of tranaport flowa» 
Which sweet intoxication knows; 
With him the brow forgets to duUe, 
And brilliant graeea learn to apaiUe. 
Behold ! my boya a goblet bear, 
Whoae sunny foam bedews the ab. 
Where are now the tear, the aigh7 
To the winda they fly, they fly ! 
Giaap the bowl ; in nectar ainking, 
Man of sorrow, drown thy thinking \ 



Waking, he lost the phantom*B charms. 

He found no beaaty m his arms ; 

Again to alnmber be esaay*d. 

Again to clasp the shadowy maid ! Lamgof 

** Slam / •gmhi mgjof* rutorOf 

Ok!btmedrtmmtkomo*ormndo*ir!] Doctor 
in his preface to Bhakapeare, animadverting upon the 
meotators of that poet, who pretended, in every Kttle eoioci 
dence of thought, to detect an imitation of soma aacieal 
poet, sllodea in the following words to the Kne of Anaetaoa 
before us: " I have been told that when (^lihaa, after a 
pleasing dream, says, ' I tried to sleep again,* the 
imitatee Anacreon, who had, like any other sun, the 
wish on the aaoie oecaaioo.** 



1 " Compare with tfaia beautiful ode the 



of Hi 



1 " uvmpare wiu mia oeaouiui ooe cne vg rs s s or if aga- 
dom, lib. V. dss OeaellsehaftUche ; and of BSrgsr, p. a,** 
etc etc.— Dijgea. 

.Bisi, that tk* snswy Quten of Charm* 

HoM fondUdin h*r twining crsu.] RobsrtoDus, apoa 
the epithalamlum of Cstullus, mentiooa an ingenioaa ooriv»> 
tion of Cythersa, the name of Venoa, wmfm re biw0ii« rt«f 
tpmrmij which asssM to hint that ** Love's fairy fbaoora 
lost, wbaa 
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Oh ! can the tean we lend to thought 
In life's tccotint iTail m aught 7 
Can we discern, with all our lore, 
The path we're yet to journey o'er? 
No, no, the walk of life ia dark, 
*T ia wine alone can strike a spark! 
Then let me quaff the foamy tide. 
And through the dance meandering glide ; 
Let me imbibe the spicy breath 
Of odoQit chafed to fragrant death ; 
Or from the kiss of lore inhale 
A more Tohiptuotii, richer gale ! 
To sools that court the phantom Care, 
Let him retire and shroud him there; 
While we eihanst the necUr'd bowl. 
And swell the choral song of soul 
To hhn, the God who loves so well 
The nectar'd bowl, the choral swell ! 



ODE XXXDC. 

How I love the festive boy. 
Tupping with the dance of joy ! 
How I k>ve the mellow sage, 
ftniling through the veil of age ! 
Aad whene'er this man of years 
In dw dance of joy appears. 
Age is OB his temples hung. 
But his heait--his heart is young ! 



*Ti» wku sImm m» $trik* « iparki] The brsvity of 
Mb allows argnoMots for the ToUiptaary •• well •• Um 
■MfSlisL AsBOOf maaj paraUol pMMget which Loofopierre 
has sddacsd, I ihall eoatsot ajwlf with this spigram from 
ths Amhokgia : 

MkMm/utf •«X«K«ff /utl»9mi mfmfa$9»i, 
fmff • X»<^«vT«r im /Btec «its t« Xiir« 
Tnfmf »«X»ni, K»i re TiA.ec ^mwrnrtf. 

Of wMek ^ fbUowinf is a kMMs paraphraas: 

Tfft ay beloTod, to yonder stmaa, 
we'll ptaoM OS from the noontide beam ! 
Thee eoll tne roee*s hamid bod, 
And dip it in oar goblet*s flood. 
Oar age of bliss, mj njrnph, shall fly 
As sweet, thoo^ paanngi o* ^bat si^h 
Which aeeoBS to whisper o*er joor ho, 
**Coa«, while yon may, of raptnre sip.*' 
Far age win steal the rosy fbrm. 

which trembles 



ODE XL. 

I KNOW that Heaven ordains me bera 
To run this mortal life's career ; 
The scenes which I have journey'd o'er 
Return no more — alas ! no more ; 
And all the path I 've yet to go 
I neither know nor ask to know. 
Then surely, Care, thou canst not twine 
Thy fetters round a soul like mine ; 
No, no, the heart that feels with me 
Can never be a slave to thee ! 
And oh ! before the vital thrill. 
Which trembles at my heart, is still, 
m gsther joy's luxurious floweia. 
And gild with bUss my fading hours ; 
Bacchus shall bid my winter bloom. 
And Venus dance me to the tomb ! 



ODE XU. 

Whin Spring begems the dewy scene, 
How sweet to walk the velvet green, 
And hear the Zephyr's languid aigha, 
As o'er the scented mead he fliea ! 
How sweet to mariL the pouting vine* 
Ready to fidl in tears <^ wine ; 
And with the maid whose every sigh 
b love and bliss, entranced to lie 
Where the embowering branches meet— 
Oh ! is not this divinely sweet 7 



US 



And chill the 

And death— alaa! that hearta, which thrill 

Like yoon and mine, abookl e'M he stiH! 

iBtmkia UmmU$ hmg, 

kigkemrt—kukemHiiy^ungr] Safait Pana makes 
ns distinction in a aomet to a yoong girl. 

le aab Men que iae deatfai6ea 
OsS aMi compaaaA noa anntea; 



Ne ras af d ea qoe moo amour. 
it4treen 



aeres vona taioe: 
n eet ienne, et n'eat que du jour, 
BaUe iris, (|ae je toos ai tiw. 

Sah and jouttg, thou bloomest now, 
And I ran many a year have toM ; 

Bat read the heert and not the brow, 
Thoa akak not And my love ia old. 

My love 'a a child ; and thou canat aay 
How arach hia little age may be, 

7or he waa bom the very day 
That flat I ast my eyea on thee.! 



AV, na, CA« hemrt thmt feels with ai«, 

CaM never be a eUve to thee !] Long epiene quotes aa 
ep^iram have fffom the Aotholo^a, on account of the afani- 
lanty of a particular phrase ; It m b]r no means anacreontic, 
but has an interesting simplicity which indaced me to para- 
phase it, and may atone for its intruaion. 

XXrif, «•• cv, TV%i|, /liiy* xmtftri, rer Ktft*** »vff» 
Ouii9 i/t9t x* vfnv, irai^iTf rev; a*'t' *I^» 

At length to Fortnne, and to yon, 
DehiaiTe Hope ! a last adieo. 
The charm that once begalled ia o'er, 
And I have reaeh'd my destined ahore ! 
Away, away, yoor flaiterinff arte 
Mav now betray some limpTer hearts. 
Ana yon will smile at their belieTin|, 
And thej ahaU weep at your deceiTing ! 

Bmcehus ehall bid my winter bleemy 

jtnd Venne dance me to the iewA I] The same conunea- 
tator has quoted an epitaph, written upon oor poet by Jnliaa 
where he makes hhn give the precepts of good-ie%wahif 
even from the tomb. 

IIeXA»K< ^ir ref * aitrM, xa< •« rv^Cew tt de^rw 
n«v«Te, wft9 r«vTi|r «/(f iC«Xi|«ile sevar. 

This lesson oft In life I sung, 
And from my grave I still shaH cry, 

" Drink, mortal ! drhik, while time ia young. 
Ere death haa made thee cold as L" 

And with the aun^ wkeee every eigk 
Je leve and bliee^ etc.] Thus Horace : 

Quid habea iUioa, inioa 
Qua apirabat amoreaj 
Qnm me aorpaerat mdu. 

And doea there then remain but thia, 

And haat thou kiat each roay ray 
Of her, who breathed the aool of blisS| 

And slola bm from mysslf away 1 
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ODEXUL* 

YtB, bo the (lorioos revel mine, 

Where humour sparides from the wine ! 

Around me let the youthful choir 

Respond to my beguiling lyre ; 

And while the red cup circles round, 

Mingle in soul as well as sound ! 

Let the bright nymph, with trembling eye, 

Beside me all in blushes lie ; 

And, while she weaves a frontlet fair 

Of hyacinth to deck my hair. 

Oh ! let me snatch her sidelong kisses, 

And that shall be my bliss of blisses ! 

My soul, to festive feeUng true. 

One pang of envy never knew; 

And little has it learned to dread 

Tlw gall that Envy's tongue can shed. 

Away— I hate the slanderous dart. 

Which steals to wound the unwary heart ; 

And oh ! I hate, with all my soul. 

Discordant clamours o*er the bowl. 

Where every cordial heart should be 

Attuned to peace and harmony. 

Come, let as bear the soul of song 

Expire the silver harp along : 

And through the dance's ringlet move, 

With maidens mellowing into lovo; 

Thus simply happy, thus at peace. 

Sure inch a life should never cease ! 



Some airy nymph, with fluem limbsg 
Through the dance luxuriant swims. 
Waving, in her snowy hand. 
The leafy Bacchanalian wand. 
Which, as the tripping wanton flies, 
Shakes its tresHea to her sighs ! 
A youth, the while, with loosen'd hair 
Floating on the listless air, 
Sings, to the wild harp's tender tone, 
A tale of woes, alas ! his own; 
And then, what nectar in his sigh. 
As o'er his hp the murmurs die 
Surely never yet has been 
So divine, so blest a scene ! 
Has Cupid left the starry sphere, 
To wave his golden tresses here ? 
Oh yes I and Venus, queen of wiles. 
And Bacchus, shedding rosy smiles. 
All, all are here, to hail with mo 
The Genhis of Festivi^ ! 



ODE XLin. 

Whixje our rosy fillets shed 
Blushes o'er each fervid head. 
With many a cup and many a smile 
The festal moments we beguile. 
And while the harp, impassion'd, flings 
Tuneful rapture from the strings. 



ODE XLIV.> 

Buds of roses, virgin flowen, 
Cull'd from Cupid's balmy bowen, 
In the bowl of Bacchus steep. 
Till with crimson drops they weep ! 
Twine the rose, the garland twine, 
Every leaf distilling wine ; 



1 Tbs character of ADScreoD ii here very strikingly de- 
pietsd. Hk love of social, harmoiiiaed plessorss is expren- 
sd with a warmth, amiable and endearing. Aroooji the 
•piframs impaled to Anaereon is the foUowing ; it is the 
only one worth traulatiMi, and it breathes the same seoti- 
BNOts with this ode: 

Ow t'^*C» *( f^fnfnf* **^* vXiM eivoa-or«^»v, 

Nftxt* «•< voXf^or imtLfvotvTm Ktyit. 
AXX* e«-ric Movvf •*» ri , xutmyKa* Smp Affitrne 

When to the lip the brimming cup is prsn*d, 
And hearts are aQ afloat upon the stream, 

Hien banish from my board the unpolished guest 
Who makes the feats of war his barbarous theme. 

Bat briiw the man, who o*er bis goblet wreathes 
The Moseys laurel with the Cyprian flower : 

Oh ! give bm him whoee heart expansive breathes 
AD tbs rofinemeots of the social boor. 

Jmd while tke harp, impassion' i,fiinf$ 

Tutufnl rapture from the strings, etc.] On the barbiton 
a host of aathorities may be collected, which, afler all, leave 
OS ignorant of the nature of the instrument. There is 
seareehr any point apon which we are so totally uninform- 
ed as die music of the ancients. The authors (a) extant 
upon the sabjeet are, I imagine, little understood ; but cer- 
tainly if one of their moods was a progression by qusrter- 
tooes, vHiieh we are told was the nature of the enharmonic 
seals, simpKeity was by do means the cbaraeteristic of their 

ta\ CoUeetad by Msibomias. 



melodjr ; for this is a nioety of progrsssieo of which j 
music is not susceptible. 

The invention of the barbiton is, by 
to Anaereon. Bee his fourth book, when it is oaJM v« 
tvp^tftm rev AvMKpi»vre(. Neaotbes of Cystoos, as qootsi 
by GyraMos, asserts tho same. Vide Obabot. ia Honift •• 
the words "Leeboom barbiton,** ia the first «d«. 

^%d theuj what nectar in his sifhy 
jf« e'er his lif the mmrmmrs disFl Vomtayiun has 
quoted here an epigram from the Aatboiofia: 

Xavfn ri( ft* tf iXiiri vohrwifm Xi<'^(^"' *>'^*'(* 
NfXTM^ •HIT TO ^iKtiftm, TO ymf rr»/tm vfsrM^ti (ht*t$ 
Nvr ftiivm rs f*Ktinmf «iXw» ret o^«T« 



Of whioh the fbUowing ssaygivs 

The kiss that she left on my lip 
Like a dew-drop shall lingering Ms ; 

Twas nectar she mve me to sip, 
'Twaa nectar I nrank in her sigh f 

The dew thatdistiU*d ia that kks, 
To my sool was vobiptuoos wiae ; 

Ever ainoe it is drunk with the hIiaSf 
And fcels a delirium divine ! 

Has Oupid left the stanj sphere, 

Tb wave hie goUen tresses here f] The hUaeductioo of 
these deities to the festival is merely allegorical, lladaaw 
Daoier thinks that Ibe poet describes a masquerade, where 
these deities were personated by the company in 
The translation will conform with either idea. 

^U, aU here, to haH with me 
The Genius of Festim»ft] K«^c, tha deily or 
of mirth. Philostratus, in the third of bie pisflM 




, . ju all 

the annotators have obeerved) gives a very beantilol ds> 
scription of this god. 

1 This spirited poem is an eulogy on the rose ; and agaisi 
in the fifW-fifUi ode, we shall find our author rich ia the 
praises or that flower. In a fVagment of B a ppho^ in the 
romance of Achilles Tatius, to which Barnes rmrs usl the 
rose is very ele^ntly styled ** the ejre of flowers f* and iba 
same poeteea, u another fragment, calls the ftvoors of the 
Muse " the roses of Pieria." See the notes on the flfly» 
fifth ode. 

" Compare with this forty-fonrth ode (says the Gonaaa 
aanotator) the beautiful ode of Ux, die Rosa.** 
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Drink aad tmile, and learn to think 
That we were bom to amile and drink. 
Roae! thoo art the sweetest. flower 
That ever drank the amber shower ; 
Rose ! thou art the fondest child 
Of dimpled Spring, the wood-nymph wild ! 
Even the gods, who walk the sky, 
Are amorotu of thy scented sigh. 
Copid too, in Paphian shades, 
His hair with rosy fillet braids. 
When, with the blushing naked Graces, 
The wanton winding dance he traces. 
Then bring me showers of roses, Imng, 
And shed them round ijae while I sing ; 
Great Bacchus ! in thy hallow'd shade. 
With some celestial, glowing maid. 
While gales of roses round me rise. 
In perfume sweeten'd by her sighs, 
I '11 bill and twine in early dance, 
Commingling soul with every glance ! 



ODE XLV. 

Within this goblet, rich and deep, 

I cradle all my woes to sleep. 

Why should we breathe the sigh of fear, 

Or poor the unavailing tear 7 

For Death will never heed the sigh. 

Nor soften at the tearful eye ; 

And eyes that sparkle, eyes that weep, 

Must all alike be seal'd in sleep ; 

Then let us never vainly stray, 

In search of thorns, from pleasure's way ; 

Oh ! let as qoafi'the rosy wave 

Whieh Bacchus loves, which Bacchus gave ; 

And in the goblet, rich and deep, 

Cndle oar crying woes to sleep ! 



ODE XLVI.' 

Bee, the yoong, the rosy Spring, 
Gives to the braese her spangled wing ; 

Wktm with tk§ Uthing, lUkkti Oraert, 
TV 9aMt0n winding dane« he traces.] "This sweet 
Msa of Love danciof with the Graces, is almost pecoJiar to 

HtlA MSM etiettial, gl&wHtf sicnI, etc.] The epithet 
#fllvK«Mr«c. which he gives to the oympb, is literally " full- 
boaonied :*' if this was really AnacnoD*s taste, the heaven 
of Mahomet would soit him io every particular. 8oe the 
Koran, cap. 7S. 

TUn Ut M» ««v<r vmitdp straffs 

H $eureh •/ tkom* from PUasMre*s way, eU.] I have 
dias endeavoured to eonvev the raeaninf of n {< rev etov 
•«x«rM/t«i ; aecordinf to Regnier's parnphrase of the line: 

E ehe val, fuor della strada 
Del piacere alma e f radita, 
Vaoegfiare In que ta vita 1 

1 The fksUdiotis affectation of some commentators has 
dsoouoced this ode as spurioas. Dcgen prononncos the 
Ibor last lines to be the patch-work of some miserable ver- 
siflcator ; sod Branch condemns the whole ode. It appears 
to me to be elef antly fraphical; (bll of elerant expressions 
sad lazurioos imagery. The abruptness of n't «-<•( tmff 
^«MrTO( is striking and spirited, and has been imitated 
father Uagaidly by Horace : 

Videa ut alta stet nive caodidura 

Poraete — 



While virgin Graces, warm with May, 
Fling roses o*er her dewy way ! 
The murmuring billows of the deep 
Have languished into silent sleep ; 
And mark ! the flitting sea-birds lave 
Their plumes in the reflecting wave ; 
While cranea from hoary winter fl^ 
To flutter in a kinder sky. 
Now the genial star of day 
Dissolves the murky clouds away ; 
And cultured field, and winding 
Are sweetly tissued by his beam. 
Now the earth prolific swells 
With leafy buds and floweiy bells ; 
Gemming shoots the oUve twine, 
Clusters ripe festoon the vine ; 
All along the branches creeping, 
Through the velvet foliage peeping, 
Little infant fruits we see 
Narsing into hixury ! 



ODE XLVIL 

T 18 true, my fading yean deoliae, 
Yet I can quaff" the brimming wine 
As deep as any stripling fair 
Whose cheeks the flush of morning 
And if, amidst the wanton crew, 
I *m caird to wind the dance's clue, 
Thou shalt behold this vigorous hand. 
Not faltering on the bacchant's wand. 
But brandishing a rosy flask. 
The only thyrsus e'er I'll ask I 



The imperative 
Shakspeare, 



.{f 



is Infinitely mora impressive, as in 



Bat look, the mom, in rusaet'mantle clad, 
Walks o*er the dew of yon high eaftern lull. 

There b a simple and poetical deecription of Spring, in 
Catallos's beautiful farewell to Bithynia. Carm. 44. 

Barnes conjectures, in his lift of our poet, that this ode 
was written after he had returned from Athena, to settle la 
his paternal seat alTeos : there, In a little villa at some dis- 
tance from the citv, which commanded a view of the ^-g— * 
Sea and the islands, he contemplated the beanties of nature, 
and enjoyed the felicities of retirement. Vide Barnes, in 
Anac. vita. $ xzzv. This supposition, however unauthen- 
ticated, forms a pleasant association, wnich makes the poea 
more interesting. 

Monsieur Chovrcau savs, that Gregory Nasiansenus has 
paraphrased som<^where this description of Spring. I can- 
not nnd it. See Chevreaa, (Eovres MAI^es. 

" Compare with this ode (says Degen) the verses of Hage- 
dom, book fourth, der Frfibling, and book fifth, der Mai/* 



WTkile virgin Graces, warm with Ma 



P( 



Fling roses o*er her dewf wap /I De 

the rosos di^pliiy their graces.**' T^is 



auw reads, X«ai< 



T»( ftfa Cpuev9-<», *' the rosn di«pliiy 
Is not uningenious ; but we lose bv it the beaaty of the per 
•onificaiion, to the boldness of which Regnisr has oli|ecteid 
very frivolously. 

Ths mur mu r in g bHlaws af tka deep 

Have languish d inte siUtU 'le^i etc.] It i^t bean 
justly remarked that the liquid flow or the line ariiXuriT*! 
yMK^¥n is perfectly expffeasive of ths tranquHhty which it 
describes. 

jtnd adtured Jteldj and winding stream^ ste.) By 4^ 
T«v ify»f " the works of men,** (says Baxter,) he means 
cities, temples, and towns, which are then illuminatad bj 
the beams of the son. 

But hrmndishing « resfJUsk^ eU.] Ars«« was a kind 
of leathern v sese l for wine, very much in oaa, as should 
seem by the proverb Mr«e( %*t ^xa«o(, which was appKad 
to thoss who were intamperats in oatiog and drinking, nis 
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I^et those who pant for glory's charms 
Embrace her in the field of arms ; 
While my inglorious, placid soul 
Breathes not a wish beyond the bowL 
Then fill k high, my ruddy slave, 
And bathe me in its honied wave ! 
For, though my fading yean decay, 
And though my bloom has pass'd away, 
like old Silenus, sire divine. 
With Mushes borrowM from my wine, 
I *U wanton *mid the dancing train. 
And live my follies all again ! 



ODE XLVlll. 

When my thirsty soul I steep, 
Every sorrow 'a luU'd to sleep. 
Talk of monarchs ! I am then^ 
Richest, happiest, first of men ; 
CarelesB o*er my cup I sing. 
Fancy makes me more than king ; 
Gives me wealthy Crcesos' store, 
Can I, can I wish for more ? 
On my velvet couch reclining. 
Ivy iMves my brow entwining, 
While my soul dilates with glee. 
What are kings and crowns to me 7 
If before my feet they lay, 
I would spurn them all away ! 
Ann you, arm you, men of might. 
Hasten to the sanguine fight- 
Let me, oh, my budding vine ! 
Spill no other blood than thine. 
YcHider brimming goblet se^ 
That alone shall vanquish me; 
Oh ! I think it sweeter &r 
To ftll in banquet than in war ! 



ODE XUX.' 

Whbn Bacchus, Jove's immortal boy. 
The rosy harbinger of joy. 



provwb is mcnttooed in ■ome vstms qootsd by Ath«nms, 
from the Hetiooe of Alexis. 

7%e only tkyrtu$ 0*er VU at A/] Pbornutui aangiu m a 
leatoa for the coDieciaUon of the thynua to Baccbue, that 
inebrietj oflea reoden the support of a itick very necenary. 

/oy Uav» siy brow MtwtMiy, tte.] " The ivy was cod- 
secrated to Bacchus (says Mootfaocon,) because be formerly 
iay bid under that tree, or, as others will have it, because 
its kaves resemble those of the vine. Other reasons for its 
eoosecration, and the use of it ip f arlands at banquets, may 
be found in Loogepierre, Barnes, etc etc 

Arm yon, «rm yen, m«ii of might, 
Htuton to tko $*ngidn»figkt.\ I have adopted the inter- 
pretation of Regnier and others : 

Altri eena Marte fero ; 

Che sol Bacco 6 *1 mio eonforto. 

1 This, the preceding ode, and a few more of the same 
cbcFBCtmr, are merely onaosons A boire. Most likely they 
were the eiTusiooa oi the moment of cooviTiality, and were 
sung, wo imagine, with rapture in Greece ; but that interest- 
ing association, by which they always recalled the convivial 
emotions that produced them, can he very little felt by the 
moet enthusiastic reader ; and much lees by a phlegmatic 
grammarian, who sees nothing in them but dialeoia and 
parltelea. 



Who, with the sunshine of the bowl^ 
Thaws tlie winter of our sool ; 
When to my inmost core he glidee. 
And bathes it with his ruby tides, 
A flow of joy, a lively heat, 
Fires my brain, and wings my feet ! 
'T is surely something swe^ I think. 
Nay, something heavenly sweet, to diiok ! 
Sing, sing of love, let Maaie's breath 
Softly begnile our rapturous death. 
While, my yoong Venus, thou and I 
To the voluptuooB cadence die ! 
Then, waking from our langoid txanee. 
Again we^Il sport, again we 'U dance. 



ODE L.» 

When I drink, I feel, I feel 

Visions of poetic zeal ! 

Warm with the goblet's fteshening dewa^ 

My heart invokes the heavenly Muse. 

When 1 drink, my sorrow *s o'er ; 

I think of doubts and fears no more ; 

But scatter to the railing wind 

Each gloomy phantom of the mind ! 

When I drink, the jesting boy, 

Bacchus himself, partakes my joy ; 

And, while we dance through breathing bowwi, 

Whose every gale is rich with flowen. 



Wko^ with tko muuAiM of tk* bowl^ 

Tkawo tk« winter of our $omI.I Aw«»ef is the title whiek 
he gives to Bacchus in the original. It is a curious eircnm- 
stance. that Plutarch mistook the name of Levi amow the 
Jews (or Afvi (one of the bacchanal cries,) and aeooidufiy 
supposed they worshipped Bacchus. 

1 Faber thinks this spurious ; but, I believe, he is sii^iilar 
in his opinion. It has all the spirit of our author. Like the 
wreath which be presented in the dream, " u smdla of Ana- 
creon.'* 

The form of this ode, in the original, is remarkable. It 
is a kind of soog of seven quatrain atantas, each bcfinaing 
with the line 

Or* $ym wtm rer ••vor^ 

The first stanza alone is incomplete, eoosistinf bat sf 
three lines. 

'* Compare with this poem (says Degea) the vsoss of 
Hagedom, lib. v. der Wein, where that luviiia 
wantoned in the praiaes of wine.*' 



fTken Tdrinkj Jfeel^ Jfoel 

Fioiono offotUe seal/] ^ Aoaareoa is net the oaly ens 
(says Loogepierre) whom wine has inspired with poetry. 
There is an epigram in the first book of the Anlholofia, 
which begina thus : 



Oive$ rsi x*p(**'ri /*•>'•$ viXti imrsf t^ttm^ 

ttmf i$ WItraPV, XMX«r e« TIKOIf UTOf.** 



If with water you fill up your glLi»«», 
You *ll never write any thing wise ; 

For wine is the horse of Parnassus, 
Which hurries a bard to the skies ! 

And, whiU we ianeo tkrougk kreatking howorot sfc.J If 
some of the translators had observed Doctor Trapp*s eait- 
tion, with regard to «eA.«Mv6i«-<r f» tv •w^««(, *<Cave ne ett^ 
lum intelligas,** they would not have spoiled the aimpBetty 
of Anaereon's fancv, by such extravsigaot coneeptioos of 
the passage. Could our poet imagine such bombast as thr 
following : 

Quand je bois, roon mil s*imagine 
Que, dans nn tourbillon plain de parfuosdivea^ 
Bacchus ra* emporte dans lea airs, 
Bempli de sa liqueur divine. 
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In bowk he makes my aeiiBes swim. 
Till th« gale breathes of nought but him ! 
When I drink, I deflly twine 
Flowers, begcmmM with tears of wine ; 
And, while with festive hand I spread 
The smiling garland round my head, 
Something whispers in my breast. 
How sweet it is to live at rest ! 
When I drink, and perfume stills 
Around me all in balmy rills. 
Then aa some beauty, smiling roses. 
In languor on my breast reposes, 
Venoa ! I breathe my vows to thee. 
In many a jigh of luxury ! 
When I drink, my heart refines. 
And rises as the cup declines, — 
Rises in the genial flow 
That none bat social spirits know. 
When youthful revellers, round the bow 
Dilating, mingle soul with soul ! 
When I drink, the bUss is mine, — 
There 's bliaa in erery drop of rrine ! 
All other joys that I hcTe known, 
I *ve scarcely dared to call my own ; 
But this the Fates can ne'er destroy, 
nil Death overshadows all my joy ! 



ODE U.» 

Flt not thus, my brow of snow, 
Lovely wanton ! fly not so. 
Though tbe wane of age is mine, 
Hiough the brilliant flush is thine. 
Still I'm doom'd to sigh for thee. 
Blest, if thou couldst sigh for me ! 

Ortkb; 

Indi mi mens 
Maotre liotro ebfo deliro 
Bacciio in giro 
Per la vaga aura lereoa. 

FTilcm fnUkfui rtvMer$^ round (Ac ftaw/, 
DiUiingt mingU $9ul with toul !] Subjoin^ lo Gairi 
edHUM of Anacreoo, there are lume curious kUcrs upon tlie 
9i«rei of tbe ancieots, which appeared in theF.ench Jour- 
nals. Attbeopeaingoi thoOdeoo, in Pari*, the mnoo^cnior 
tbs apoctacle reoueated Professor Gail to give Uiein soniM uo- 
ftfMnmon aaaae n>r the (htm of this institution. He sugsrest- 
ed the word " Thiase.** which was adopted ; but the liierati 
of Paris qosstiooed tlie propriety of it, and addr<>s8(>d their 
eritieisBs to Oail, through the medium of the public prints. 
Two or three of the letters be has inserted in his edition, 
and they have elicited from him some learned reaearch on 
the subject 

1 Albarti has imitated this ode; and Capilopos, in the 
IbDowiof epigram, has given a version of it : 

Cur, Lalage, mea vita, meos contemnis nmores 1 
Cor fagM e noetra polchra puella sinu 1 

Ne fugias, sint sparse licet mea tempore canis, 
Inqoe too roseus fulgent ore color. 

Aapioe at intextas deceant ouoquo flore corollas 
Oaodida porporeis lilia mixta rosis. 

Oh ! whjf r^l mv souKs impassion'd vow, 
And fly/birtovea maid, these longing arma 1 



Is it, tA&wtntry time has slrew'd my brow, 
And^Mii 



Ibe are all the summer's roseate charms 1 



See, in yonder flowery braid, 
Cuird for thee, my blushing maid. 
How the rose, of orient glow, 
Mingles with the Iily*s snow ; 
Mark, how sweet their tints agree, 
Just, my girl, like thee and me ! 



ODE L1L» 

Away, away, you men of rules, 

What have I to do with schools 7 

They 'd make me learn, they M make me thinkf 

But would they make me J«ve and drink 7 

Teach me this, and let me swim 

My soul upon the goblet's brim ; 

Teach me this, and let me twine 

My arms around the nymph divine ! 

Age begins to blanch my brow, 

I 've time for nought but pleasure now. 

Fly, and cool my goblet's glow 

At yonder fountain's gelid flow ; 

I *11 quaflf^ my boy, and calmy sink 

This soul to slumber as 1 drink ! 

Soon, too soon, my jocund slave. 

You *11 deck your master's grassy grave ,* 

And there *s an end — for ah ! you know, 

They drink but little wine below ! 



ODE LIU 

When I behold the festive train 
Of dancing youth, I *m young again ! 



See the rich garland, eolPd in vernal weather, 
Where the voang roeebod with the lily glows ; 

In wreaths of love we thus may twine together. 
And I will be the lily, then the roee ! 



See in fender Jlo to ery braid^ 

CuWdfor tAe«, mp blushtnf maid!] " In the tnme man- 
ner that Anacrcon pleads fur the whiteneseof bis locks, from 
the beauty of the colour in garland*, a shepherd, in Theocri* 
tus, eodeavoors to recommend bis black hair : 

Kmi to i«v ^iX.«ir im, *mt a yfrnwrat usaivfof 
Ax,X* i/M>-«( iv TOt( rr«9«voi( t« «^»tm Xiyorrei.*' 

Longepierre, Bamee, tito, 

1 This is doubtless the work of a more modern poet than 
Anacreon; for at the period when he lived, rhetoricians 
were not known." — Degon. 

Though the antiquity of this ode b confirmed hy the Va* 
tjcan manuscript, I am very much inclined to i^ree .n this 
argument against its authenticity; for, Iboufh the dawnings 
ofrhotoric might already have appeared, the first who gave 
it any celebrity wa.« Cornx of Syracuse, and be flourished in 
the century afier Anacreon. 

Our poei anticipated tbe ideas of Epicurus, in his aver* 
sion to the labours of learnine, as well as bis devotion to 
VolnptUOUSncM. T\»r»* manSumv a***>P*bi ^ivy'iri, said 
the philosopher of the garden in a letter to Pythoclea 

Tfotk me tkia^ and let me twine 

Mff arms around the nfmpk dinner] By Xfvnic Aepo« 
fiTi|( here, I understand some beautiful girl ; m the saoM 
manner that Auetof is oflen used for wine. " Golden*^ is 
frequently an epithet of beauty. Thus in Vircil, " Venus 
aurea ;" and in Propertias, " Cynthia aurea.** Tibullus, 
however, calls an old woman " golden.** 

The tranalation d'Aotori Aoooimi, as osaal, wantoos 
on this paasogs of Anacreoo: 

E m* insegni con piu rare 
Forme aecorte d* mvolare 
Ad amabile beltado 
n bel cinto d* oncstade. 

^nd there *s an end— for ah ! won know^^ 
7%ef drink but little wina Mow!] Thas the wittf 
Mainard : 
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Memory wakes her tragic trance. 

And winga me lightly through the dance. 

Come, Cybeba, smiling maid ! 

Cull the flower and twine the braid ; 

Bid the blush of summer's rose 

Bum upon my brow of snows ; 

And let me, whUe the wild and young 

Trip the mazy dance along, 

Fling my heap of years away. 

And be as wild, as jroung as they. 

Hither haste, some cordial soul ! 

Gire my lips the fanmming bowl ; 

Oh ! you will see this hoary sage 

Forget his locks, forget his age. 

He still can chaunt the festive hymn. 

He still can kiss the goblet's brim ; 

He still can act the mellow raver, 

And play the fool as sweet as ever * 



ODE U[V.» 

Mkthinki, the pictured bull we 
Is amorous Jo?e— 4t must be he ! 
How fondly Uest he seems to bear 
That fairest of Phoenician fkir ! 
How proud he breasts the foamy tide, 
And spurns the billowy surge aside ! 
Could any beast of vulgar vein 
Undaunted thus defy the main 7 



No: he descends from climes abov«y 
He looks the God, he breathes of Jove ! 



ODE LV.» 

Whilx we invoke the wreathed spring, 
Resplendent rose ! to thee we '11 sing; 
Resplendent rose ! the flower of flowers. 
Whose breath perfumes Olympus' bowen ; 
Whose virgin bkish, orchasten'd dye, 
E«nchants so mudi our mortal eye. 
When Pleasure's bloomy season glows. 
The Graces lore to twine the rose ; 
The rose is warm Dione's bliss, 
And flushes like Dione's kiss 1 
Oft has the poet's magic tongue 
The rose's fiur hizuriance song; 



thei* is oMotioa of tliii ooio, and of a tanpls ds din slsi l bv 

tlM Sidoniam to Astsrte, whom MMiiSiiC appaaia, ooalbaM- 

ed with Earopa. .... ^ _ 

Mosebna has wiittsaa vtry bsantifol idyl so the slery or 

Earopa. 

J^: k0iueend$fr«meUmfbf9t, 

£• Uok$ th* Ood, he ItmOm ofJ^v.] Thus Mos c lws t 

The God forgot hinMlf. his hoaTSo for k>TO, 
And a bull*! form belisd the almighty Jovs. 



1 This ode is a brilliant panegyric on liM rose. **AIlai»- 
tiqnity (sayi Bamee) hat prodncod nothing more bsantifaL** 



La Mort noui f aette ; et cjuand les loii 
Noos ont eofermAt ane few 
An leln d* one fome profonde, 
Adien boos Tine et boos repai, 
Ma science ne tronve pas 
Dee cabaret! en Tantre mondo. 

From Mainard, GombaaM, and De CaiUy^ old French 
poeU, tome of the beet epigranu of the Enflieh lai^afe 
an borrowed. 

Bid tk» blush of •ummer'$r0M , . . i- 

Hiini iMM mw brow of oncwo, «U.] Licetns, in his Hie- 
roglypl^ee, qoouog two of our poet'e odee, where he calls 
for f arlande, remarka, " Conitet i^tor lloreaa coronas poetie 
et potantibue ineympotio eoovemre. non aatem lapientibtte 
et phikMophiam aflbctantibue." '* It appears that wreaths 
of flowers were adapted for po^tt and revellen at banqnete, 
but by no meani became thoee who had preteoeioos to 
wisdom and philoaophy.*' On thii principle, in hie USd 
chapter, he dieeovert a refinement in Virgil, deeeribing the 
fariand of th* poet Bileoua as fallen oflT; which dntln- 
foiebee, he thinks, the divine intoxication of StleDua from 
that of common drunkards, who always wear their croWoe 
while they drink. This, indeed, b the ** labor ineptiaram** 
of eommentators. 

H9 0tm CM kittthM gobUt't Artsh etc.] Wins is pre- 
ecribed by Galen as an ezcelleot medtcioe for old men: 
** Qnod uigidoe et humoriboa ezpletos caleraciat," etc ; 
bat Nature was Anacreon'i phjeician. 

There is a proverb la Eriphue, a> quoted by Atheoaeus, 
which layc, " that wine makee an old man dance, whether 
be will or not.** 

1 " Thie ode Is written upon a picture whidi r ep t eee nt e d 
die rape of Europe.**— Madame Dacier. 

It may perhaps be considered es a description of one of 
thoee ooine, which the Sidonians itruck off in honour of 
Earopa, repreeentiog a woman canied acroes the eea by a 
ball. Tbos Natalia Gomea, lib. viii. cso. S3. ** Sidooii no- 
minnata cum fcamina Auri dorao ineidente ae mare trane- 
fratante, caderant in sjca bonorem.** In the little treatise 
upoo the goddeas of S/na, attributed very faleoly to Lucian, 



From the idea of peculiar excellence which the 

attached to this flower, aroee a pretty praverWal ex. 

oeed by Aristophsnss, aoooiding to floidas, f*m #•* lifassc, 
" Yon have spoken roses,** a phrase eonaewhat sIsaUar to 
I fleurettee** of the French. la the saaas idea 



the "dire dee 

of excellence originated, I doobt not, a vary eoriova sppb- 
eatioa of the word aeler, for which the iaqnisilivs leadei 
may consnit Gaulminoa upon the epithalamiam of oor poet, 
where it is introduced in the romsnce of Theodoras. Muss- 
tus, in one of his elegies, calls his mi a tr sss his ress; ' 

Jam te igitor rnraos teneo, formoeola, jam to 
(ftaid trepidaa 1) teneo ; jam, roea, U t seso. 

fktg.BL 

Now I again embrace thee, dearest, 
(Tell me, wanton, why thoo fearesiT) 
Again my longing arms infold thss^ 
Again, my rose, again I hold tfaes. 

This, like moet of the terms of endearoMnt te the 
Lathi poets, is Uken from Plaotna ; they were nilgar 
colloquial in his time, and they are among lbs sl^ 
of the modern Latiniets. 

Paaseratius allndss to the ode before us, te lbs 
of his poem on the Rose : 



Carmine digna roea eet ; irellem 
Teius argnta oeeinit teetndine vales. 



aeo »«*U HugA I have Msssd 
tj^ii fuKfrnr ; it IS corrapt n this 



RenUniont ro*§l to _ 

over the line rvr iT«i^ii •»!,- ^- - . , ^ 

original raadiag, and has been verv little hnproved by lU 
annoutora. I ahoald euppoee it to be an teter p ote i i o a, if it 
were not for a line which oocars afisrwards : p»f tn fertv 

Kiymf»$9, 

The root io worm Dwn»*9 Miss, sfe.] BeBsea, te a nols 
upon an old French noet, quoting the original here mpfii- 
riMv r* «f«a/M«, tranelatea it, ** comme lee dilioes et ssaganr' 
dtoss de Vtons.*' 

Oft hm* thopoefo magie tongwo 

Th» re««*«/atr ImxwruMU san^, sfe.] The fbOowiof b 
a flagment of the Leebian poetess. It is eked te ths to- 
mance of AchiUee Tatins, who appears to have r esoiv od 
the nambevs into prose. S« r*i( avfar** nU%at • Zt^t 
ivifiivs* /SsriX.i«, TS fti^v •» TMr ■vfiar sCanXaw*, y^c 

ifv9n/tm^ K«X.A.ac moTfrnirrtv, Ef»$rH «*■*, Affttrno 
v^o^fvii, §9»tt$Tt 9«xxei( %»M*% i«a*vsTe<c wiralcais 

Tpuf a. T* vrmKtv TO Zt^m^m y%km. 
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Aad long dw Motet, hetTenly maidt, 
Hftfv rear'd it in their tnnefbl thadet. 
When, at the etiij glanee of morn, 
It tleepa npon the glittering thorn. 
Tit tweet to due the tangled fence, 
To coll dw thnid llow'ret thence, 
And wipe, with tender hand, away 
lUb tear that on itt Uothet lay ! 
Tit tweet to bold the inihnt ttemt, 
IT et dropping with Anrora'a gemt, 
And fteth inhale the tpicy tight 
Tint fiom the weeping budt ante. 
When lerel mignt, when mirth it high. 
And Bacchot beamt in every eye. 
Our roty iillelt toent eihale, 
And fill with bahn the fiunting gale ! 
Oh, there it nought in nature bright. 
Where roeet do not thed their light ! 
When morning paintt the orient tkiet, 
Hm flngen bon with roteate dyet ; 
The nympht ditplay the rote*i charmt, 
h mantlea o'er dieir graceful armt ; 
Throui^ Cytherea*t form it glowt. 
And — ^"g'^ with the Uving tnowi. 
The roee dittilt a healing balm, 
The beating polie of pain to calm ; 
IH eee i ie t the cold inumed clay. 
And mockt the Tettige of decay: 

If JtT* would giTe tb« loafjr bowan 
A quaca for all their world of flowers, 
Tm roee would be the choice of Jore 
And blneli the queen of every f rove. 
Bweeteet ehUd of weepinc morning, 
Oom, tho veet of earth adorniuf , 
Bye of fuw*reti, glow of lawns, 
Bod of beauty nureed tnr dawne: 
Soft the soul of love it breathes, 
Cypria*s brow with magic wrsathes, 
And, to the Zephyr's warm caresses, 
Diffuses aU its verdant tresses, 
Tin. glownig with the wanton's play, 
It blushes a diviner rsy ! 

UTwiug pnnit the trient §kU»^ 
Her Jbtgert tern with rosemt dvss, ste.1 In the original 
hart, ho eeumerates the manv epilbeta of beauty, bottowed 
from I sees, which were used by the poets, «•(»« ▼••« tr*f»*. 
We see that poets were dignified in Greece with the title of 
aages ; even the careless Anscreon, who lived but for love 
•ad Toluptuousnees, wst called by Plato the wise Anacreoa. 
Fait hsK sa p ieu t ia quondam. 

Frsssrvcs the eeld inwnud tUjf, etc.] He here alludes 
to the use of the roee in embalming; and, perhape (as Barnes 
lUaks,) to the rosy unaoent with which Venus anointed the 
eorpae of Heotor. liooMr*s Uiad. ^. It may hkewtse 
regard the ancient practice of pattingnrlands of roses on 
the deid, as in Sutius, Theb. fib. x. tm. 



hi sertis, hi wris hooore iolu'o 



Aeeamulant artus patriaqne in sede repouont 
Corpus odoratom. 

ris honor,** though it niean every kind of llow- 
ly seem more particularly to refer to the raeCf which 
o«r post, fai another ode, caDs i«ps€ /ttKnfim. We read, in 
tbe Hieioclyphics of Pienos, lib. Iv. that some of the an- 
eioots used to order in their wilts, that roses should be an- 
naally scattered on their tombs; and ho has adduced some 
Briptions to this purpose. 



And wm tk t tk§ 9Utif ef dccoy.J When he says that 
this flower prevails over time itself, he still alludes to its 
•Aeaey In embahnent (tenera ponoret ossa roea. Propert. 
lib. I. eleg. 17,) or perhaps to the subsequent idea of its 
fragrance sarrivinj its beauty ; for he can acarcely mean to 
pruse for duration the " nimium breves floras** of the roee. 
PbUoslratus compares this flower with love, and says, that 
tlwy both defV the bifluenee of time; %^«»«» U vtt% X^c, 
e«r« Mf« •fl«». Unfortunately tbo sUsiiUtade bos not in 
' aeraliML but thair traniitnce. 



And when, at length, in pale decline, 
Itt florid beantiea fode and pine, 
Sweet at in youth, its bafany breath 
Diffntet odour e*en in death ! 
Oh! whence could tuch a plant have tpnmg ? 
Attend — for thnt the tale it tang. 
When, hmnid, from the tilveiy ttream, 
EfRiaing beaaty*t warmett beam, 
Vennt appear*d, in flashing huet, 
M el]ow*d by Ocean's briny dewt ; 
When, in the ttarry couita above. 
The pregntnt bnin of mighty Jove 
DitcLMed the nymph of azure glance. 
Hie nymph who thaket the martial lance ! 
Then, then, in strange eventful hoar. 
The earth produced an infimt flower. 
Which tprung, with bloahing tinctorea drett'd. 
And wanton*d o'er itt parent breatt. 
The godt beheld thit brilliant birth. 
And haiTd the Rote, the boon of earth ! 
With nectar drope, a ruby tide, 
The tweetly orient budt they dyed. 
And bade them bloom, the flowen divine 
Of him who thedt the teeming vine ; 
And bade them on the tpangled thorn 
Eipand their botomt to the mom. 



ODE LVI.» 

Hk, who iBitractt the youthfhl crew 
To bathe them in the brimmer*t dew, 

Bmeet a* in fvutk, itt htUmf breath 
Difueee •dour e'en in death.] Thus Csspar Barhras, Ip 
his Bitos NupUkrnm : 

Ambroeium late roea tunc quoqne spargit odorsn. 
Cum fluit, aut multo languida sole JMoi. 

Nor then the rose its odour loees, 
.When all its flushing beauties die; 

Nor less ambrosial balm diff'oMs, 
When wither'd by the solar eye ! 

fnth weetar drepe^ a mbf tide^ 

The eweeUf orient budt thry dy'ed^ eU.) The author of 
the " PerTi|ilmm Veneris'* (a poem attributed to OaluBus. 
the style of which appears to me to have all the laboorao 
luxuriance of a much later period) ascribee the tineturt of 
the roee to the blood fVom tM wound of Adonis— 



Fusa aprino de cruor^— 

aeeording to the emendation of Lipsius. In the ibUowiag 
epigram this hue is differently accounted for : 

Bla qoidem studiosa suum defondere Adooim, 
Gradivus stricto quem petit ense ftfos, 

Afllxit duris vestigia ca«a roeetts, 
Albaqne divino picta cruora 



While the enamoor'd queen of Joy 
fliea to protect her lovely boy, 

On whom the Jealous war-god rushes; 
8he treads upon a thomed rose, 
And while the wound with crimson flows, 

The snowy flowrat feels her blood, and blushes! 

1 ** Compare with this elegant ode the ve r se s of Us, lib 
I. die Welnleee.**— D«yfl». 

This appears to be one of the hymns which were song at 
the anniversary festival of the vintage; one of the iviXiiviti 
v^voi, as our poet himself terms them in the fl Ay-ninth ode. 
We cannot h^p fiBeling a peculiar veneration for these relies 
of the raligion of antiquitv. Horace may be suppofled to 
have written tbe nineteenth ode of his second book, and the 
twenty-fifUi <^ the third, for aoma bacebaaalian celebratioa 
of this kind. 



MOORE'S WORKS. 



And taite, imcloy*d by rich ezcessea, 
AU the UIm that wioe posseaees ! 
He, who ioBpires the youth to glance 
In winged circlets through the dance ! 
Bacchus, the god, again is here, 
And leads along the blushing year ; 
The blushing year with rapture teems. 
Ready to shed those cordial streams 
Which, sparkling in the cup of mirth. 
Illuminate the sons of earth ; 
And when the ripe and vermil wine, 
Sweet infant of the pregnant vine, 
Which now in mellow clusters swells. 
Oh ! when it bursts its rosy celb, 
The heavenly stream shall mantling flow, 
To balsam every mortal woe ! 
No youth shall then be wan or weak. 
For dimpling health shall Ught the cheek; 
No heart shall then desponding sigh. 
For wine shall bid despondence fly ! 
Thus — till another autumn's glow 
Shall bid another vintage flow ! 



ODE Lvn.» 

And whose immortal hand could shed 
Upon this disk the ocean's bed 7 
And, in a frenzied flight of soul, 
Sublime as Heaven's eternal pole, 
bnagine thus, in semblance warm, 
Tbe Queen of Love's voluptuous form. 
Floating along the silvery sea 
In beauty's naked mayesty 7 
Oh ! he has given the raptured sight 
A witching banquet of delight ; 
And all those sacred scenes of Love, 
Where only hallowed eyes may rove. 



Wkiek, $parkling in the eup of mirth, 

Dluminate the sons of tarthl] In ttio ori^final verev 
•rrevsv »e/««^Mr. Madame Dacier thinks that the poet 
bsrs bad the nepenthe of Homer in hm mind. Odyuey, 
lib. !▼. This nepenthe was a something of exquisite cbarm, 
infused bjr Helen into the wine of her guests, which had the 
powsr oi dispelling every anxiety. A FVench wrirer, with 
very elegant callantry, conjectures that this spell, which 
made the bowl so beguiling, was the charm of H<>len*i con- 
rarsation. See de Her6, quoted by Bayle, art Hellene. 

1 This ode is a very animated description of a picture of 
Venus on a discus, which presented the goddcM in her first 
•mergence from the waves. About two centuries after oor 
poet wrote, the pencil of the arti«it Apollos enibcllishod this 
subject, in bis fitmous painting of the Venus Anadvomen^, 
the model of which, as Pliny informs u», was the beautiful 
Campaspe, given to him by Alexander ; thougli, according 
to Natalia Oomcu, lib. vii. cap. 10, it was Phryne who sat to 
Apellea for tlie face and breast of this Venus. 

There are a few blemishes in the reading of ihe ode bo- 
Ibre us, which have influeneed Faber, Heyoe, Brunck, etc. 
to denounce the whole poem as spnrioua. Non ego paucis 
offeodar maeulis. I think it is beautiful enough to be au- 
fjieatie. 

j9nd wk»$* imnurtal hand eonld shed 

C^im tAis disk the ocean*s bed 7] The abruptness of 
mp» T«5 Topivri vovTOi^, is finely expressive of sudden 
admiration, And ia one of those beauties which we cannot 
but admire in ihetr source, though, by frequent imitation, 
tbey ar^ now become languid and uuimpresoive. 

JInd M those sacred scenes of love, 

Wktrs omlm haUow*d eyes may rove, etc.] The picture 
iMre has all the delicate character of the semi-reducta V»- 
BOS, and is ths swtstest emblem of whst the poetry of pas- 



IJe faintly glowing, half-conceal*d. 
Within the lucid billows veil'd. 
Light as the leaf that summer's breeze 
Has wafled o'er the glassy seas, 
She floats upon the ocean*s breast. 
Which undulates in sleepy rest. 
And stealing on, she gently pillows 
Her bosom on the amorous billows. 
Her bosom, like the Immid rose. 
Her neck, like dewy-sparkling snowf. 
Illume the liquid path she traces. 
And bum within the stream's embraces ! 
In languid luxur/sofl she glides, 
Encircled by the azure tides. 
Like some fkir lily, faint with weeping. 
Upon a bed of violets sleeping ! 
Beneath their qu^n's inspiring glance. 
The dolphins o'er the green sea dance. 
Bearing in triumph young Desire, 
And baby Lovo with smiles of fixe ! 
While, sparkling on the silver waves. 
The tenants of the briny caves 
Around the pomp in eddies play. 
And gleam along the watery way. 



ODE LVm.' 

When gold, as fleet as Zephyr*s pinion. 
Escapes like any faithless minion, 
And flies me (as he flies me ever,) 
Do 1 pursue him 7 never, never ! 

siun ought to be ; glowing but through a veil, and ftsHrf 
upon thti heart from concealment. Few of tbs anrtimti 
hare attained this modesty of description, whiefa b liks Um 
golden cloud that hung over Jupiter and Juno, impsrviotti 
to every beam but that of fancy. 

Her bosom, like the humid rose, etc.] ** Tmi$mv (says as 
nnonymous annutator) is a whimsical epithet for the bosoas.** 
Neither Catullus nor Gray have been of his opinioo. Ths 
former has the expression, 

En hie in roseia latst papillis. 

And the latter, 

Lo ! where the rosy-bosom'd boars, ote. 

Crottus, a modern Latinist, might indeed be eeosored fin 
too vague an use of the epithet ^' rosy,** when be applies il 
to the eyes: "e roseis ocuUs." 

jfoungr Desire, stcA In the original *-I/Mp«(, 



who was the same deity with Jocus among the Eo 
Aurelius Augurellos has a poem beginning 

Invitat olim Bacchus ad ccsnsn soos 
Comon, Jocom, Cupidinem. 

Which Parnell has closely imitated : 

Gav Bncchus, liking Estcourt's wine, 

A noble meal beopoko us; 
And, for the guests that were to dine, 

Brought Comus, Love, and Jocus, etc 

1 1 have followed Barnes's arrangement of this od« ; it dt* 
viates somewhat from the Vatican BIS. but it appeersd m 
me the more natural order. 

When gold, as fleet as Zephyr's pinion. 

Escapes like any faithless, minion, ate.] In tbo orifiaal 
O {p«irfT^( %pv(ro(. There is a kind of pun in there 
words, as Madame Dacier has already remarked ; for Chry> 
SOS, which signifies gold, was also a frequent name for s 
slave. In one of Lucisn's dialogues, ihttre ia, I think, a 
similar play upon the word, where the followers of Ckry 
sippus are called gciKien fishes. The puns of lbs aneisait 
are, in general, even more vapid than our own ouam el 
the best are those recorded of Diogenes. 

JInd flies me {as he fliss mo ever,) rf.-.] Af * V^ »tt ^ 
^iv^ii This grace of iteration has alrf^ady be«fi taks» 



ODES OF ANACREON. 
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No, let fSbfb &1m deserter go, 
For who would coiut his direet foe 7 
Bat, when I feel my lighten'd miad 
No more bj tiee of gold confined, 
I looeen all my clinging cares, 
And cast them to the ragrant airs. 
Then, then I feel the Mase*s spell, 
And wake to life the dulcet shell ; 
Hm dnkset shell to beauty sings. 
And love dissoires along the strings ! 
Thus, when my heart is sweetly taught 
How little gold desenres a thought, 
Hm winged slave returns once more, 
And with him wafts delicious store 
Of racy wine, whose balmy ait 
In slumber seals the anxious heart ! 
Again he tries my soul to serer 
FVom lore and song, perhaps for ever ! 
Away, deceifer ! why pursuing 
Ceaseless thus my hearths undoing 7 
8weet is the song of amorous fire ; 
Sweet are the sighs that thrill the lyre ; 
Oh ! sweeter far than all the gold 
The waltage of thy wings can hold. 
I well remember idl thy wiles ; 
Thy withered Cupid*s flowery smiles, 
And o*er his harp such garbage shed, 
I thought its angel breath was fled ! 
They tainted all his bowl of blisses, 
His bland desires and hallowed kisses. 
Oh ! fly to haunts of sordid men. 
Bat rove not near the bard again ; 
Thy glitter in the Muse's shade 
Scares from her bower the tuneful maid ; 
And not for worlds would I forego 
That moment of poetic glow. 
When my full soiU, in Fancy's stream, 
Poun o*or the lyre its swelling theme. 
Awagr, sway ! to worldlings hence. 
Who feel not this diviner sense. 
And, with thy gay fallacious blaze, 
Bsssie their unrdlned gaae. 



noCies sC Thoogfa sometimes merely a playful beauty, it ia 
peeoUariy sxpraaaire of impsMiooed awidment, and we may 
m/uij bwATe that It was one of tbe many MMirces of that 
•osrgeCae lencibility which breathed throufh the atyle of 
Sappho. See GyraM. VeL Poet. Dial. 9. It will not be 
said that this is a mechanical ornament by any one who can 
ftel iti charm in thoee lines of Catgllus, where he complains 
«f Iks infidelity of his mistreei, Leabia. 

CmlL Leabia nostra, Leabia ilia, 
IHa Leabia, qoam Catallas nnam, 
Pins qnam ee atqus aooa amavit ooroea. 
Nunc, etc. 

81 lie omnia dizisset! but the rest does not bear citation. 

71«f (sMsd mil ki» ktwl of Mi«f w, 

JSKs Msad dsnrss Mi AaKMD'd AM#e«.] Original: 

^tKnfimrmv S$ Bifr«ir, 

Horses has " Desideriqae temperare poeulum,** not figa- 
raiiWly, however, like Anacreon, bat importing the love- 
phUtrss of th» * 'itches. By ** caps of kisMs** oar poet may 
aOode to a ^ - junte gallantry among the ancieota, of drink- 
iog wbsn the lipt uf their mistreieee had touched the brim: 

" Or leave a kias within tbe cup, 
And I 'U not ask for wine,** 

iMfai Bob Joasoo*a trsnalatioo from Philoetratus ; and Lueian 
has a eooesit upon tbe same idea, " l*» ^<i< wimc m/tm aai 
ptKu *' ** that yoa sm? at ones both drink and 



ODE LDL' 

Sailed by tbe solar beam. 

Now tbe fiery clusters teem. 

In osier baakets, borne along 

By all tbe fesul vintage throng 

Of rosy youths and virgins fair. 

Ripe as die melting fruiu they bear. 

Now, now they press the pregnant grapes. 

And now the captive stream escapes. 

In fervid tide of nectar gushing. 

And for its bondage proudly blushing ! 

While, round the vat's impurpled brim, 

Tbe choral song, the vintage h3rmn 

Of rosy youths, and virgins fitir. 

Steals on the cloy'd and panting air. 

Mark, how they drink, with all their ejres. 

The orient tide that sparkling flies ; 

The in&nt balm of all their fears. 

The infant Bacchus, bom in tears ! 

When he, whose verging yean decline 

As deep into the vale as mine. 

When he inhales the vintage-spring. 

His heart is fire, his foot 's a wing ; 

And, as he flies, his hoary hair 

Plays truant with the wanton air ! 

While the warm youth, whose wishing soal 

Has kindled o'er tbe inspiring bowl, 

Impassion'd seeks the shadowy grove, 

Where, in the tempting guise of love. 

Reclining sleeps some witching maid. 

Whose sunny charms, but half display'd. 

Blush through the bower, that, closely twined. 

Excludes the kisses of the wind ! 

The virgin wakes, the glowing boy 

Allures her to the embrace of joy ; 

Swears that the herbage Heaven had spread 

Was sacred as the nuptial bed ; 

That laws should never bind desire. 

And love was nature's holiest fixe ! 

The virgin weeps, the virgin sighs ; 

He kiss'd her lips, he kiss'd her eyes { 

The sigh was balm, the tear was dew. 

They only raised his flame anew. 

And, oh ! he stole the sweetest flower 

That ever bloom'd in any bower ! 

Such is the madness wine imparts. 
Whene'er it steals on youthfhl hearts. 



1 The title EwtKn^tot v^vec, which Bnrnes has given to 
this ode, ia by no means appropri ile. We ha%*e n I ready 
had one of those hymni* (oilc 56,) but thia u a deacriptinn of 
the vintage; and the title i<< oivov, which it bean in the Vati* 
can MS., ia more corroct thnn any that have been auKetted. 

Degcn^ in the true tpirit of literary acepticixm, douots that 
this <Me It senuine, without iiMigning any reiion for guch a 
■oapicion. " Non amo te, Sabidi, nee poniun dicere qaare ;** 
bat this ia far from eatisfaclory criticiam. 

Swemrt that the herbage Heitven had nread^ 
Wa» aacrtd a» tk» nuptial bal^ etc.] The orif inal hers 
has been varioaaly interpreted. Some, in their zeal for our 
aathor*a purity, have iappo««>d that tbe youth only pertuadee 
her to a premature marriage. Othera uoderatand from the 
words v^ofoTir yM/MM* yfviHai, that he SMlacea her to a 
violation of the nuptial vow. The turn which I have fives 
it ia somewhst like the sentiment of Helotea, "amorem coo* 
Jagio, Itbertatem vinculo prsiforre." (See her original Le^ 
tera.) The Italian tranalationa have alnraet all wantoned 
apoa thk dsseription : bat that of Marehstti is iodssd ** ^ 
Buam labricns aapici.** 



Ui 
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ODE LX.' 

AwAKK to life, mj dulcet 111011, 
To Fhoebos all thy tigfafl ihall iwell ; 
And though no glorious prise bo thine, 
No Pythian wreath around thee twine, 
Yet every hour is glory's hour, 
To him who gathers wisdom's flower i 
Then wake thee from thy magic slumben, 
' Breathe to the soft and Phrygian numbers, 
Which, as my trembUng lips repeat. 
Thy chords shall echo back as sweet. 
The cygnet thus, with fading notes. 
As down Cayster's tide he floats. 
Flays with his snowy plumage fair 
Upon the wanton murmuring air, 
Which amorously lingers round. 
And sighs responsive sound for sound ! 
Muse of the Lyre ! illume my dream. 
Thy PhoBbos is my fancy's theme ; 
And hallow'd is the harp I bear, 
And hallow'd is the wreath I wear, 
Hallow'd by him, the god of lays, 
Who modulates the choral maze ! 
I sing the love which Daphne twined 
Around the godhead's yielding mind ; 
I sing the blushing Daphne's flight 
From this ethereal youth of light ; 
And how the tender, timid maid 
Flew panting to the kindly sliade, 
Resign'd a form, too tempiiug fair. 
And grew a verdant laurel there ; 
Whose leaves, in sympathetic thrill. 
In terror seem'd to tremble still ! 
The god pursued, with wing'd desire ; 
And when his hopes were all on fire. 
And when he thought to hear the sigh 
With which enamour'd virgins die. 
He only heard the pensive air 
Whispering amid her leafy hair ! 
But oh, my soul ! no more — ^no more ! 
Enthusiast, whither do I soar 7 
This sweetly maddening dream of soul 
Has hurried me beyond the goal. 
Why should 1 sing the mighty darts 
Which fly to wound celestial hearts, 

1 This hyou to Apollo I* rappoMd Dot to have been 
written bj Aoacreoo, and it certainly n rather a rablimer 
flight than the Teian wio^ ia accustomed to soar. But we 
ought not to Judge from thu diversity of style, in a poejt of 
whom time has preserved such partial relics. If we knew 
Horace bat as a iatirist^ should we easily believe there could 
dwefl such animaXion lo his lyre 1 Suidas says that our 
poet wrote bymnSf and this perhaps is one of them. We 
can perceive in what an altered and imperfect state his 
works are at present, when we find a scholiast upon Horace 
eiting an ode from the third book of Anacreoa. 

Jind hmm UU Uniar^ timid wuud 

fUmf^mfiM Ut fAs kindlf tkade^ «t«.] Origiaal : 

To /M«v •■m^ivv'i Kivr^sv, 

I find the word «• rr^v here has a double force, as it abo 
signifies that ** omnium pareotem, quam sanctus Numa," 
•tc etc (See Martial.) In order to confirm this import of 
the word bore, thoae wiio are curious in new readiagB may 
^laes tbs stop after 9wa-i<>c thus : 

To ftt9 (sn^tvyi mrr^sv 



When sure the lay, with sweeter tone, 
Can tell the darta that wound my own 7 
Still be Anacreon, still inspire 
The descant of tho Teian lyre : 
Still let the nectar'd numbers float. 
Distilling love in every note ! 
And when the youth, whose burning tool 
Has felt the Paphian star's control. 
When he the liquid lays ahall hear, 
His heart will flutter to his ear, 
And drinking there of song divine, 
Banquet on intellectual wine ! 



ODE LXI.» 

Golden hues of youth are fled ; 
Hoary locks deform my head. 
Bloomy graces, dalliance gay, 
All the flowers of life decay 



SttU be Anacreon, $till inspire 

The descant of the TVinn lyre.] The original is Toy Av* 
xpierTM /ui/<e«. I have translated it under the svppositiost 
that the hymu is by Anacreoa ; ihoofh I fear, from tbis very 
line, that Lis claim to it can scarce be supported. 

Tov Avmufiowrm M'/>*"v, *• Imitate Anacreon.*' 8aeh is 
the lesson (iveo us by the iyrist : and if, in poatry, a aimpie 
eleaance of sentiment, enriched by the most playful felicities 
of fancy, be a charm which invites or dest^ves imitatiuo, 
where shall we find such a guide as Anacreon 1 In morality, 
too, with some little reserve, I iliink we might not blush to 
follow in his foouteps. For if his song be the language of 
his heart, though luxorious and relaxed, be was artless and 
benevolent ; and who would not forgive a few irregularitiea, 
when atoned for by virtues so rare and so endoaring 1 When 
we think of the sentiment in those lines : 

Away ! I hate the alanderons dart. 
Which steals to wound the unwary heart, 

how many are there in the world to whom we would wish 
to nay, Tor AfsxotevTa /ut>«ov ! 

Here ends the last of the odes in the Vatican MS. wboee 
authority confirms the genuine antiquity of them all, though 
a few have stolen among the number which we may hesi' 
tate in attributing lo Anacreon. In the little essay prefixed 
to this translation, I observed that Barnes had quiMMl this 
manuscript incorrect! v, relying upon an imperfect copy of it, 
which Isaac Voasius had taken ; I shall just mention two or 
three instances of this inaccuracy, the first which oecor to sso. 
lu tlie ode of the Dove, on the words nriAoirt wyn-rnKv^m. 
he says, " Vatican MS. trvntml^atv^ etiam Preaciano invito,*' 
though the MS. reads rvyit«x«^«, with «vc««««^ inleriiand. 
Degen, too, on the same line, is somewhat in error. In thn 
twenty-aecond ode of this series, line thirteenth, tbs MS kaa 
Tf r«if with Ml interlined, and Barnoa imputes to it the read- 
ing of rtvin. In the filly-seveuth. line twelAb, be professes 
to have preserved the reading of the MS. Axax^^ra V •«■* 
•vTn, while the latter has mKmKm»$9«( i* fir* avra. AJmost 
aJI the other anootators have transplanted these cvrora froa 
Barnes. 

1 The Intrusion of this melancholy ode among the care- 
lees levities of our poet, haa alwajrs remindnd me of tbe 
skeletons whieh the Egyptians used to hang up ia their 
hanouet-rooma, to inculcate a thought of mortalttf sfvea 
amidst the dissipations of mirth. If it were not for theboau^ 
of its numbers, the Teian Muse should dieovn this ode. 
Quid habet illius, iUius qnas spirabat anaoreel 

To Stobssus we are indebted for it. 

BUomf gTMes^ dtUlianee gof. 

JIU tkejUwers of life deeof.] Horaoe often, with feshug 
and elegance, deplores the .fugacity of human ei^oyinems 
See book ii. ode 11 ; and thus in the second epistle, book is 

Singula de nobu anni proBdantur euntea, 
Eiipuere jooos, venerem, convivia, ludum. 

The wing of every passing day 
Withers some blooming joy away ; 
And wafts from our eoamonrM arms 
Tbe banquet's mirth, the virgin's charms. 
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Withering age begim to trace 
Sad memorials o*er mjr face ; 
Time has shed its sweetest bloom. 
All the futuie must be gloom ! 
This awakes mjr hourly sighing ; 
Dreary is the thought of dying ! 
Plato's is a dark abode, 
Sad the journey, sad the road : 
And, the gloomy travel o*er, 
Ah ! we can return no more ! 



ODE LXUJ 

Fill me, boy, as deep a draogfat 

As e*er was filled, as e*er was quaff 'd ; 

Bat let the water amply flow, 

To cool the grape*s intemperate glow ; 

Let not the fiery god be single. 

Bat with the nymphs in union mingle ; 

For, thou^ the bowFs the grave of sadness, 

Oh ! be it ne'er the birth of madness ! 

No, banish fipom our board to-night 

The revelries of rude delight ! 

To Scythians leave these wild excesses, 

Oan be the joy that soothes and blesses ! 

And while the temperate bowl we vrreathe, 

Our choral hymns shall sweetly breathe, 

Beguiling every hour along . 

With harmony of soul and song ! 



^ Dnmy i» tk* tkamgkt of dfinf^ etc.] Regni«r, a lib«r- 
ttae Fr«iich jpoet, has written MKne ■ooneta on the approach 
of death, fbu of gloomy and trembliof repentaocow Obau* 
Ueu, hovwsTj rapports aors eonslitsotJy the tpirit of the 
Epteorean philoaophsr. See hia poem, addreiMd to the 
Marquii La Farre. 

Flue j' approcba du tame et motn* je le redoute, ete. 

Ithallleavelt tothemoraliat tomakeburefleetioiMbOTe: 
it ii impowible to be verj anacreooUc oo such a subject 

.^nd, (As gl00wnff Ircvsl e'er, 

Jtkl W0 tm rttmm no wur§ I] Bcalifer, vpoa Catollos's 
well-kaowa lines, **Uvi none it per iter/' elo. remarks, that 
Aeheroo, with the same idea^ is eaJled evilaf •(, by Theo 
critus, and iyr**ifiMs by Nieander. 

1 This ode eonsists of two frasments, which are to be 
fiMmd in Atheowns, book a. and which Barnes, from the 
similarity of their teodencj, has combined into one. 1 
think tha a very Justilleble liberty, nod have adopted it ia 
some otber firanMols of our poet 

Pifeo refiws as here to verses of Us, lib. iv. der Trinker. 



Bui Ut tk§ WMt4r ampivjlew, 

TV cesi (As fraps's imUmpormU fIms, «Ic.] It was 
AmphiciTon who flrst unght the Greeks to mix weter with 
their wine ; in eooMiiemoration of which cireomstanoe thej 
areeled altera to Bacchus and the nymphs. On this mytbo- 
logieal alkfory the Ibllowiaf epifram is firanded : 

Ardeotem ex otero Semeleslavere Ly aam 
Naiadea, extincio fulroiais if oe sacri ; 

Cam nvmfSbb ifitai tractabilis, at sine nymphis 
Caodenti rarsns folmioe corripitor. 

Purius Faleriamu. 



YTmkh is, aoa verbam verbo. 

While heavenly fire eontamed his Theban dame, 
A Naiad caught young Bacchus from the flame, 

And dipp'dhim horning in her purest lymph: 
fltiH, still be k>ves the sea-maid*s crystal urn, 
And when his native fires infuriate oorn, 

He bathes him in the fountain of the nymph. 
2L 



ODE LXUI.* 

To Love, the soft and blooming child 
I touch the harp in descam wild ; 
To Love, the babe of Cyprian bowers, 
TIm boy, who breathes and bluahes flowers ! 
To Love, for heaven and earth adore him. 
And gods and mortals bow before him ! 



ODE LXIV.« 

Ha8TK thee, nymph, whose w 
Woimds the fleeting moimtain-deer! 
Dian, Jove*s inunortal child, 
Himtress of the savage wild ! 
Goddess with the sun-bright hair ! 
liaten to a people'a prayer. 
Turn, to Lethe's river turn. 
There thy vanquiah'd people moam ! 
Come to Lethe'a wavy ahore. 
There thy people'a peace restore. 
Thine their heaita, their altars thine ; 
Dian ! must they — must they pine 7 



ODE LXV.» 

Like some wanton filly sporting. 

Maid of Thrace ! thou fly 'at my couitingt 

Wanton filly ! tell me why 

Thou trip'at away, with acomful eye. 

And seem'st to think my doting heart 

Is novice in the bridling art 7 

Believe me, girl, it ia not ao ; 

Thou'lt find this skilful hand can throw 

The reina upon that tender form. 

However wild, however warm ! 

1 ** This (Vagment is preserved in Clemens Alexaodrinos, 
Strom, lib. vi. and in Arsenius, Collect. Grcc.** — Banua. 

It appears to have been the opening of a hymn in praise 
of Love. 

9 This hymn to Diana is extant in Hephastioo. There is 
an anecdote of our poet, which has led to some donbt whe- 
ther he ever wrote any odes of this kind. It is related by 
the Scholiast upon Pindar (Isthmiooic. od. ii. v. 1. as cited 
b^ Barnes.) Anacreoo being asked, whv he addressed all 
hw hymns to women, and none to the deities 1 answered, 
"Because women are my deities.*' 

I have assomed the same liberty in reporting this anecdote 
which I have done in trandating some of the odes ; and it 
were to be wished that these little infidelities were always 
considered pardonable in the interpretation of the aodeols ; 
thus, when natoro is forgotten in tlM original, in the trane- 
lation, ** tamen usque recurrot** 

T^ira, to Letk«*» river turn, 

T%tre fjky vasfvwA'itf P^pi* mourml] Lethe, a river 
of looiaj according to Sirabo, falling into the Meander: 
near to it was situated the town Magnesia, in favour of 
whose inhabitants onr poet is supposed to have addressed 
this supplication to Diana. It was written (as Madame 
Dader eoqjeotures) on the occasion of some battle, in which 
the Magneeians had been defeated. 

S This ode, which is addressed to some Thracian girl, 
exists in Heraclides, ood has been imitated rerv frequently 
by Horace, as all the annotators have rrmarked. Madame 
Dacier rejects the allegory, which runs no obviously through- 
out it, and suppoMs it to have been addrewed to a young 
mare belonging to Polycratei : there is more modesty than 
ingenuity in the lady's conjecture. 

Pierins, in the fourth bouk of his Hieroglyphics, cites this 
oda, and informs us, that the horse was tlie hiwoglyphica' 
enblem of pride, a 
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Thoa*k own that I can tame thy force. 
And turn and wind thee in tHe coune. 
Though wasting now thy careless hoars. 
Thou spoit*st amid the herbs and flowers, 
Thou soon shalt feel the rein*s control, 
And tremble at the wish'd-for goal ! 



ODE LXVL» 

To thee, the Queen of nymphs divine. 
Fairest of all that fairest shine ; 
To thee, thou blushing young Desire, 
Who rulest the world with darts of fire ! 
And oh ! thou nuptial Power, to thee 
Who bear*st of life the guardian key ; 
Breathing my soul in fragrant praise, 
And weaving wild my votive lays. 
For thee, O Queen ! I wake the lyre. 
For thee, thou blushing young Desire ! 
And oh ! for thee, thou nuptial Power, 
Come, and illume this genial hour. 
Look on thy bride, luxuriant boy ! 
And while thy lambent glance of joy 
Flays over all her blushing charms. 
Delay not, snatch her to thine arms. 
Before the lovely, trembling prey, 
like a young birdling, wing away ! 
Oh ! S^atoclee, impassioned youth ! 
Dear to the Queen of amorous truth, 
And dear to her, whose yielding zone 
Will soon resign her all thine own ; 
Turn to Myrilla, turn thine eye, 
Breathe to Myiilla, breathe thy sigh ! 
To those bewitching beauties turn ; 
For thee they mantle, flush, and bum ! 
Not more the rose, the queen of flowers, 
Outblushes all the glow of bowers, 
Hian she unrivall'd bloom discloses, 
TTie sweetest rose, where all are roses ! 
Oh ! may the sun, benignant, shed 
His blandest influence o'er thy bed ; 
And foster there an infant tree. 
To blush like her, and bloom like thee ! 

1 This ode ii introduCAd in the Romance of Theodorai 
Prodromns, and ia that kind of epithalamium which wai 
song like a •cboliom at the nuptial banquet. 

AoMOf the many worka of Uie impassioned Sappho, of 
which time and ignorant topenrtiiion have deprivea us, tho 
kiaeof her epithalamiums is not one of the least that we de- 
plore. A subject so interesting to an amorous fancy was 
warmly felt, and must have been warmly described, by such 
a BOttI and such an imagination. The following linea are 
cited as a relioof one of her epithalamiums: 

OxCti ymftQft, r«i ftiv Sn ymftot w( «pso. 

See Scalif er, in his Poetics, on the Epithalamium. 

AwifoBUr tJuM a% infant tret^ 

TV Mm* Wu her, and bloom like then I] Original K»a>a. 
^irr«f If vi^xai criw ivt Kifsrs*. Passeratius, upon the 
words "cam caatom amiait florem," in the nuptial song of 
Catallns, after explainiof "flos," in somewhat a similar 
sense to that which Gaulminus attributes to folev, says, 
** Hortam quoque vocant in quo floa ille carpitur, et Griecis 
8i|9rav im re i^^Caiev ^vv«<xwv. 

May^ I remark, that the author of the Greek version of this 
charming ode of Catullus has neglected a most atrikins and 
anacreontic beauty in thoae verses, " Ut flos in septis,*^ etc. 
which IS the repetition of the line, "Multi ilium pueri, 
nnlta opUvere puflbe,** with the slight alteration or nnlli 



ODE JXYIL* 

Gentle youth ! whose looks assume 
Such a soft and girlish bloom. 
Why repulsive, why refuse 
The friendship which my heart pursues T 
Thou little know*st the fond control 
With which thy virtue reins my soul ! 
Then smile not on my locks of gray. 
Believe me oft with converse gay ; 
Fve chain'd the years of tender age. 
And boys have loved the prattling sage ! 
For mine is many a soothing pleasure. 
And mine is many a soothing measure ; 
And much I hate the beamless mind. 
Whose earthly vision, unrefined. 
Nature has never formed to see 
The beauties of simplicity ! 
Simplicity, the flower of heaven. 
To souls elect, by Nature given ! 



ODE LXVIIL« 
Rich in Uiss, I proudly scorn 
The stream of Amalthea*s horn ! 
Nor should I ask to caU the throne 
Of the Tartessian prince my own ; 
To totter through his train of years, 
The victim of declining fears. 
One little hour of joy to me 
Is worth a dull eternity ! 



ODE LXIX.» 

Now Neptune's sullen mouth appears. 
The angry night-cloud swells widi tears ; 
And savage storms, infuriate driven. 
Fly howling in the face of heaven ! 
Now, now, my friends, the gatheriiq^ glooni 
With roseate rays of wine illtmie . 



and nullsB. Catullus. himself, however, has been sqiiailj 
injudicious in his version of tiie famoue ode of Sappbo; he 
has trsnalated ytKutvmf «^(p9ii>, but takM no notice of ■!• 
^uvovTrng. Horace has caught the apiritof it more iaill^ 

fully : 

Dulce ridentem Lalagen amabo, 
Dulce loquentem. 

1 I have formed this poem of three or four dilTevBOt fiag- 
ments, which is a liberty that perhaps may be jusUfisd by 
the example of Barnes, who baa thus compiled the i Ay- 
seventh of his edition, and the little ode begimiiog f a^* *'»^, 
^10* eivov, m v«t, which he haa aubioined to the 



maa's »• 



The frngmenta combined in this ode, are the sixtjr-eeventk, 
oinety-sixlh, ninctv-seventh, and hundredth of*^ B«r«es*s 
edition, to which I refer the resder for the nsmta of the 
authors by whom they sre preserved. 

•And hope have loved the frottUf 's#e/1 
Chaulieu hns given a very amiable idea of an old 
tercourte with youth: 

Que cheichd par les Jennes ceos, 
Pour leurs erreurs plein d*indaigeiM 
Jo tol^re leur imprudence 

En faveur de leurs agr^oiaps. 

8 This fragment ia preserved in the third boc»k of Stnib*. 

Of the TarUoeian prince my own.] He ber« allod** is 
Arganthooius, who lived, according to Luoian, a bundmd 
and fifty years; and reigned, according to Haradotaa, 
eighty. See Bameo. 

3 This is composed of two flvgments: the seveoUeth an4 
ffifhty-first in Barnes. The? are both roond in Rustathtna 
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And while our wreaths of parsley spread 
Their &deleM foliage round our h«ui. 
We *11 hymn the almighty power of wine, 
And shed libationa on his shrine ! 



ODE JLXX'. 
Thvt wove the lotus band, to deck 
And fan with pensile wreath their neck ; 
And erery guest, to shade his head, 
Three little bfeaUiing chaplets spread ; 
And one was of Egyptian leaf, 
TTie rest were roses, fair and brief! 
While from a golden vase profound, 
To all on flowery beds around, 
A goblet-nymph, of beayenly dupe, 
Fma^d the rich weepings of the grape ! 



ODE LXXI.» 
A imonN cake, with honey sweet. 
Is all my spare and simple treat ; 
And while a generous bowl I crown, 
To float my Itetle banquet down, 
I take the soft, the amorous lyre. 
And sing of love*s delicious fire ! 
In mirthful measures, warm and free, 
I sing, dear maid, and sing for thee ! 



ODE Lxxn.> 

With twenty chords my lyre is hung. 

And while I wake than all for thee. 
Thou, O Tiffgin ! wild and young, 

Disport'st in airy levity. 
TTie nursling fiiwn, that in some shade 

Its antler'd mother leaves behind. 
Is not more wantonly afiaid. 

More timid of the rustling wind ! 

Thrve frsfmenta form thb little ode, all of which are 
in AUmmmw. Thay are the eighty^econd, seren- 
ly^Uth, and sighty-third, in Barnes. 

jtud attrf gn*$t^ U »hai» kit kead^ 

Three UUU Vrfiking chapUts spread.] Lone epierre, to 
fWe an id«a of the Inzurioiifl eelimmtion in which garlmnda 
were held by the aneienta, relates an anecdote of a courte- 
san, who, in ordor to gratify three lovers, withoot learing 
eaune for Jealouay with any of them, gave a kin to one, let 
the other drink after her, and put a garland on the hrow of 
the third : so that each was satisfied with his favour, and 
flattered hiasxelf with the prefertmce. 

This cirettmstance is extremely like the subject of one of 
the teneons of Savari de MauMoo, a troubadour. See I'Hit- 
towe LatlAratre des Troubadours. The recital is a carious 
pieture of the puerile gallantries of chivalry. 

9 This puem is compiled by Barnes, fVum Atheovna, 
Hephaetion, and Araeoius. See Barnes, 80th. 

S This I have formed from the eighty-fourth and eightv- 
fifth of Barnes*s edition. The two fragments are found ta 
Atheo 



The nmrelingf mmmy thai tm eeme ehade 

its m»tl*T*4 fuether Uuvee behind, etc.] In the original : 

•• Horned" here, undoobtcdly, seems a strange epithet: 
Madame Dncier, however, obwrves, that Sophocles, Calii- 
maehua, etc have all applied it in the very same manner, 
and she s ee ms to agree m the conjecture of the scholiast 
upoQ Pindar, that perhaps hmns are not always peculiar to 
the males. I think we may with more ease conclude it to 
be a license of the poet, " jussit habi-re pueilam eomua.** 



ODE LXXUL* 

Fame thee well, perfidious maid ! 
My soul, too long on earth delay*d, 
Delay'd, perfidious girl ! by thee^ 
Is now on wing for liberty. 
I fly to seek a kindlier sphere. 
Since thou hast ceased to love me here ! 



ODE LXXIV.» 

I bloom'jd, awhile, a happy flower. 
Till Love approach'd, one fatal hour, 
And made my tender branches feel 
The woimds of his avenging steel. 
Then, then I feel like some poor willow 
That tosses on the wintry billow ! 



ODE LXXV.» 

MoNAKCH Low ! resistless boy, 
With whom the rosy Queen of Joy, 
And nymphs, that glance ethereal Une, 
Disporting tread the mountain-dew ; 
Propitious, oh ! receive my sighs. 
Which, burning with entreaty, rise ; 
That thou wilt whisper, to the breast 
Of her I love, thy soft behest ; 
And counsel her to learn from thee 
The lesson thou hast taught to me. 
Ah! if my heart no flattery tell. 
Thou 'k own I Nre leam'd that lesson well ! 



ODE LXXVI.* 
SriKiT of Love ! whose tresses shine 
Along the breeze, in golden twine, 

1 Thia fragment is preserved by the scholiasl upon Aristo- 
phanea, and is the eighty-seventh in Barnes. 

9 This is to he found in Uephaston, and in the eighty-ninth 
of Barnes's edition. 

I must here apologise for omiliing a very considerable 
fragment imputed to our poet, Smtin *^ EvjvnvKn ^tMi, etc 
which is preiMBTved in the twelfUi book of Athenieus, and is 
the ninety-irat in Bamea. If it was really Aoaoreon who 
wrote it, oil fuit unquam sic impar sibi. It is in a style of 
gross satire, and is full of expreaaioos which never could be 
gracefully tranalated. 

3 This fragment is preserved by Dion. — Chrysostom, Drat 
ii. de Regno. See Barnrt, 03. 

4 This fragment, which ii extant in Alheneus (Barnes, 
101,) is fupiKMWid, on the authority of Chameleon, to have 
been addreesed to Sappho. We have also a stansa attri- 
buted to her, which sume romuncera have supposed to he 
her answer to Anscroon. " Mais par malheur (as Bayle says) 
Sappho vint an monde environ cent ou six vingta ana avant 
Anacr^on.** Nou%'ellea de la R^n. dos lett. torn. Ii. de No- 
vembre, 1684. The following is ner fragment, the compli- 
ment of which ia very 6n«ly imagined; she anppoees tbat 
the Muse has dictated the verses of Anaereon : 

Kiivav, « Xf«r«&p«vi Mow*, ivirvff 

Oh Muse ! who sitt*8t on golden throne. 
Pull many a hymn of dulcet lone 

The Teian sa^ is taught by thee ; 
But, goddess, from thy throne of gold, 
The sweetest hymn thou 'st ever told. 

He lately leam'd and sang for «qa. 
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Come, within a fragrant cloud, 
Blnahing with light, th j votary ahroad ; 
And, on thoee wings that apailLling play. 
Waft, oh ! waft me hence away ! 
Love ! my aool is full of thee, 
Alire to all thy lozory. 
Bat ahe, the nymph for whom I glow. 
The pretty Lesbian, mocka my woe ; 
Smiles at the hoar and silver'd hues 
Which ThaiB upon my forehead strews. 
Alas ! I fear she keeps her charms 
In store for yoonger, happier arms ! 



ODE Lxxvn.» 

HiTHEE, gentle Muse of mine. 
Come and teach thy votary old 

Many a golden hymn divine. 
For iha nymph with vest of gold. 

Pretty nymph, of tender age. 
Fair thy silky locks unfold ; 

listen to a hoary sage. 
Sweetest maid with vest of gold ! 



ODE LXXVin.* 

Would that I were a tuneful lyre, 

Of bomish'd ivory fair, 
Which in the Dionysian choir 

Some blooming boy should bear ! 

Would that I were a golden Tase, 
And then some nymph should hold 

My spotless fiame with blushing grace. 
Herself as pure as gold ! 



ODE LXXIX.' 

When Cupid sees my beard of snow. 
Which blanching time has taught to flow, 
Upon his wing of golden light 
He passes with an eaglet's flight. 
And, flitting on, he seems to say, 
" Fare thee well, thou *st had tby day !" 
^ CuriJD, whose lamp has lent the ray 
Which lightens our meandering way- 
Cupid, within my bosom stealing, 
Excites a strange and mingled feeling. 
Which pleases, though severely teasing. 
And teases, though divinely pleasing ! 



1 This is Ibnnad of the lS4th and 119tb fragments in 
Bareea, both of which are to be found in Scaliger'e Poetica. 

De Pavw thioka that thoae deucbed lines and ooupleta, 
which Sealiger has addaoad ai example* in hu Poetica, are 
by DO moana aatheatic, but of hii own fabrieatioD. 

9 Tliia ia feBerally Inaerted amonf the remaina of Alc»aa. 
Some, bowevar, have attributed it to Anacreon. Bee our 
poet** tweoty-aecood ode, and the note*. 

S See Bamea, 173d. Thi* fraf munt, lo which I have 
taken tbe Uborty of adding a turn not to be found in the 
orifuial, la cited bj Loeian in hia little eaaay on tbe Gallic 
Bcreukia 

4 Bamea 19Scb. This, if I remember right, ia In Sealiger** 
Poeticsk Gail has omitted it in his collection of fragmonts. 



* Let me resign a wretched braath» 
Since now remaina to me 

No other balm than kindly death, 
To sooth my misery ! 



* I KNOW thou lovest a brimming meaann^ 
And art a kindly cordial host ; 

But let me fill and drink at pleasure, 
Thua I enjoy the goblet most. 



* I FEAE that love diatuiba my rest. 
Yet feel not love's impaaaion'd care ; 

I think there 's madness in my breast, 
Yet cannot find that madness there ! 



* Feom dread Leocadia*s frowning sleep 
I '11 plunge into the whitening deep, 
And there I *11 float, to waves reaign'd. 
For love intoxicates my mind ! 



* Mix me, child, a cup divine, 
Crystal water, ruby wine ; 
Weave the frontlet, richly flushing, 
O'er my wintry templea bluahing. 
Mix the brimmer^ove and I 
Shall no more the gauntlet try. 
Here — upon this holy bowl, 
I surrender all my aoul ! 

Among the Epigrams of the Anthologia, there an 
some panegyrics on Anacreon, which I had tnn»> 
lated, and originally intended as a kind c^ Coronas to 
the worit ; bat I found, upon consideration, that they 
wanted vanety : a frequent recurrence of dw same 
thou^t, within the limita of an epitaph, to whach 
they are confined, would render a ooUeodon of them 
rather oninteresting. I shall take tbe liberty, how- 
ever, of sutgoining a few, that I may not appear to 
have totally n^lected those elegant tributes to te 
reputation of Anacreon. The four Epigrams which 



1 This fraament ia extant in Arsaoiaa and Haphmsttoa. 
See Barooa, (69th,j who has arranged the metre of it v«vy 
elegantly. 

9 Barnes, 7Sd. This fragaieot. which ia quoted by Atba 
nsBUs, ia an excellent lesaon for the votariea of Jupitar Ho^ 
pitalis. 

3 This fragment ia in Hephaatioo. See Baraas, tSlh. 
Catullus expreaaea sooMthing of this eootraiiecy oTtm^a^: 

Odi et amo ; quare id faeiam fortasae reqairis ; 

Neaeio : aed fieri aentio, ot aaemeior. Caian. SSL 
I love thee and hate ihee, but if I ean t^ 

The cause of my love and mj hate, may I die ! 
I can feel it, alas ! I can fi»el it too well. 

That 1 love thee and hata thee, bat eaaoot teH why. 

4 This also is in Hophnton, and pn-hapa ia a fragmcal 
of some poem, in which Anacreon had oomm«fDorata£ 
the fate of Siippho. It is in the ISBd of Baroea. 

5 This fritgmrnt ia collected by Barnes from Dvmotriua 
Phatareus, and Eustalhias, and is subjoined in hie editioo 
to the epicraraa attributed to our poet. And here ie the last 
of those little scattered flowers which I thought I miabt 
venture with nny grace to tranaplant. I wish it could lie 
said of the garland which they form, Ts l*w^ Arm* fatwrf 
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I gife ire imiNited to Antipater Sidooim. Thuy are 
mdered, perhaps, with too much freedom ; but, de- 
aSgaing a tnuulatioo of all that are on the subject, I 
imagiiied k was neceaaary to eoliven their uniformity 
hf WMiietmies indulging in the liberties of paraphrase* 



AvnvcTjpsv £i3«*mav, si; A.9tcpMrrm. 

6A AAOI nrpanpvitpoff Avafpuw^ c^^i 9t Ktveog 
ifipa rt Xti^ttvwf wopfvpmtv wtraXa* 

mm6tt ^ ton yns 9^0 ;i^Mir9 ^c0v, 
4^fm Kt Toi rwoiiti n km o^ta rtpxptv spvrai, 

« it ris fBifitvit jQ^i/nwrtrai n^poavva, 
• TO ftXov r^faft ^tyh fi^pPtroVf m «vv aotiu 

wmrra itavXtams teat wv tptari fitov. 

« 

' Akound the tomb, oh bard divine ! 

Where soft thy hallow*d brow reposes, 
Long may the deathleaa ivy twine, 

And Summer poor her waste of roses ! 

And many a fount shall there distil. 
And many a rill refresh the flowers ; 

But win* shall guah in every rill. 
And every fount be milky showers. 

Thus, shade of him whom Nature taught 
To tune his lyre and soul to pleasure, 

Who gave to love his warmest thought. 
Who gave to love his fondest measure ! 

Thus, after death, if spirits /eel, 

Thoa may*st, from odours round thee streaming, 
A poke of past ei^oyment steal. 

And live again in blissful dreaming ! 



Tov ovrov, Mf rw wrrw* 
TTMBOZ k.vaicpu9mtn h Tifiof twBaU nKvt 

AKfOfV Xcipiecvri ^cAi^crot mp^t BaBvXXip 
'Ifupa' KM Kivvov XtvKot oiutit \tBoi» 



1 AaUpalsr Bid— ids, the aatbor of this epigram, Uvsd, 
afwHiM to Voasius, ds Poeti* Gracit, in the Mcood year 
•f ths MMh Olympiad. He appeare, from what Cicero and 
q»t«ii4«n iiave said of him, to have beea a kind of impro- 
visaloie. Sea lostituL Oral. Hb. x. cap. 7. There is 00- 
lUag BMwe known respeetinc this poet, except some parti- 
eolara about his illoesi and death, which are mentioMd as 
eorioos by PHny snd oCben ; and there remam of his works 
bat a few epigrams in the Antbok>gia, among which are 
I have eeleeted, upon Aoacreon. Tboee lemalna 
been sosBelimee imputed to another poet (s) of the 
name, of whom Vossias gives im the folk>wing ae- 
eaont: **ABtipal«r Theenkmiceosis vizit tempore A ugosti 
Cmsaria, at qui saltantem viderit Fyladem. eicut constat ex 
qoodam ^jos efligramaaate Av-^exayidff lib. 4. tit. •<( O^- 
Xn9rpti»i, At eom ae Bathyllum primoe foime pantomi- 
BMS. as sab Aogosto daraiise, satis notam ex Diooe,** etc 

The reader, who thinks it worth obeerving, may find a 
sliaaM oversMit in Hoffiasn*t quotation of this article from 
VasBlas. Lexie. Univers. By the omtmion of a seoleooe he 
has SMMM VosiiaB sssert that the poet Antipatcr was ons 
•f the first pantomime dancers in Biome. 

Baross, opoa the epigram before ui, meotHms a version 
af it by Broomos, which is not to be found in that commenta- 
tor ; bat he more than once confounds Brod«as with ano- 
Chsr saaotator on the Antholoffia, Vincentias Obsopmns, 
who hss givsn a transUtioa of the epigram. 



Ov^* AF^f 90i tpvrat awtafiivtw* tv i* Aj^tpomt 
QVf bXof uiivut Kv1rp^il Oipporspp, 

Here sleeps Anacreon, in this ivied shade; 
Here, mute iu death, the Teian swan is laid. 
Cold, cold the heart, which lived but to res]ttre 
All the voluptuous frenzy of desire ! 
And yet, oh bard ! thou art not mute in death, 
Still, still we catch thy lyre*s delicious breath ; 
And still thy songs of soft Bathylla bloom, 
Green as the ivy round the mouldering tomb ! 
Nor yet has death obscured thy fire of love, 
Still, still it lights thee through the Elysian grove : 
And dreams are thine that bless the elect alone, 
And Venua calls thee, even in death, her own ! 



Tov ovroe, ttf tov ovtov, 

HEINE, ra^ov wapa \itov A-vcucptioms a/^ufittv 

Er Ti Toi tK Pi0Xuv ^XBtv ipttv e^cAof, 
Svciffov tpn vnoitjif vnuvop yovef, *^p«i xor sivy 

Os'ta yijdiiwt rapa vort^e/isyo, 
'Af h AieKvsoo ptptXiiptvot ottaat Kttpot 

*SLs h ^tXaKp^Tov wrrpo^os ippovititf 
JAijit KaTu^Btptvof Ba4c;^«v itx*^ tovtov hwottnt 

Toy ycvc}7 pepoirw x**P^^ ofttXoptvov, 

'Oh stranger ! if Anacreon'a abell 
Haa ever taught thy heart to swell 



(^ 



Thassaloaicensi txiboenda videntor. 
Brunek. Lectiooes et Emeodat 



the Titian *wan is laid.] Tbos Horace of Plodari 

Malta Dirc«um levat aura cycnom. 

A iwan was the bieroglyphical emblem of a poet. Ana- 
creon has been called the swan of Teos by anolhei of bis 
eulogists. 

Kr TOif fttKtxpotf IftifOtTi rvvxfCftw 
AvMtof Av«xpiovT«| Ti|(ev iivi|v«vy 

■w^iMvf, Ar4«X«^» 

God of the grajte! thoa hast betray*d, 
In wine'i bewildering dresm. 
The fairest swan that ever play*d 
Along the Mus«>*s stream ! 
The Teian, naraed with all those honied boys. 
The young Deeires, light Loves, and rose-Upp'o Joys ! 

StiU, $tiU w« eatek tkf lyre's deHciona hroatk,] Thae 
Simonides, ipeaking of our poet : 

MaXinif V •* Knin /t»ktr$pv$9(f »KK* art »$tw» 

XtftmvtitVf ArfoXojr. 

Nor yet are all his numben mute. 

Though dark within the tomb be Has ; 
Bat Kvins still, his amorous Into 

With neepleiis animation aightf! 

This Is the famoua Simonides, whom Plate stylsd ''di- 
vins,** though Le Fevre, in his PoAtss Grecs, supposes thai 
the epigrams under his name are all fabely impaled. The 
most considerable of hb remain* is a saurical poem upon 
women, preserved by Stobeus, ^evo« y«va<»Mv. 

We may judge from the lines I have just oooted, sad the 
import of the epigram befbre as, that the works of Aoacreoe 
were perfect in the times of Simonides and Antipatar. Ob- 
■opous, the commentator, here appears to exalt la tbeir da- 
•truetion. and telling ns they were buroed by the bishops 
and patrmrchs, be adds. " nee sans id necqaie«|aam feca- 
runt,^' suributing to this outrsga an sffsct which it eoald 
never produce. 

1 The spirit of Anacreon otteri these varsss fh» the 
tomb, tomewhat ** mutatus ab i*W>,** at least in sia^Ueity of 
expremion. 

If Anaerfn^t shell 

Has svsr taught thy hsart to swsU^ ste.] Ws nay goaas 
from ths words f» /6<6x«v •/•«», that Anacreon was ooC 
merely a writer of billets-doaz, as some Freech eritios have 
eaJlad him. Amongst thsss, M. La Fsvta^ wi&hL^S&L\^'\pAr 
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With paadon*a throb or pleosore^a sigh, 
In pity turn, as wandering nigh. 
And drop thy goblet'a richest tear. 
In eiquisite libation here ! 
So shall my sleeping ashes thrill 
With viaions of enjoyment still. 
I cannot even in death resign 
The festal joys that once were mine. 
When Harmony pursued my ways. 
And Baechua wanton'd to my lays. 
Oh ! if delight could chaim no more, 
If all the goblet's bliss were o'er. 
When Fate had once our doom decreed, 
Then dying would be death indeed ! 
Nor could I think, unblest by wine. 
Divinity itself divine ! 



Tov avToVf iif rov avrov, 

iliu S* ^ yXvKSft^ wKrtXaXos KiBa^ 
tbSu Ktu ^luoitft -0 TloBuv m/), (|^ 9V ittXivittv 

fiapPtT\ avtKpovm vurap fvapftLOViov, 
9?0cM yap E/>ur0( sfvt vKonof a it as /towQV 

To^u rs KM VKoktas ttjftv ixfifioXiasJ^ 

At length thy golden hoars have wing*d their flight, 
And drowsy death that eyelid steepeth; 



admiration, hai giTen oar poet a eharaetsr by no 
of as elevated eaat: 

AuHi e'eet poor cela que la post6rit6 
L*a toojoan jattement d'Axe en ftce chants 
ComnM on franc goguenara, ami ae goinfreria, 
Ami da biUeta-doax et de badinerie. 

8ae tha venea prefixed to his Podtea Graei. This is nn- 
lika the langaajpe of Theooritua, to whom Anacrooa ia in- 
dabtad fer toe following simple eulogium: 

Etf Aranpierraf uvifimwrm, 

Oa^di rer mviftmvrm ravrev, m fivf, 

AvMxpievTo; iikov* itlav iw Ti«. 

Upon the Statue of Anaereon. 

Stranger ! who noar this statae chance to roan. 
Let it awhile joar atudiooa eyea engage : 

And yoa may say, retnrnina to roar home, 
'* I've seen the image of Die Teian sam, 
Beat of the bards who deck the Muae^s page.*' 

Then, if you add, " That alriolinn loved him waD,V 

You toll them all be was, and aptly toll. 

The aimpiieity of thia Inacription baa always delighted 
me ; I have civen it, I believe, as literally as a verae trana- 
ktion win allow. 

Aiti dr0p tkf goblet*a richest Uar^ etc.] Thoa Simo- 
nidea, in another of his epitaphs on onr poet: 

K«t futv Mil riyyoi veri^ii J^^ore(,i|( o yifmff 
Amfxifv /tuKmtimv ijtmiv is VYe/tarMv. 

Let vines, in cloatering beaaty wreathed, 
Drop all their treasorss on his bead, 

Wboae lips a dew of sweetness breathed, 
RIeher than rine hath aver abed ! 

J§ni BMcktu watUon'd U mw loya, etc.] The original 
here is eorropted ; the line *»( • di«yv«-ev, is unintelKgiUe. 

Branek's emendation improvea the sense, hot I doubt if it 
ean be eommended for elegance. He reads the line thus : 

«( • A'wwreio KiK*rfi$vo( Ow:reTi um/tmv. 

See Brunck, Analecta Voter. Poet Orse. vol. ii. 

Tfty A«rp, UUt wkifptr*d tkfugk eccA Ungering nifkt, 
tie.) In aaother of these poeaia, "tha nightly-speaking 



Thy harp, that whisper'd through each lingering night 
Now mutely in oblivion sleepeth! 

She, too, for whom that heart profusely shed 

The purest nectar of its numbers. 
She, the young spring of thy desires, has fled, 

And with her blest Anacreon slimtbers! 
Farewell ! thou hadat a pulse for every dait 

That Love could scatter from his quiver ; 
And every woman found in thee a heart, 

Which thou, with all thy soul, didst give her ! 



Ivre" of the bard is not aUowed to be ailaot avaa aAar his 
death. 



Stftmvtdovf itg Avas^iovra. 

To^beaoty's smile and wine*s^elight, 

oioy 
Still shall his spirit, all the nil 



To jojjrs he loved on earth so well, 

liffht. 
Attune the wild tJtriti aheU! 



Ske^ Vu youn^ 'f^^f. °f ^X ^**^''^t «<«•] The origlaal, 
TO n»5«v la^, w beaoiiful. We regret that aaeh praiaa 
ahoold be lavished so prepostorouslv, and feel that the poet'a 
miatreaa, Eurypyle, would have dcaarved it better. Ber 
name has been told us by Meleager, as already quoted, and 
in another epigram by Antipator. 

vyf ii tif»9tU99t9-tw ir •f»ft»Ttw e»Jc«v aii^sify 

a«$vrcr«v Knr»pis mvitf vir»f6$ %»fttif^ 
i|i jrpa; MMfvmiKnv rtrfnftftivtf ..... 

Long may tlie nymph around thee play, 

Eurypyle, thy aoul's desire ! 
Basking ner beautiea in the rav 

That lights thine eyes* dissolving flra! 

Sine of her nnile's bewitching power, 
Her every grace that warma and bT 

Sine of her brow^ luxuriant flower, 
'The beaming glory of her treaaea. 

Tha expreerion here, mv^»s xo/«ii(, " theflowar of the hair,** 
is borrowed from Anacreon himself, as appears by a ftagmaal 
of the poet preearved in Stobcua: Aa-isa«^«c S* ••■■xaf 

71k§ furett n$eimr •/ its n%mher§, etc.] Thoa, sajs 
Brunck, in the prologue to the Satirea of Paraina : 

Cantare aedas Pegaaeinm nectar. 

** Maloa" ia the uaual reading in thui line, and Caaaaben 
has defended it; but "nectar," I think, is much OMie 
spirited. 

FkrewMI tkou kudtt a pairs /er every dmrtj etcj »t*f 
rssa-of. " seopus eras natnra," not " apecolator," aaBaritoa 
varv falael^ interpreta it. 

Vineentina Obsoposus, upon thia paaaage, eootrivaa to 
indulge na with a little astrological wisdom, aind talks ia a 
style of learned scandal about Venus, " male poaita eoaa 
Marte in domo Satomi.** 

And soery weauia found in tke§ a heart, etc,} Thia 
coo^t ia not otherwise warranted by the original^ than as 
it dUates the thought which Anupator has figuratively «x- 
pieased. 

Tav it yv»aK»t»9 fitKtmv wKt^nvrm jrer* wfaf, 
Wv9 AvaK^itavra, (ft) Ti»( i«c ExXa^* mwiiy$9f 
Xv/nro9'tm9 ifi^tTftmy ^uva«ii«v i|jri^airivM». 

Critias, of Athens, pajrs a tribute to the lagitiatiato ga^ 
lantry of Anacreon, caUing hin», with elegant 
y^vatHMV i|9ripairiv/Ba. 

Teoe gave to Greece her treasure. 

Sage Anacreon, sage in loving ; 
Fondly weaving lays of pleasure 

For the maids who bluah'd approving ! 
Oh ! in nightly banquets sporting. 

Where *s the guest coula ever fly him 1 
Oh ! with lovers seduction courting. 

Where *s the nymph could e'er deny him T 

(a) Bruoek has xpavw ; but »^ava4, the 
better suits a deUched quotation, 
(ft) Thus Scaligor, in hit dedicatory vei 
Blandos, suaviloquns, duleia Anacr 



raaatoBonsard^ 
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Lumai puDKT. — Hor, 



tmi 



* irr' evsipwv vtirifmv ^•vrav^ara, oier Xiipof. 



Metroc. «^. Ditg. L.a*ri, lib. vi. cap. A. 



PREFACE 
BY THE EDITOR. 



The Poems which I take the liberty of publishing 
weie nerer intended by the Aathor to paaa beyond 
Jw drele of his friends. He thought, with some 
nstioe, that what are called Occasional Poems must 
be always insipid and uninteresting to the greater 
pert of their readers. The particular situations in 
which they were written ; the character of the author 
and of his fittfl^i**** ; aU these peculiarities must be 
known and felt before we can enter into the spirit of 
■nch compositions. This consideration would have 
always, I beliere, prerentod Mr. Little (rom sub- 
mitting these trifles of the moment to tlie eye of dis- 
passionate criticism ; and, if their posthumous intro- 
doction to the world be injustice to his memory, or 
intrusion on the public, the error must be imputed to 
the iiyudidoQs partiality of friendship. 

Mr. Little died in his one-and-twentieth year ; 
and most of these Poems were written at so early a 
period, that their errors may claim some indulgence 
from the critic ; their author, as unambitious as indo- 
lent, scarce ever looked beyond the moment of com- 
position ; he wrote as be pleased, careless whether 
he pleased as he wrote. It may likewise be remem- 
berad, that they were all the productions of an age 
when the passions very often give a colouring too 
warm to the imagination ; and this may palliate, if it 
cannot eicuse, that air of levity which pervades so 
many of them. The ** aurea legge, s* ei piace ei lice,'* 
he too much pursued, and too much inculcates. Few 
can regret this more sincerely than myself; and if my 
firiend had lived, the judgment of riper years would 
have chastened his mind, and tempered the luxuriance 
of his&noy. 

Mr. Little gave much of his time to the study of 
the amatory writers. If ever he expected to find in 
the ancients that delicacy of sentiment and variety of 
ftncy which are so necessary to refine and animate 
the poetry of love, he was much disappointed. I 
know not any one of them who can be regarded as 
a model in that style ; Ovid made love like a rake, 
and Propeitius like a schoolmaster. The mytholo- 
gical aDusions of the latter are called erudition by his 
commentators ; but such ostentatious display, upon a 
■olgeet so simple as love, would be now esteemed 
vague and puerile, and was, even in his own times, 
pedantic. It is astonishing that so many critics have 



preferred him to the pathetic 'HbuHus ; hot I believe 
the defects which a common reader oondemns have 
been looked upon rather as beauties by those erudite 
men, the commentators, who find a field for their 
ingenuity and research in his Grecian learning and 
quaint obscurities. 

TibuUus abounds with touches of fine and natural 
feeling. The idea of his unexpected return to Delia, 
*' Tunc veniam subito,'*' etc. is imagined with all the 
delicate ardour of a lover; and the sentiment of 
** nee te posse carere velim,** however colloquial the 
expression may have been, is natural and from the 
heart. But, in my opinion, the poet of Verona pos- 
sessed more genuine feeling than any of them. His 
life was, I believe, unfortunate ; his associates were 
wild and abandoned ; and the warmth of his nature 
took too much advantage of the latitude which the 
morals of those times so criminally allowed to the 
passions. All this depraved his imi^(ination, and 
made it the slave of his senses : but still a native 
sensibility is often very warmly perceptible; and 
when he touches on pathos, he reaches the heart im- 
mediately. They who have felt the sweets of return 
to a home, from which they have long been absent, 
will confess the beauty of those simple unaffected 
lines: 

O quid Mlatis e»t beatiui curb 1 
Cum meiM onus roponit, ae peregriao 
Lahore fem veoimos Larem ad nostrum 
Desidsratoqus acquiescimoa locto. 

Cami. uxii. 

His sorrows on the death of his brother are the 
very tears of poesy ; and when he oomplains of the 
ingratitude of mankind, even the inexperienced can- 
not but sympathize with him. I wish I were a poet ; 
I should endeavour to catch, by translation, the spirit 
of those beauties which I admire* so warmly. 

It seems to have been peculiarly the fate of Catul- 
lus, thac the better and more valuable part of his 
poetry has not reached us ; for there is confessedly 
nothing in his extant worits to authorize the epithet 
** doctus,** so universally bestowed upon him by the 
ancients. If time had suffered the rest to escape, we 
perhaps ahould have found among them some more 
purely amatory ; but of those we possess, can there 



1 Lib. i. el^. 3. 

3 In the rollowiog Poemij there is a tramlatioa of one oi 
hi* finest Cannina : hot I (tocy it is only a school-boy's 
sMsy, and deservoe to be prtiaed for little more than (be 
attempt. 
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be a tweeter ipecimen of warm, yet chaatened de- 
■cription, than hia lovea of Acme and Septimioa ? 
and the few little fongs of dalliance to Lesbia are 
distinguished by such an exquisite playfulness, that 
they have always been assumed ss modeb by the 
most elegant modern Latinists. Still, I must confen, 
in the midst of these beauties, 

Medio de fonte leporam 

Surgit amari aliquid, quod in iptis floribui nngaiJ 

It has often been remarked, that the ancients knew 
nothing of gallantry ; and we are told there was too 
much sincerity in their love to allow them to trifle 
with the semblance of passion. But I cannot per- 
ceive that they were any thing more constant than 
the modems: they felt all the same dissipation of the 
heart, though they knew not those seductire graces 
by which gallantry almost teaches it to be amiable. 
Watton, the learxied advocate for the modems, de- 
serts them in considering this point of comparison, 
and pratsos the ancients for th^ ignorance of such 
a refinement ; but he seems to hare collected his 
ttocions of gallantry from the insipid fadeun of the 
French romances, which are very unlike the senti« 
mental levity, the ** grata protervitas," of a Rochester 
or a Sedley. 

From what I have bad an opportunity of observing, 
the early poets of our own language were the models 
which Mr. Little selected for imitation. To attain 
their simplicity (wo rarissima nostro simplicitas) was 
hii fondest ambitioB. He could not have aimed at a 
grsce more difficult of attainment ;* and his life was 
of too short a date to aUow him to perfect such a 
liste ; bat how far he was likely to have succeeded, 
the critic may judge from his productions. 

I have found among his papers a novel, in rather 
an imperlect state, which, as soon as I have arranged 
and eoUeded it, shall be submitted to the public eye. 
Wheie Mr. Little was bom, or what is the gene- 
alogy of his parents, are points in which very few 
readers can be interested. His life wss one of those 
humble streams which have scarcely a name in the 
map of life, and the traveller may pass it by without 
inquiring its source or direction. His character was 
well known to all who were acquainted with him ; for 
be had too much vanity to hide its virtues, and not 
enough of art to conceal its defects. The lighter traits 
of his mind may be traced perhaps in his writmgs ; 
but the few for which be was valued live only i» the 
remembrance of his ftiends. T. M. 



TO J. ATK— NS— N, ESQ. 

MT DEAK HE, 

I FEEL a very since^ pleasure in dedicating to yon 
the Second Edition of our friend Little's Poems. 
I am not unconscious that there are many in the col- 
lection which perhaps it would be pradent to have 
altered or omitted ; and, to say the trath, I more than 



1 Luerstiss. 

S It ii a corioiii lUoitratioo of the laboor which timpUeitj 
requires, that the Ramblera of Johnaoo, elaborate at they 
appear, were written with fluency, and leldoRi reqoired 
levisioo; while the simple laognage of Rooawan, which 
Memt to come flnwinf from the heart, was the alow 
iiroduction of paioful labour, panring on every word, and 
ualanetng rrerj sentence. 



once revised them for that purpose ; hot, I \aanw not 
why, I distrusted either my heart or my jndgmeM; 
add the consequence is, you have them in their ori- 
ginal form : 

Non poasont noatroe multai, Faustina^ Utnna 
Eroendare jocos; una litura poleaL 

I am convinced, however, that thoogfa not qoite a 
eoMmtU rdache, you have charity enough to forghv 
such inoffensive follies: you know the pioos Bean 
was not the less revered for those sportive jwKnSm 
which be published under a fietitioos name; nor 
did the levity of Bembo*s poems prevent him ftom 
making a very good *'^Hinsl. 

Believe me, my dear fiieBd, 
With the truest 
Yonn, 

. , t.m: 

Apra 19, 1808. 



POEMS, ETC. 



TO JUUA. 

iir ALLuaioff TO aoME illiberal omiTiciam 
Why, let the stingless critie eUde 
Widi all diat fhme of vacant pride 
Which mantles o'er the pedant fool, 
Like vapour on a stagnant pool ! 
(% ! if the song, to feeling tnie^ 
Can please the dect, the sacred few. 
Whose souls, by Taste and Natnre fsragic. 
Thrill with the genuine pulse of thoughi 
If some fond feeling maid like thee, 
The warm-eyed child of Sympathy, 
Shall say, while o*er my simple tfaeiM 
She languishes in Fusion's dream, 
** He was, indeed, a tender soul- 
No critic law, no chiU contronl, 
Should ever freese, by timid art. 
The flowings of so fond a heart !" 
Yes ! soul of Natw^l soul of Low ! 
That, hovering like a snow-wing'd dow^ 
Breathed o'er my cradle waiUingB wild. 
And hail'd me I^ssion*s waim es t child ! 
Grant me the tear from Beauty's eye^ 
From Feeling's breast the votive sigh ; 
(Ml ! let my song, my memory, find 
A shrine within the tender miJMl ; 
And I will scorn the critic's chide. 
And I will scorn die fume c^ pride 

Which mantles o'er the pedant fo<^ 

like vapour on a stagnant pool ! 



TO A LADY, 

WITH SOME MANUSCRIPT POEIIBL 

ON LBAVnfO THB COUNTBT, 

Whkn, casting many a look behtnd, 
I leave the friends I cherish here— 

Pterchance some other fHends to find. 
But surely finding none so deai^— 

Haply the little simple page. 
Which votive thua I've traced for thee* 
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May now and then a look engage, 
And steal a moment*! thought for me. 

But, oh ! in pity let not thoae 

Whoae hearts are not of gentle mould, 
Let not the eye, that seldom 6ows 

With feeling tear, my song behold. 

For, trust me, they who ne^er melt 
' With pity, never melt with love ; 
And they will frown at all Fve felt. 
And all' my loving lays reprove. 

But if, perhaps, some gentler mind. 
Which rather loves to praise than blame. 

Should in my page an interest find, 
And lin|er kindly on my name ; 

Tell him,— or, oh ! if gentler still. 
By female Ups my name be blest : 

Ah ! where do all affections thrill 
So sweetly as in woman's breast ?— > 

Tell her, that he whose loving themes 
Her eye indulgent wanders o'er. 

Could sometimes wake from idle dreams, 
And t>older flights of fancy soar ; 

That glory oft would claim the lay. 
And fViendship ofl his numbera move; 

But whisper then, that, " sooth to say. 
His sweetest song was given to Levi !" 



TO MRS. 



If, in the dream that hovers 
Around my sleeping mind, 

Fancy thy form discovers, 
And paints thee melting kind, 

If joys from sleep I borrow. 
Sure thou'h forgive me this ; 

For he who wakes to sorrow 
At least may dream of blias ! 

Oh ! if thou art, in seeming. 
All that Fve e'er required : 

Oh ! if I feel, in dreaming, 
All that I've e'er desired ; 

Wilt thou forgive my taking 
A kiss, or something more 7 

What thou deny'st me waking. 
Oh! let me slumber o'er! 



TO THE LAKOB AND BEAUTIFUL 

mss . 

n ALLUSION TO SOMB PARTMBBiBIP IN A LOTTBRT SBABB. 

IMPROMPTU. 



'Efopai 



In wedlock a species of lottery lies. 
Where in blanks and in prizes we deal ; 

But how comes it that yoo, such a capikd prizes 
Should so long have remahCd in the tohed ? 

8M 




If ever, by Fortune's indulgent decree, 

To me such a ticket should roU, 
A sixteenihf Heaven knows ! were sufficient for 

For what could I do with the whole ? 



TO JULIA. 

Well, JuUa, if to love, and live 
'Mid all the pleasures love can give, 

Be crimes that Imng damnation ; 
You — ^you and I have given such scope 
To loves and joys, we Brarce can hope 

In heaven the least salvation j 

And yet, I think, did Heaven design 
That blisses dear, like yours and mine, 

Should be our own undoing ; 
It had not made my soul so warm. 
Nor given you such a witching fonn. 

To bid me doat on ruin ! 

Then wipe away that timid tear ; 
Sweet truant! you have nought to fear, 

Thou^ you were whelm'd in sin ; 
Stand but at heaven's gate awhile. 
And you so Vke cm angd smile, 

They can't bat Ul you in. 



INCONSTANCY. 

And do I then wonder that Julia deceives me, 
When surely there 's nothing in nature more com- 
mon? 
She vows to be true, and while vowing she leaves 
me — 
But could I expect any more ttom. a woman? 

Oh, woman ! your heart is a pitifhl treasure ; 

And Mahomet's doctrine was not too severe, 
When he thought you were only materials of pleasnre. 

And reason and thinking were oat of your sphere. 

By your heart, when the fond sighing lover csB win i^ 
He thinks that an age of anxiety 's paid ; 

Bat, oh ! while he 's blest, let him die on the minute— 
If he hve bat a day, he'll be surely betray'd. 



IMITA'nON OF CATULLU8.» 

TO HIMSELF. 
Miier Catulle, deainas iiMpCire, ste. 

Cease the aighing fool to play; 
Cease to trifle life away ; 
Nor vainly think those joys thine own, 
Which all, alas ! have falsely flown ! 
What hours, Catullus, once were thine, 
*How fiuiiy seem'd thy day to shine, 



1 Few poets knew better than Catollos, what a Frsoeh 
writer calls 



la d^Ucatene 



D*an volaptneux Motiraent; 
but hit pasriooa too often obseorsd his iBSffaMtissL— 4& 
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When lightly thou didst fly. to meet 
The gill, who smiled so rosy sweet — 
The girl thou L .vedst with fonder pain 
Than e*er thy heart can feel again ! 
You met — ^your «ouls seem'd all in ono— 
Sweet little sports were said and done — 
Thy heart was warm enough for both, 
And hers indeed was nothing loth. 
Such were the hours that once were thin« ; 
But, ah ! those houn no longer shine I 
For now the nymph delights no more 
In what she loved so dear before; 
And all Catullus now can do 
Is to be proud and frigid too ; 
Nor follow where the wanton flies. 
Nor sue the bliss that she denies. 
Fklse maid ! he bids &rewell to thee. 
To love, and all love's misery. 
The hey-day of his heart is o*er. 
Nor win he court one favour more ; 
Bat sqon he'll see thee droop thy hcall. 
Doomed to a lone and loveless bed. 
When none will seek the happy night, 
Or come to traflks in delight ! 
Fly, pequred girl !— but whither fly 7 
Who now will praise thy cheek and eye 7 
Who now will drink the syren tone^ 
Which tells him thou art all his own7 
Who now will court thy wild delights. 
Thy honey kiss, and turtle bites 7 
Oh ! none. — And he who loved before 
Gm never, never love thee more I 



EnGRAM.* 

TouK mother says, my little Venus, 
There *s tometkmg not correct between us. 

And you're in fault as much as I : 
Now, on my soul, my little Venus, 
I think 't would not be right between us. 

To Un your mother tell a lie ! 



TO JULIA. 

Tbouoh Fue, my girl, may bid as part. 
Our souls it cannot, shall dot, sever ; 

The heart will seek its kindred heart. 
And dmg to it as close as ever. 

But must we, must we part indeed f 
Is all our dream of rapture over? 

And does not Julia's bosom bleed 
To leave so dear, so fond a lover 7 

Does the too moom 7 — Perhaps she may ; 

Perhaps she weeps our blisses fleeting : 
But why is Julia's eye so gay. 

If Julia's heart like mine is beating 7 

I oft have loved the brilliant glow 
Of rapture in her blue eye streaming — 

Bot can the bosom bleed with woe. 
While joy is in the i^ces beaming*? 



I I belisTc this •pigram h originallj Freneh.— E. 



No, no !— Yet, love, I will not chide. 
Although your heart loere fond of roving : 

Nor that, nor all the world beside, 
Could keep your fidtliful boy fion loriqg. 

You '11 soon be distant from his eye. 

And, with you, all that 's worth 
Oh ! tlwn it will be sweet to die, 
. When life has lost>its only * * ** ■ " "» t 



SONG. 



SwiKT sedacer! bhmdly nuling; 
Charming still, and stiU beguiling ! 
Ofl I swore to love thee never. 
Yet I love thee more than ever !* 

Why that little wanton Unsfamg, 
Glancing eye, and bosom flushing ? 
Flushing warm, and wily glancing— 
All is lovely, aU entrancing'! 

Turn away those lips ofbB ss ee 
I am poison'd by thy kisses ! 
Yet, again, ah ! turn them to me : 
Ruin 's sweet, when they ando met 

Oh! be less, be less enchanting ; 
Let some little grace be wanting ; 
Let my eyes, when I'm expiring. 
Gaze awhile without admiring ! 



NATURE'S LABELS. 

A FEAGMKIfT. 

In vain we fondly strive to trace 

The soul's reflection in the face ; 

In vain we dwell on lines and 

Crooked mouth, or short proboscis ; 

Boobies have look'd as wise and fat%bi 

As Plato or the Stagyrite : 

And many a sage and learned skull 

Has peep'd through windows dark and la. 

Since then, though art do all it can. 

We ne'er can reach the inward man. 

Nor inward woman, from without 

(Though, ma'am, yon MnZe, as if in do«bC^ 

I think 't were well if Nature ooold 

(And Nature could, if Nature would) 

Some pretty short descriptions write, 

In tablets large, in black and white. 

Which she might hang about our throCtlea, 

Like labels upon physic-bottles. 

There we might read of all — But stay— ^ 

As learned dialectics say. 

The argument most apt and ample 

For common use, b the example. 

For instance, then, if Nature's care 

Had not arranged those traits so fiur. 

Which speak the soul of Lucy L-nd-n, 

7^ is die label she'd have pinn'd on. 

LABKL rmsT. 

Within this vase there lies enshrined 
'Die purest, brightest gem of mind * 
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Though Feelmg*a hand may sometinies throw 
Upon iu channs the shade of woe, 
The luatre of the gem, when veil'd. 
Shall be but mellow'd, not conceal'd. 

Now, nre, imagine, if yon *re able, 
That Nature wrote a second label, . , 
They *re her own words — at least suppose 
And boldly pin it on Pomposo. 

LABEL SECOND. 

When I composed the fustian brain 
Of this redoubted Captain Vain, 
I had at hand but few ingredients. 
And so was forced to use expedients. 
I put therein some small discerning, 
A grain of sense, a grain of learning ; 
And when I saw the void behind, 
I fill*d it np with — froth and wind ! ' 



TO MRS. M- 



SwEET lady ! look not thus again : 
Those little pouting smiles recal — 

A maid remembered now with pain. 
Who was my love, my life, my all ! 

Oh ! while this heart delirious took 
Sweet poison fVom her thrilliag eye. 

Thus would she pout, and lisp, and look. 
And I would hear, and gaze, and sigh ! 

Yes, I did love her — madly love — 
She was the sweetest, best deceiver ! 

And oft she swore sheM never rove ! 
And I was destined to believe her ! 

Then, lady, do not wear the smile 
Of her whose smile could thus betray : 

Alas ! I think the lovely wile 
Again might steal my heart away. 

And when the spell that stole my mind 
On lips so pure as thine I see, 

I fear the heart which she re«ign*d 
Will err again, and fly to thee ! 



SONG. 

WuT, the world are aD thinking about it ; 

And, as for myself^ I can swear, 
If I fancied that heaven were without it, 

I *d scarce feel a wish to go there. 

If Mahomet would but receive me. 
And Paradise be as he paintSr 

I *m greatly afhud, God forgive me ! 
I *d worship the eyes of his saints. 

But why should I think of a trip 
To the Prophet's seraglio above. 

When Phillida gives me her lip, 
Ai my own little heavrai of love T 

Oh, Phillis ! that kiss may be sweeter 
Than ever by mortal was given ^ 



But your lip, love ! is only St. Peter, 
And keeps but the key to your heaven ! 



TO JUUA. 

Mock me no more with love's beguiling dream, 

A dream, I 6nd, illusory as sweet : 
One smile of friendship, nay of cold esteem, 

Is dearer far than passion's bland deceit ! 

I 've heard you oft eternal truth declare ; 

Your heart was only mine, I once believed. 
AB ! shall I say that all your vows were air 7 

And must I say, my hopes were all deceived 7 

Vow, then, no longer that our souls are twined. 
That all our joys are felt with mutual xeal : 

Julia ! 't is pity, pity makes you kind ; 
You know I love, ^d you would seem to feeL 

But shall I still go revel in those arms 
On bliss in which affection takes no part 7 

No, no ! &reweU ! you give me bat your charms, 
When I had fondly thought you gave your heart 



IMPROMPTU. 

Look in my eyes, my blushing fair ! 

Thou 'It see thyself reflected there ; 

And, as I gaxe on thine, I see 

Two little miniatures of me : 
Thus in our looks some propagation lies. 
For we make babiei in each other's eyes i 



TO ROSA. 

Dos8 the harp of Rosa slumber 7 
Once it breathed the sweetest number , 
Never does a wilder song 
Steal the breezy lyre along. 
When the wind, in odours dying, 
Woos it with enamour'd sighing. 

Does the harp of Rosa cease 7 
Once it told a tale of peace 
To her lover% throbbing bieaat— 
Then he was divinely blest ! 
Ah * but Rosa loves no more, 
'Dierefore Rosa's song is o*er ; 
And her harp neglected lies ; 
And her boy forgotten sighs. 
Silent harp--forgotten lover^ 
Rosa's love and song are over ! 



SYMPATHY 

TO JULIA. 
— <dne BM lit noUa Vsons. 



Ak^pwle. 



Oum hearts, my love, were doom'd to 
The genuine twins of Sympathy ; 
They Uve with one sensation : 
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In joy or grief, but mott in love, 
Out heart-«tiing8 mosicaUj move, 
And thrill with like vibration. 

How often have I heard thee say. 
Thy vital pulse ahall cease to play 

When mine no more is moving ! 
Since, now, to feel a joy alone 
Were worse to thee than feeling none : 

Such sympathy in loving ! 

And, oh ! how often in those eyes, 
Which melting beamed like azure skies 

In dewy vernal weather- 
How often have I raptured read 
The burning glance, that silent said» 

" Now, love, we fed together r 



TO JUUA. 

.1 SAW the peaaaBC*s hand unkind 
From yonder oak the ivy sever; 

They aeemM in very beingtwined ; 
Yet now the oak is firesh as ever. 

Not so the widow*d ivy shines : 
Tom from its dear and only stay, 

In dropping widowhood it pines. 
And scatters all its blooms away ! 

Thos, Julia, ^SA our hearts entwine. 
Till Fate diatnib*d their tender ties : 

Thus gay indifferenoe blooms in thine, 
Wlale mine, deserted, droops and dies ! 



TOfifRS. 



In canuti paoaier li diaeooTeoa. Q%mrimL 

Yes, I think I onee heard of an amorout yovtb 
Who was caught in his grandmother's bed ; 

But I own I had ne'er such a liquorish tooth 
As to wish to be there in his stead. 

T is for you, ny dear madam, each coBqnests to 
make: 

Antiquarians may value yon fa^gfa : 
But I swear I can't love tbv antiquity's sake, 

Such a poor virtaoao am I. 

I have teen many ruins all gilded with care, . 

But the cracks were still plain to the eye : 
And I ne'er feh a passion to venture in there. 

But tum'd up my nose, and pass'd by ! 

I perhapa might have sigh'd in your magical chain 
When your lip had more fte^iness to deck it : 

But 1 *d hate even Dian herself m the wniie,— 
She might then go to hdl/or a Hecate! 



But then 't is the creature luzuriam and fieah 
That my passion with ecstacy owns : 

For indeed, my dear madam, though fend (/Ae fUA 
I never was partial to bcnet ! 



No, no ! when my heart *s in these amorous feints, 
Which is seldom, thank Heaven ! the ease;— 

For, by rwadii^ the Tiathen, and Li»e$ qf the Sainte, 
I keep up a stock of good grace : 



- ON THE DEATH OF A LADY 

SwiET spirit ! if thj^ahy aleep 
Nor sees my tears, nor hean my si^is, 

Oh ! I virill weep, in luxury weep. 
Till the last heart's^lrop fills mine eyes. 

But if thy sainted soul can feel. 

And mingles in our misery. 
Then, then, my breaking heart I 'U s e al -- 

Thou shalt not hear one sigh ftom me ! 

The beam of mom was on the stream. 
But sullen clouds the day deform : 

Thou wert, indeed, that morning beam. 
And death, alas ! that sullen stoim. 

Thou wert not form'd for living here. 
For thou wert kindred i#th the sky ; * 

Yet, yet we held thee aD so dear, 
We thought thoo wert not foim'd to dit ! 



TO JULIA. 

■ 

SwncT is the dream, divinely swee t, 
When absent sonli in fenoy meet S— 
At midnight, love, I '11 think of thee ! 
At midnight, love ! oh (hink of me ! 
Think that thou givest thy dearest kiss,* 
And I win think I feel fiie bliss : 
Then, if thou Mush, that blush be mine ; 
And, if I. weep, the tear be thine ! 



TO 



Can I again that form caress. 
Or on that lip in rapture twine 7 

No, no ! the Up that aD may press 
Shall never more be press'd by mine. 

Can I again that look recall 

Which once could make me die for thee I 
No, no ! the eye that burns on all 

Shall' never more be prized by me! 



WRITTEN IN THE BLANK LEAF OF A 
LADY'S COMMON-PLACE BOOK. 

HxEB is one leaf reserved for me. 
From all thy sweet memorials free ; 
And here my simple song mi^ tell 
The feelings thou must guess so welL 
But could I thus, within thy mind. 
One little vacant comer find. 
Where no impression yet is seen. 
Where no memorial yet has been. 
Oh ! it should bo my sweete st care 
To write fltf name for ever Ifters ' 
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SONG. 

AwAT with thk pouting and ndneM ! 

SwMt siri ! will jroa never give o'er 7 
I lore 700, by Heaven ! to madnen, 

And what can I awear to jrou more ? 
Believe not the old woman's fable, 

That oaths are as short as a kiss ; 
1 *11 love 70a as long as I 'm able, 

And swear for no longer than this. 



Then waste not the time with profe 

For noC to be blest when we can 
Is one of the darkest transgressions 

That happen *twixt woman and man. — 
PMtj moimlist ! why thus beginning 

"My innocent warmth to reprove t 
Heaven knovn that I never loved stnnti^^- 

Ezoept little sfamings in love ! 

ft swearing, however, will do it, 
Come, bring me the calendar, pray — 

I vow by that lip TU^ through it, 
And not miss m saint on my way. 

TTie angels shaU help me to wheedle ; 
I *ll swear upon every one 

That e*er danced on the point of a needle,* 

^ Or rode on a beam of the sun ! 

Oh ! why should Platonic contix>l, love, 

Fjifihain an emotion so free 7 
Your soul, though a very sweet soul, love. 

Will ne'er he sufficient for me. 
If yon think, by this coolness and scorning. 

To seem more angelic and bright. 
Be an angel, my love, in the mornings 

But, oh! beawomanUhnight! 



TO ROSA. 

LiKB him who trusts to summer sides. 

And puts his little Jiark to sea, 
l^he who, lured by smiling eyes. 

Consigns his simple heart to thee: 
For fickle is the summer wind. 

And sadly may the bark be toss*d ; 
For thou art sure to change thy mind. 

And then the wretched heart is lost ! 



TO ROSA. 

0B ! why should the girl of my soul be in tears 

At a meeting of rapture like this. 
When the glooms of the past, and the sorrow of years. 

Have been paid by a moment of bliss 7 



Oh ! sweet is the tear on that Un gniahit^ smile. 
That smile which is loveliest tl^ -^ 

And if such are the drops that delight can beguile. 
Thou shalt weep them again and agam ! 



Afe they shed for that moment of bUssftil delight 

Which dwells on her memory yet 7 
Do they flow, like the dews of the amorous night, 

Tnan the warmth of the sun that has set? 



1 I beHsve Mr. Little aOttdsd here to a fanow qoettion 
aaMM^ the sarij MhooIoMn: " bow many thoosaod aofels 
eoold daoM opon the mMot of a vwy fim Dee4l«. without 
jotHiiwoaosnothwr* If beMvM have boon thinkinffof 
the mools while hs was writii^ this eoof , we cannot say 



it 
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RONDEAU. 

*'GooD night! good night !"— and is it so T 

And must 1 fVom my Rosa go 7 

Oh, Rosa ! say ** Good night !" once more^ 

And I '11 repeat it o'er and o'er, 

Till the ficBt glance of dawning light 

Shall find us saying still, ** Good ni|^t !" 

And stiU ««Good night!** my Rosa say-^ 

But whisper still, ** A minute stay ;" 

And I will stay, and every minute 

Shall have an age of rapture in it 

We 'U kiss and kiss in quick delight. 

And murmur, while we kiss, ** Go^ nig^t !** 

" Good night !" you '11 murmur with a sigh. 

And tell me it is time to fly : 

And I will vow to kiss no more. 

Yet kiss you closer than before ; 

Till slumber seal our weaiy aight — 

And then, my love ! my soul ! " Good night !* 



AN ARGUMENT 
TO ANY PHILLIS OR CHLOE. 

1 'vc ofl been told by learned frian. 
That wishing and the crime are one. 

And Heaven punished desires 
As much as if the deed were done. 

If wishing damns us, you and I 
Are damn'd to all our heart's content ; 

Come then, at least we may e^joy 
Some pleasure for our punishment ! 



TO ROSA. 

WftlTTSN DUKINO ILLMBaf. 

Thb wisest soult by anguish torn. 
Will soon uttleani the lore it knew ; 

And when die shrining casket *s wem. 
The gem within will tarnish too. 

But love *B an essence of the soul. 
Which sinks not with this chain of clay- 

Which throbs beyond the chill control 
Of withering pain or pale decay. 

And surely when the touch of death 
Dissolves the spirit's mortal ties. 

Love still attends the soaring l»eath« 
And makes it purer for the skies ! 

Oh, Rosa ! when, to seek its sphere. 
My soul shall leave this ort> of men ! 

That love it found so blissfhl here 
Shall be its best of blisses then! 

And, as in &bled dreams of old, 
SooM airy genhia, child of timal 
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Presided o'er each star that roird. 
And track'd it through ita path sublime ; 

80 thou, fair planet, not unled, 
Shalt through thy mortal orbit stray ; 

Thy lorer's shade, divinely wed, 
Shall linger round thy wandering way. 

Let other spirits range the sky, 

And brighten in the solar gem ; 
I *11 bask beneath that lucid eye, 

Nor envy worlds of suns to them ! 

And oh ! if airy shapes may steal 
To mingle with a mortal frame. 

Then, tlien, my love I—but drop the veil ! 
Hide, hide from Ileaven the unholy flame. 

No ! — when that heart shall cease to beat, 
And when that breath at length is free ; 

Then, Rosa, soul to soul we Ml meet, 
And mingle to eternity. 



ANACREONTIQUE. 

—— in laerymas verterat omne merum. 

Tib. lib. i. elef . 5. 

Pke88 the grape, and let it pour 
Around the board its purple shower ; 
And while the drops my goblet steep, 
I *11 think — in woe the clusters weep. 

Weep on, weep on, my pouting vine ! 
Heaven grant no tears but tears of wine. 
Weep on ; and, as thy sorrows flow, 
I *11 taste the hixury of vjoe! 



ANACREONTIQUE. 

Friknd of my soul ! this goblet sip, 

*T will chase that pensive tear ; 
'TIS not so sweet as woman's lip. 
But, oh ! 't is more sincere. 
like her delusive beam, 

*T will steal away thy mind ; 
But, like affection's dream. 
It leaves no stiagtehind ! 

Come, twine the wreath, thy brows to shAde ; 

These flowers were culTd at noon ;•— 
like woman's love the rose will fade. 
But ah ! not half so soon ! 
For, though the flower 's decay'd. 

Its fragrance is not o'er ; 
But once when love *s betray'd, 
The heart can bloom no more ! 



** Neither do I condema Ibee ; go, snd sin no more !" 

St. Jokitf chap. viii. 

Oh, woman, if by simple wile 

Thy soul has stray'd &om honoox^s tnck, 
*T is mercy only can b^uile, 

By gentle ways, the wanderer back. 



The stain that on thy virtue Ues, 
Wash'd by thy tears may yet decay ; 

As clouds that sully morning skies 
May all be swept in showers away. 

Go, go— be innocent, and live — 

The tongues of men may wound thee sore 
But Heaven in pity can forgive. 

And bids thee " Gro, and sin no more !*' 



^ LOVE AND MARRIAGE. 

Eque brsvi verbo ferre porenne malom. 

Secundus, skf . viL 

Still the question I must parry. 

Still a wayward truant prove : 
Where I love, I must not marry. 

Where I marry, cannot love. ^ 

Were she faiirest of creation, 
With the least presuming mind ; 

Learned without affectation ; 
Not deceitful, yet refined ; 

Wise enough, but never rigid ; 

Gay, but not too hghtly free i 
Chaste as snow, and yet not frigid ; 

Warm, yet satisfied with me : 

Were she all this, ten times over. 

All that Heaven to ^arth allows, 
•I should be too much her lover 
j Ever to become her spouse. 

'• Love will never bear enslaving ; 
Summer garments suit him best : 
Bliss it«elf is not worth having, 
If we're by compulsion blest. 

So 

THE KISS. 

DJa iu»> Uk l«eu> naaqoam potosrs docsrl 

Ovid. lib. II. vl^. ft. 

GivK me, my lo«e, that billmg kiss 

I taugltt you one delicious nigic:. 
When, turning epicures in bUsa, 

We tried inventions of delighL 

Come, gently steal my lips along. 
And let your Ups in murmurs movft, — 

Ah, no ! — again— that kiss was wrong, — 
How can you be so dull, my love 7 

** Cease, cease !" the blushing giri replied — 
And in her milky arms she cau^t m e 

*' How can you thus your pupil chide ; 
You know 't uxu in the dark you taught 



TO MISS 



ON UKR ASKING THE AUTHOR WHY 8HK HAD 
SLEEPUE8S NIGHTS. 

Fll ask the sylph who round thee ffiee. 
And in thy breath his pinion dips, 

Who suns him in thy lucent eyes, 
And faints upon thy sighing lips : 
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ril uk him where *■ the veil of aleep 
That used to ihide thy looks of light ; 

And^whj thoee eyes their Tigil keep, 
When other fuos are awik in night. 

And LwiU say— her angel bnaM 
Haa never throhb*d with guilty sting ; 

Her bosom is the sweetest nest 
Where Slnraber coold repose his wing! 

And I will say— her cheeks of flame, 
Which glow like roses in the sun, 

Rave nerer felt a blush of shame, 
Enoept for what her eyes have done ! 

Then tell me, why, thou child of air ! 

Does Slumber £tom her eyelids rove 7 
What is her heart's impassioned care 7— 

Ptefaaps, oh, sylph ! perhaps *t is 2om / 



NONSENSE. 

Good reader! if you e*er have seen. 

When Phcebus hastens to his pillow, 
JThe meimaids, with their tresses green, 

Dancing upon the western billow : 
If you have seen, at twilight dim. 
When the lone spirit*s vesper hymn 

Floats wild along the winding shore : 
If yon have seen, through mist of eve. 
The ftiry train their ringleU weave, 
dandng along the spangled green : — 

If yon have seen all this, and more, 
God bless me ! what a deal you 've seen ! 



TO ROSA. 
A far coorarvs, e coroalo d* amantL— Ps«t. FW. 

AiTD are you then a thing of ait, 
Seducing all and loving none 7 

And have I strove to gain a heart 
Which every coxcomb thinka his own 7 

And do you, like the dotard's fire. 
Which powerless of eiyoying any, 

Feeds its abortive sick desire. 
By trifling impotent with many 7 

Do you thus seek to flirt a number 

And through a round of danglers run, 

Because your heait's insipid slumber 

Could never wake to fed for one, 

I 

Tell me at once if this be true. 
And 1 shall calm my jealous breast ; 

Shall learn to join the dangling crew, 
And share your simpers with the rest. 

But if your heart be not so free, — 
Oh ! if another share that heart, 

Tell not the damning tale to me, 
But mingle merey with your ait 

rd rather think you black as hell. 
Than find you to be all divine, 

And know that heart could love so well. 
Yet know that heart would neC be mine ! 



TO JUUA. 

Oir Him BIKTH-DAT. 

Whsm Time was entwining the garland of yean, 
Which to crown my beloved was given, 

Thou|^ some of the leaves might be sullied with tears. 
Yet the flowen were all gather*d in heaven ! 

And long may this garland be sweet to the eye. 

May its verdure for ever be new ! 
Young Love shall enrich it with many a sigh, 

And Pity shall nurse it with dew ! 



ELEGIAC STANZAS.* 

How sweetly could I lay my head 
Within the cold grave's silent breast ; 

Where Sorrow's tears no more are shed. 
No more the ills of life molest 

For, ah ! my heart, how very soon 
The glittering dreams of youth artf past I 

And, long before it reach ita noon, 
Tbe sun of life is overcast 



1 This posm, and toaM othsn of ths rane psnaiTs east, 
suppoM, wars the rssnlt of the few melaDeholy 
._ which a life Mibort sod lo pls ae a ni as tkatof the 
scold have allowsd.— B. 



LOVE IN A STORM 

Qnam jutsI immitei Tentoe f adira 
Et domioam tenero cootinuijae nna. 



TikwUms. 



Lbtn> sung the wind in the ruins above, 
Which murmur'd the warnings of time o'er out 
head; 

While fearless we ofier'd devotions to Love, 
The rode rook our pillow, the rushes our bed. 

Damp was the dull of the wintxy air, 
But it made us cling closer, and warmly unite ; 

Dread was the lightning, and horrid its glare. 
But it ahow'd me my Julia in languid deUgfat 

To my bosom she nestled, and felt not a fear, 
Though the shower did beat, and the tempest dk 
frown: 

Her sighs were as sweet, and her nmrmun as dear, 
As if she lay lull'd on a pillow of down ! 



SONG. 



Je88Y on a bank was sleeping, 
A flower beneath her bosom lay ; 

Love, upon her slumber creeping. 
Stole the flower and flew away ! 

Pity, then, poor Jessy's rain. 
Who, becalm*d bj Slumber's wing. 

Never feh what Love was doing- 
New dieam'd of such a thing. 



MOORE'S WpRKS. 



THE SURPRISE. 

Chloeis, I swear, by all I OTor swore, 
That from thia hour I ahall not love thee more. — 
** What ! love no more 7 Oh ! why this alter'd tow ?** 
Because I cannot love thee inor»--than now! 



TO A SLEEPING MAID. 

Wakk, my life! thy lover's arms 
Are twined around diy sleeping charms : 
Wake, my love ! and let desire 
Kindle those opening orbs of fire. 

Yet, sweetest, though the bliss delight thee, 
If the guilt, the shame affright thee. 
Still those orbs in darkness keep ; 
Sleep, my girl, or seem to sleep. 



TO PHILLIS. 

Phillis, you little rosy rake. 
That heart of yoora I long to rifle : 

Come, give it me, and do not make 
So much ado about a triJU ! 



SONG. 



WhSn the heart's feeling 

Bums with conceaUng, 
Glances will tell what we fear to confess : 

Oh ! what an anguish 

Silent to languish. 
Could we not look all we wish to express ! 



Wlien half-expiring. 

Restless, desiring, 
Lovets wish something, but must not say what, 

Looks tell the wanting. 

Looks tell the granting. 
Looks betray all that the heart would be at. 



THE BALLAD.' 

Thou hast sent me a flowery band. 
And told me .'t was fresh from the field ; 

That the leaves were untouched by the hand. 
And the purest of odours would yield. 

And indeed it was fragrant and fair ; 

But, if it were handled by thee. 
It would bloom with a UveUer air. 

And would surely be sweeter to me ! 

^lien take it, and let it entwine 
Thy tresses, so flowing and bright ; 

And each little flow'ret will shine 
More rich than a gem to my sight 

I This ballad wss probably soggsstsd by the fUIowiag 
Spiframin Martial: 

lotaetas qoare mittia raihi, PoUa, eorooas, 
A Is Tsxataa malo tsoars rosas. 

Efif. xe. lib. 11.— E. 



Let the odorous gale of thy faraath 
Embalm it with many a sigh ; 

Nay, let it be wither'd to death 
Beneath the warm noon of thine eye. 

And instead of the dew that it bean, ^ 
The dew dropping fresh from the Hm, 

On its leaves let me number the team 
That affection has stolen from thee ! 



TO MRS. 



ON HER BEAUTIFUL TRANSLATtON OF 

vorruRE's kiss. 



Moo ame sur ma l^vre^tait lora toute eotiirs, 
Pour Mvoarar le miel qui sur la vdtre etsit; 
Mais en me reliranf, elle resta donri^ro, 
Tant de ce deux plaiair Tamorce rarr^toit! 

How heavenly was the poet*s doom. 
To breath his spirit through a kiss ; 

And lose within so sweet a t<Mnb 
The trembling messenger of bliss ! 

And, ah ! his soul retum'd to feel 
That it again could ravish'd be ; 

For in the kiss that thou didst steal, 
liis life and soul have fled to thee ! 



TO A LADY. 

ON HKE 8UIOIN0. 

Tht song has taught my heart to fed 
Those soothing thoughts of heavenly love, 

Which o'er the sainted spirits steal 
When listening to the spheres above ! 

When, tired of life and misery, 
I wish to sigh my latest breath. 

Oh, Emma ! I will fly to thee, 
And thou ahalt sing me into death ! 

And if along thy lip and cheek 
That smile of heavenly soflness play. 

Which, — ah ! forgive a mind that *• weak,— 
So oft has stolen my mind away ; 

Thou'k se«n an angel of the sky. 
That comes to chann me into Uiae : 

ril gaxe and die— who woaU not die, 
If death were half so sweet as this 7 



A DREAM. 

I THOUGHT this heart consimiiag lay 
On Cupid's burning shrine : 

I thought he stole thy heart away. 
And placed it near to mine. 

I saw thy heart begin to melt. 

Like ice before the sun ; 
Till both a glow congenial felt. 

And mingled into one * 



LTTTLrS POEMS. 



SRI 



WBITTEN IN A COMMON-PLACE BOOK, 

CALLED "THE BOOK OP FOLUEB;*' 
Jh loJUcI mmy one thai opened it ekotdd contrimie 



TO THE BOOK OF FOLLIKI. 

Thib tribute *■ from a wretched elf. 
Who haHi thee emblem of himself! 
The book of life, which I have traced, 
Haa been, like thee, a motley waate 
Of folliea acribbled o*er and o*er, 
One folly bringing hondreda more, 
dome haTo indeed been writ ao neat. 
In character! ao fair, ao sweet,. 
Tliat those who judge not too severely 
Have said they loved such follies deaiiy ! 
Yet still, O book ! the allusion stands ; 
For these were penn'd by female hands ; 
Hm rest, — alas ! I own the truth, — 
Have all been scribbled so uncouth. 
That prudence, with a withering look, 
Diadainfhl flinga away the book. 
Like thine, ita pagea here and there 
Have oft been atain*d with Uota of care ; 
And sometimes hours of peace, I own. 
Upon some fairer leaves have ^one, 
White as the snowings of that Heaven 
By which those houn of peace were given 
Bat now no longer— such, oh ! such 
The blast of Disappointment'a touch ! 
No longer now those houn appear ; 
Each leaf is sullied by a tear : 
Blank, blank ia evay page with care ; 
Not e'en a foUy brightens there. 
Will they yet brighten 7 — Never, never ! 
Then jJbil (he hook, O God ! for ever! 



WRITTEN IN THE SAME. 
TO THB PRKTTY LITTLE MRS. — 
mrmoMPTU. 



Msgis 



aa brsvitalsio mircris ioecrtmn sit 
Mmerok. SaL lib. U. cap. 8. 



Thib jonnial of folly 'a an emblem of me ; 
Bat what book ahall we find emblematic of thee ? 
Oh! ahall we not say thoa art Lov^e duodecimo ? 
None can be prettier, few can be leas, yoo know. 
Soch a vohime in ekeeie were a volome of eharma; 
Or, if hemnd, it ahooM only be bomnd m otv arwu ! 



SONG. 
Dbar ! in pity do not speak ; 

Inyonreyes I read it all. 
In the floahing of your cheek. 

In those tears that falL 
Yea, yes, my soul ! I see 

Yoo love, you live for only me ! 

Beam, yet beam that killing eve. 

Bid me expire in lusrious pain ; 
8 N 



But ioH me, idw me while I die, 

And, oh ! I live again ! 
Still, my love ! with looking kHI, 

And, oh ! revive with kisses still ! 



THE TEAR. 

On beds of snow the moonbeam alept. 
And chilly was the midnight gloom. 

When by the damp grave Ellen wepi — 
Sweet maid ! it was hpr lindor'a tomb * 

A waim tear gush'd — the wintry air 
Congeal'd it as it ilow*d away : 

All night it lay an ice-drop there. 
At mom it glittered in the ray ! 

An angel, wandering from her apheie. 
Who aaw this bright, this froxen gem. 

To dew-eyed Pity brought the tear, 
And hung it on her diadem ! 



TO 



la bona cor qoisqaam tertius Ista veoitl— Ovtf 

So ! Roaa turns her back on me. 
Thou walking monument ! for thee ; 
Whoeo viaage, like a grave-stone scribbled, 
With vanity bedaubed, befribbled, 
Tells only to the reading eye. 
That underneath corrupting lie. 
Within thy heart's contagioos tomb 
(Ai in a cemetery's gloom,) 
Sospicion, rankling to infection. 
And all the worms of black reflection ! 

And thou art Rosa's dear elect. 

And thou hast won the lovely trifle ; 
And I must bear repulae, neglect. 

And I must all my anguish stifle : 
While thoa for ever linger'st nigh. 

Scowling, muttering, gloating, mumming 
Like some sharp, busy, fretful fly, 

About a twinkling uper humming 



TO JUUA 

WBBPINQ. 

Oh ! if your tears are given to care. 
If real woe disturbs yonr peace, 
• Come to my bos6m, weeping feir ! 
And I will bid your weeping cease 

Bat if with Fancy's vision'd fears. 
With dreams of woe your bosom thrill ; 

Yoo look so lovely in your tears. 
That I must bid you drop them still ! 



SONG. 
Hatb you not seen the timid tear 
Steal trembling from mine eye 



MOORE*S I^OKKS 



Have you not mark'd the flush of fear, 
Or caa^t the murmurM aigh 7 

And can you thmk my love is chill, 
Nor fiz*d on you alone 7 

And can you rend, by doubting still, 
A heart so much your own 7 

To yoo my souFs affections move 

Devoutly, warmly true ; 
My life has been a task of love. 

One long, long thought of you. 
If ail your tender faith is o'er, 

If still my truth you'll try ; 
Alas ! I know but one proof more, — 

ril bless your name, and die ! 



THE SraELD.' 
Oh ! did you not hear a voice of death 7 

And did you not mark the paly form 
Which rode on the silver mist of the heath. 

And sung a ghostly dirge in the storm 7 

Was it a wailing bird of the gloom, 
Which shrieks on the house of woe all night ? 

Or a shivering fiend that flew to a tomb. 
To howl and to feed till the glance of light 7 

"T was not the death-bird's cry from the wood. 
Nor shivering fiend that hung in the blast ; 

*T was the shade of Helderio — man of blood — 
U f<**w»w for the guilt of days that are past ! 

Bee how the red, red lightning strays. 
And scares the gliding ghosts of the heath ! 

Now on the leafless yew it plays. 
Where hangs tne shield of this son of death ! 

Tliat shield is blushing with murderous stains ; 

Long has it hung from the cold yew's spray ; 
It is blown by storms and wash'd by raina. 

But neither can take the blood away ! 

Oft by that yew, on the blasted field. 
Demons dance to the red moon's light ; 

While the damp boughs creak, and the swinging 
shiekl 
8ingB to the raving spirit of night ! 



TO MRS. 



Yk8, Heaven can witness how I strove 
To love thee with a spirit's love ; 
To make thy purer wish my own. 
And min^e with thy mind alone. 
Oh ! I a]^peal to those pure dreams 
In which my soul has hung on thee. 
And Fve forgot thy witching form, 
And Fve forgot the liquid beams 
Tliat eye effuses, thrilling warm — 
Yea, yea, forgot each sensual charm. 
Each nuidd'ning spell of luxury. 
That could seduce my soul's desires. 
And bid il throb with guiltier fires. — 

1 This po«m is psrfiBctly io th« tssts of Ibe prsssnt day- 
M|iii Bsm plsbeeout faodtt**— E. 



Such tooM my love, and many a time. 
When sleep has given thee to my breast, 
And thou hast seem'd to share the crime 
Which made thy lover wildly blest ; 
E'en then, in all that rich delusion. 
When, by voluptuous visions fired. 
My soul, in rapture's warm confusion. 
Has on a phantom's lip expired ! 
E'en then some purer thoughts woul t 
Amid my senses* warm excess; 
And at the moment— «h ! e'en them 
Fve started from thy melting press. 
And blush'd for all I've dared to feel. 
Yet sigfa'd to feel it all again ! — 
Such mu my love, and still, O still 
I might have calm'd the unholy thrill : 
My hean might be a taintless shrine, 
And thou its votive saint should be : 
There, there I'd make thee all divine, 
Myself divine in honouring thee. 
But, oh ! that night ! that fatal night ! 
When both bewildered, both betray'd. 
We sank beneath the flow of soul. 
Which for a moment mock'd control ; 
And on the dangerous kiss delay'd, 
And almost yielded to delight ! 
God ! how I wish'd, in that wild hour. 
That Ups alone, thus stamp'd with heat 
Had for a moment all the power 
To make our souls effusing meet ! 
That we might mingle by the breath 
In all of love's delicious death ; 
And in a kiss at once be blest. 
As, oh ! we trembled at the rest ! 
Pity me, love ! I '11 pity thee. 
If thou indeed hast felt like me. 
All, all my bosom's peace is o'er ! 
At night, which was my hour of calm. 
When from the page of classic lore. 
From the pure fount of ancient lay. 
My soul had drawn the placid balm 
Which chann'd its little grieft away ; 
Ah ! there I find that balm no more. 
Those spells, which make us oft forge 
The fleeting troubles of the day. 
In deeper sorrows only whet 
The stings they cannot tear away. 
When to my pillow rack'd I fly. 
With wearied sense and wakeful eye, 
While my brain maddens, where, O wfa^*- 
Is that serene consoUng prayer, 
Which once has harbinger'd my rest. 
When the still soothing voice of Heaven 
Has seem'd to whisper in my bveast, 
** Sleep on, thy errors are forgiven !*' 
No, though I still in semblanoe pray, 
My thoughts are wandering far away, 
And e'en the name of Deity 
Is murmur'd out in sig^ for thee !' 



] This irrefnlar recurreDM of the rhymes n adopted froM 
the lif ht po«try of the French, and Is, I think, p*rtie«larly 
suited to expreei the Torieties of feeling. In gentler eme^ 
tioos, the venes may flow periodic and regular ; and io tks 
transition to violent psMlon, can aMoroe all the aiuroat«4 
abruptness of blank verM. Besides, by dispeosiag with the 
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^w 



ELE6UC STANZAS, 



itJYPoaxo 



TO BB WKITTKN BT JULfA ON THE 
DEATH OF HXE EEOTUEE. 

Thouoh forrow long hai worn my heart ; 

Though everj day I 'yo coonted o'er 
Haa brought a new and quickening smart 

To wounds that rankl^ fVesh before ; 

Though m my eariiett life bereft 

Of many a link by nature tied ; 
Though hope deceived, and pleasure left ; 

Though friends betniy*d, and foea belied ; 

t itill had hope s f or hope will stay 

After the sunset of delight ; 
So like the star which ushers day, 

We scarce can think it heralds night ! 

J hoped that, after all its strife. 
My weary heart at length should rest, 

And, fainting from the waves of life, 
find harbour in a brother's breast. 

Tliat brother's breast was warm with truth, 
Was bright with honour's purest ray ; 

He was the dearest, gentlest youth — 
Oh ! why then was he torn away 7 

He should have stay'd, have linger'd here. 

To calm his Julia's every woe ; 
He should have chased each bitter tear, 

And not have caused those tears to flow. 

We saw his youthful soul expand 
In blooms of genius, nurved by taste ; 

While Science, with a fostering hand. 
Upon his brow her chaplet placed. 

We saw his gradual opening mind 

Eiirieh*d by all the graces dear ; 
Enlighten'd, social, and re6ned. 

In fiiendahip firm, in love sincere. 

Such vras the youth we loved so well ; 

Such were the hopes that fate denied — 
We loved, bat, ah ! we could not tell 

How deep, how dearly, till he died ! 

CHoee aa the fondest links could strain. 
Twined with my very heart he grew ; 

And by that firte which breaks the chain. 
The heart is almost broken too ! 



For your dear little lips, to their destiny true, 
Seem'd to know they were bom for the uae of an- 
other; 

And, to put me in mind of what I ought to do. 
Were eternally biting and kissing each other. 



FANNY OF TIMMOL. 

A MAIL-COACH ADVENTUEE. 
Qaadrigis petimui bene vivere. Hor*e9. 

Sweet Fanny of Timrool ! when first you came in 
To the plose little carriage in which I was hurl'd, 

I thought to myself^ if it were not a sin, 
I could teach you the prettiest tricks in the world. 



BmHs of distich and itanzt, it aUowi an intareitiiif nispen- 
sioe of tbs Motiment.— E. 



And then you were dirting from eyelida so sly, — 
Half open, half shuttings— euch tremulous light: 

Let them say what they wiU, I could read in your eye 
More comical things than I ever shall write. 

And oft, as we mingled our legs and our feet, 
I felt a pulsation, and cannot tell whether 

In yours or in mine— but I know it was sweet. 
And I think we both felt it and trembled together. 

At length when arrived, at our supper we sat, 
I heard with a sigh, which had something of pain. 

That perhaps our last moment of meeting waa that. 
And Fanny should go back to Timmol again. 

Yet I swore not that I was in love with you Fanny, 
Oh, no ! for I felt it could never be true ; 

I but said — what I 've said very often to many — 
There 'a few I would rather be kissing than you. 

Then firat did I learn that you once had beUeved 
Some lover, the dearest and falsest of men ; 

And ao gently you spoke of the youth who deceived. 
That I thought you perhaps might be tempted 
again. 

But you told me that passion a moment amused. 
Was foUow'd too oft by an age of repenting ; 

And check'd me so softly that, while you reftsed. 
Forgive me, dear girl, if I thought 't vraa cons^ing ! 

And still I entreated, and still you denied. 

Till I almost was made to believe you sincere; i 
Though I found that, in bidding me leave you, you 
aigh'd. 
And when you repulsed me, *t was done vrith a 
tear. 

In Tarn did I whisper, ** There 's nobody nigh;'* 
In vain with the tremors of passion implore ; 

Your excuse was a kiss, and a tear your reply — 
I acknowledged them both, and I ask'd for no 
more. 

Was I right 7— oh ! I cannot believe I waa wrong. 

Poor Fanny is gone back to Timmol again ; 
And may Providence guide her uniiyured along, 

Nor scatter her path with repentance and pain ! 

By Heaven ! I would rather for ever forswear 
The Elysium that dwells on a beautiful breast, 

Than alann for a moment the peace that is there, 
Or banish the doee from so hallow'd a nest ! 



A NIGHT THOUGHT. 

How oft a cloud with envioua veil. 
Obscures your bashful light. 

Which seems so modestly to steal 
Along the waste of night I 
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MOORE S WORKS. 



'J> 



'T is dan the worid*s obcnisive wruigs 

Obicara with malice keen 
Some timid heart, which only longi 

To liTQ«aiid die unaeen ! 



ELEGUC STAJNZAS. 

die javat perire. 

Wbbn wearied wretches sink to sleep, 
How heavenly soft their slumbers lie ! 

How sweet is death to those who weep, 
To those who weep and long to die ! 

Saw yon the soft and grassy bed, 

Where flow'rets deck the green eaxth*s broast ? 
"T is there I wish to lay my head, 

'T is there I wish to sleep at rest ! 

Oh ! let not tears embalm my tomb, 
None but the dews by twilight giren ! 

Oh! let not sighs disturb the gloom. 
None but the whispering winds of Heaven ! 



% 



THE KISS. 

Grow to my lip, thou sacred kiss. 

On which my soul's beloved swore 
That there should come a time of bliss 

When she would mock my hopes no more ; 
And fimcy shall thy glow renew. 

In sighs at mom, and dreams at night, 
And none shall steel thy holy dew 

Till tkoa 'rt absolved by rapture's rite, 
weet hours that are to n^e me blest. 

Oh! fly, like breexes, to the goal. 
And let my love, my more than soul. 

Come panting to this fever'd breast ; 
And while in every glance I drink 

Tlie rich o'erflowings of her mind. 
Oh ! let her all impassion'd sink. 

In sweet abandonment resign'd, 
dadiing for all our struggles past. 
And murmuring, " I am thine at last !'* 



to 



With aH my soul, dien, let us part. 
Since both are anxious ^o be fVee ; 

And I will send you home your heart. 
If you will send back mine to me. 

We 've had some happy hours together. 
But joy must often change its wing ; 

And spring would be but gloomy weather. 
If we had nothing else but spring. 

"T is not that I expect to find 

A more devoted, fond, and true one. 
With rosier cheek or sweeter mind — 
^ Enough for me that she 's a new one. 

Thus let OS leafe the bower of love. 
Where we have loiter'd long in bliss ; 



And you may down that path-way rove. 
While I shall take my way through dkU, 

Our hearts have.suffer'd little harai 

In this short fever of desire ; 
You have not lost a sing^ charm. 

Nor I one spark of feeling fire. 



My kisses have not stain'd the rose 
Which Nature hung upon your lip ; 

And still your sigh with nectar flews 
For many a raptured soul to sip. 

Farewell ! and when eome other fair 
Shall call your wanderer to her arms, 

'T will be my luxury to compare 
Her spells with your remembered channa 

** This cheek,*' I'll say, **is not so bright 
As one that used to meet my kiss ; 

This eye has not such liquid light 
As one that used to talk of bliss !*' 

Farewell ! and when some ftituie lorer 
Shall claim the heart which I resign. 

And in exulting joys disco?er 
All the charms that once were mine ; 

I think I should be sweetly blest, 

U^ in a soft imperfect sigh. 
You 'd say, while to his bosom prest. 

He loves not half so well as I ! 



A REFLECTION AT SEA. 

Skk how, beneath the moonbeam's smiley 
Yon httle billow heaves its breast, 

And foams and sparkles for a while. 
And murmuring then subsides to 



Thus man, the sport of bliss and cara» 
Rises on Time's eventful sea ; 

And, having swell'd a moment there. 
Thus melts into eternity ! 



AN INVITATION TO SUITEa 
TO MRS. 

Myself, dear Julia ! and the Son, 
Have now two years of ramUing ran^ 
And he before his wheels has driven 
The grand menagerie of heaven. 
While I have met on eaith, I swear. 
As many brutes as he has there. 
The only difference I can see 
Betwixt the flaming god and me. 
Is, that his ways are periodic. 
And mine, I fear, are simply od^. 
But, dearest girl ! 't is now a lapse 
Of two short years, or less, periiaps, 
Since you to me, and I to yon, 
Vow'd to be ever fondly true! — * * 
Ah, Julia ! those were pleasant times ! 
You loved me for my amorous rhymes ; 
And I loved you, because I thought 
I *T was so delicious to be taught 
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Bj fuch a channing guide u you, 
With eyet of fire and lips of dew, 
All I had often fancied o*er. 
Bat nerer, never felt before : 
Hm day flew by, and niglit was short 
For half our b l ii iea , half our sport ! 

I know not how we chang'd, or why, 

Or if the first was you or I : 

Yet so 't b now, we meet each other. 

And I 'm no more than Xlia*s brother ; 

While she 's so like my prudent sister, 

There *s few would think how eloee I 'to kissM her. 

But, Julia, let those matters pass ! 
If you will brim a sparkling glass 
To fanish'd hours of true delight, 
C<«ie to me after dusk to-night. 
I '11 have no other guest to meet you, 
Bbt here alone I '11 tete-a-Uie you. 
Over a little attic feast. 
As ftill of cordial soul at least. 
As those where Delia met TibuUus, 
Or Lesbia wanton'd with Catullus.' 

I *11 sing you many a roguish somiec 
About it, at it, and upon it : 
And songs address'd, as if I loved. 
To all the girls with whom I 've roved. 
Come, pr'ytbee come, you '11 find me here, 
like Horace, waiting for his dear.* 
Tliere shall not be to-night, on earth. 
Two souls more elegant in mirth ; 
.And, though our hey-day passion 's fled. 
The ^jtirit of the love that 's dead 
Shall hover wanton o'er our head ; 
Like soub that round the grave will fly. 
In which their late posseason lie : 
And who, my pretty Julia, knows. 
Bat when our warm remembrance glows, 
The ghot^cfLom may act anew, * 
What Love wlkm timng used to do ! 



AN ODE UPON MORNING. 

TfTEM to me, love ! the morning rays 
Are glowing o'er thy languid charms ; 

Take one hiznrious parting gaxe, 
While yet I hnger in thine 



*T#ai long before the noon of night 
I stole into thy bosom, dear! 

And now the glance of dawning light 
Haa foond me still in dalliance here. 

Tom to me, love ! the trembling gleams 
Of mom along thy white neck stray ; 

Away, away, you envious beams, 
1 11 chaae you with my Ups away ! 

Oh ! is it not divine to think, — 
While all aroond were lull'd in nig^t 



1 
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Doo siM eandida peeH*. 

CaL Cann. uii. 



Ad 



poeDam 



Boetsm axpseto. 

/r»r. lib. {.latS. , 



While even the planets secm'd to wink/— 
We kept our vigils of delight ? 

The heart, that Uttle world of ours. 
Unlike the drowsy world of care. 

Then, then awaked its sweetest powers, 
And all was animation there ! 

Kiss nae once more, and then I fly. 
Our parting would to noon-day last ; 

There, close that languid tremUing eye, 
And sweetly dream of all the past ! 

As soon as Night shall fix her seal 
Upon the eyes and lips of men. 

Oh, dearest ! I will panting steal 
To nestle in thuM arms again ! 

Our joys shall take their stolen fli^t, 
Secret as those celestial spheres 

Which make sweet music all the night. 
Unheard by drowdf^ mortal «*••• * 



SONG.* 



Oh ! nothing in life can sadden us. 

While we have wine and good humour in store 
With this, and a little of love to madden us. 

Show me the fool that can labour for more t 
Come, then, bid Ganymede fill erery bowl for fbu^ 

Fill them up brimmers, and drink as I call : 
I 'm going to toast every nymph of my soul for yoo. 

Ay, on my soul, I'm in love with them all ! 

Dear creatures ! we can't live without them. 
They 're all that b sweet and seducing to man ! 

Looking, sighing about and about them. 
We dote on them, die for them, all that we eu. 

Here 's Phillis ! — whose innocem boeoni 

Is always sgog for some novel desires ; 
To-day to get lovers, to-morrow to lose 'em» 

Is all that the innocent Phillis requires. — 
Here 's to the gay little Jessy ! — ^who simpers 

So vastly good humour'd, whatever is done ; 
She 'D kiss you, and that without whining or whimpern. 

And do what you please with you — all out of fun 1 

Dear creitufes, ece* 

A bumper to Fanny ! — t know you will atom her, 

Because she *s a prude, and her nose is so curl'd ; 
But if ever you chatted with Fan in a comer, 

You *d say she 's the best little girl in the world !— 
Another to Lyddy !— still struggling with dnty. 

And asking her conscience still, "whether she 
« should ;" 
While her eyes, in the silent eonfessioa of beanty, 

Say, ** Only for gomeAiMg 1 eaitainly woold ." 

Dear creatures, etc 

Fin for Chloe ! — bowitchingly simple. 

Who angles the heart without knowing her lure ; 
Still wounding around with a bhish or a dimple. 

Nor seeming to feel that she also cooU erne !— 



1 There are many ■porious eopief of this loog in drenla 
tioo ; and it is onirefMllv attributed to a gentlemiui wbo hm 
oo more right than the Editor of these Poens to aay i 
whatever m the composition.— E. 



MOORE'S WORKb. 



Here *■ pioiu Soaaii ! — tHe saint, who alone, air, 
Could ever haye made me religioua outright : 

For had I auch a dear little saint of my dwn, dr, 
I *d pray on my knees to her half the- long night I 

Dear creatures, etc. 



CoMK tell me where the maid is found 
Whose heart can love without deceit, 

And I will range the world around, 
To sigh one moment at her feet. 

Oh ! tell me Where *8 her sainted home, 
What air receives her blessed sigh ; 

A pilgrimage of yean I 'U roam 
To catch one sparkle of her eye ! 

And, if her cheek be rosy bright, 
Wliile truth within her bosom lies, 

I *11 gaze upon her, mom and night. 
Till my heart leave me through my eyes ! 

Show me on earth a thing so rare, 

I *11 own all miracles are true ; 
To make one maid sincere and fidr. 

Oh ! 't is the utmost Heaven can do ! 



SONG.» 



SwxKTBST love ! I '11 not forget thee ; 

Time shall only teach my heart, 
Fonder, warmer, to regret thee. 

Lovely, gentle as thou art ! — 
Farewell, Bessy ! 

Yet, oh ! yet again we '11 meet, love, 
Aad repose our hearts at last : 

Oh ! sure, 't will then be sweet, love, 
Calm to think on sorrows past- 
Farewell, Bessy ! 

Yes, my girl, the distant blessing 
May n't be always sou^t in vain ; 

And the moment of possessing — 
Will 't not, love, repay our pain ?— 
Farewell, Bessy ! 

Still I feel my heart is breaking. 
When I think I stray from thee, 

Round the world that quiet seeking^ 
Which I fear is not for me ! — 
Farewell, Bessy ! . 

Calm to peace thy lover's bosom- 
Can it, dearest ! must it be? 

Thou within an hour shalt lose him, 
He for ever loses thee ! 
Fue well, Bessy ! 



SONG. 



Ir I swear by that eye, you '11 allow 
Its look is so shifting and new, 

1 All iImw lonfa wtre adapted to airs which Mr. Little 
comp o sed, and loinetimes sang, lor his frienda: tkia may 
account for the peculiarity of metre obeervaUe in many of 
them. — E. I 



That the oath I might take on it now 
The very next glance would undo I 

Those babies that nestle so sly 

Such different arrows have got. 
That an oath, on the glance of an eye 

Such as yours, may be off in a shot ! 

Should I swear by the dew on your lip, 
Though each moment the treasure renewi^ 

If my constancy wishes to trip, 
I may kiss off the olUi when I choose ! 

Or a sigh may disperse from that flower 
The dew and the oath that are there I 

And I 'd make a new vow every hour, 
To lose them so sweetly in air ! 

But clear up that heaven of your brow. 

Nor fancy my faith is a feather ; 
On nyr heart I will pledge you my vow. 

And they both must be broken togenbtt i 



JUUA'S IQSS. 

Whkn infant Blifes in rose» slept, 
Cupid upon his slumber crept ; 
And, while a balmy sigh he stole, 
Eihaling from the infant's soul. 
He smiling said, ** With this, with thk 
ril scent my Julia's burning kiss !" 

Nay, more ; he stole to Venus' bed» 
Ere yet the sanguine flush had fled* 
Which Love's divinest, dearest flame 
Had kindled through her panting fVame. 
Her soul still dwelt on memory's themea. 
Still floated in voluptuous dreams; 
And every joy she felt before 
In slumber now was acting o'er. 
Fr6m her ripe lips, which seem'd to thiill 
As in the war of kisses still. 
And amorous to each other dnn^ 
He stole the dew that trembling hong. 
And smiUng aaid, ** With this, with this 
I'll bathe my Julia's burning kiss !" 



TO 



Revvmbkr him thou leavest behind, - 
Whose heart is warmly bound to thee. 

Close as the tenderest links can Had 
A heart as warm as heart can be. 

Oh ! I had long in freedom roved. 
Though many seem'd my soul to shaie ; 

'T was passion jvhen I thought I loved, 
'T was fancy when I thought them fkk. 

E'en she, my Muse's early theme. 
Beguiled me only while she warm*d ; 

'T was young desire that fed the dream. 
And reason broke what passion ibmi'd. 

But thou— ah ! better had it been 
If I had still in freedom roved» 



VkTLE 



•8 POEMS. 



If I had ne'er thy beaodet leen, 
For then I never ■hoold have loved ! 

Then all the pain which loven feel 
Had never to my heart been known ; 

Bat, ah ! the joya which loven steal. 
Should they have ever been my own ? 

Oh! tniat me, when I swear thee this, 
Dearest ! the pain of loving thee, 

The very pain, is sweeter bliss 
Than passion's wildest ecstasy ! 

Tliat little cage I would not part. 
In which my soul is prison'd now. 

For the most light and winged heart 
That wantons on the passing vow. 

Still, my beloved ! still keep in mind. 
However far removed from me. 

That there is one thou leaveat behind 
Whose heart respires for only thee ! 

kndf though ungenial ties have bound 

Thy &te unto another's care, 
rhat arm, which clasps thy bosom round. 

Cannot confine the heart that *s there. 

Ko, no ! that heart is only mine. 

By ties all other des above, 
for I have wed it at a shrine 

Where we have had no priest but Love ! 



^— SONG 

Fja from the world, O Bessy ! to me, 

TUoa'lt never find any sincerer ; 
r]l give up the world, O Bessy ! for thee, 

I ean never meet any that 's dearer! 
Then tell nie no more, with a tear and a sigh. 

That our loves will be oensured by many ; 
AU, all have their follies, and who will deny 

"Iliat ours is the sweetest of any? 

I When your lip has met mine, in abandonment sweet, 
) Have we felt as if virtue forbid it 7— r 
^ve we felt as if Heaven denied them to meet?— 

No, rather *t was Heaven that did it ! 
80 innocent, love ! is the pleasure we ajp, 

80 little of guilt is there in it, 
Tliat I wish all my errors were lodged on your lip. 
And Fd kiss them away in a minute ! 

Tlien come to your lover, oh ! fly to his shed, 

Frcmi a worid whidi I know thou despisest ; • 
And slumber will hover as light on our bed. 

As e'er on the couch of the wisest ! j 

And when o'er oar pillow the tempest is driven, 

And thou, pretty innocent ! fearest, 
FU tall thee, it is not the chiding of I^ven, 

'TIS only oar lullaby, dearest ! 

Andf oh ! when we lie on our death-bed, my love ! 

Looking back on the scene of our errois, 
A sigh fiom my Bessy shall plead then abo^. 

And Death be disarm'd of his terrors ! 
And each to the other embracing will say, 

** Farewell! let us hope we're foifiven !' 



Thy last fading gUnce will illumine the way, 
And a kiss be our passport to heaven ! 



SONG. 



Think on that look of bun id ray. 
Which for a moment mix'd with miney 

And for that moment seem'd 19 say, 
**I dare not, or I would be thine !" 

Think, think on every smile and glance. 
On all thou hast to charm and move ; 

And then forgive my bosom's trance. 
And tell me 't is not sin to love ! 

Oh ! no< to love thee were the sin ; 

For sure, if Heaven's decrees be done, 
Thou, thou art destined still to win, 

As I was destined to be won ! 



^ SONG 

A CAPTIVE thus to thee, my girl. 
How sweetly shall I pass my sge. 

Contented, like the pla^ul squirrel. 
To wanton up and down my cage. 



it 



When Death shall envy joy like this. 
And come to shade oar sunny weadier, 

Be our last sigh the sigh of bliss. 
And both our souls exhale together ! 



i»» 



THE CATALOGUE. 

** CoMK, tell me," says Rosa, as, kisnng and kiss*d. 

One day she reclined on my breast ; 
** Come, tell me the number, repeat me the list 

Of the nymphs you have loved and caress'd.**-* 
Oh, Rosa ! 't was only my fancy that roved. 

My heart at the moment was free ; 
But I'll tell thee, my girl, how many I've loved. 

And the number shall finish with thee ! 

My tutor was Kitty ; in infancy wild 

She taught me the way to be blest ; 
She taught me to love her, I loved like a child. 

But Kitty oould fancy the rest 
This lesson of dear and enrapturing lore 

I have never forgot, I allow ; 
I have had it by rote very oflen before, 

But never by heart until now ! 

Pretty Martha was next, and my soul was all flame^ 

But my head was so full of romance, 
Tliat I fancied her into some qhivalry dame. 

And I was her knight of the lance ! 
But Martha was not of this fknciful school. 

And she laogh'd at her poor little knight ; 
While I thought her a goddess, she thought me a foo^ 

And I'll swear die vras most in the right. 

My soul was now calm, till, by Cloris's looks. 

Again I was tempted to rove ; 
But Cloris, I found, was so learned in books» 

That she gave me more logic than love ! 



1 



«88 



MOORE'S wo; 




80 1 left tbia young Sappho, and haaten'd to fly 
To thoae sweeter logicians in bliss, 

Who argue the point with a soul-telling eye, 
And convince us at once with a kiss ! 

Oh ! Susan was then all the world unto mo, 

But Susan was piously given; 
And the woist of it was, we could never agree 

On the road that was shoitest to beayen ! 
** Oh, Susan I" Vre said, in the moments of mirth, 

** What 's devotion to thee or to me 7 
I devoutly believe there^s a heaven on earth. 

And believe that that heaven *s in thee!" 



A FRAGMENT. 
TO 



*Tis night, the spectred hour is nigh ! 
Pensive I hear the iiiD|ting blast 
Passing, with sad Bepcnlhral sigh. 
My lyre that hangs neglected by, # 
And seems to mourn for pleasures past ! 
That lyre was once attuned for thee 
To many a lay of fond delight. 
When all thy days were given to me,' 
JlLi^yniine was every blissful night. 
|HoW oft I*ve laaguish'd by diy side, 
^Ind while my heait*s huuriant tide 
Ran in wild riot through my veins, 
Fve waked such sweetly-maddening strains, 
As if by inspiration's fire 
My soul was Uended with my lyre ! 
Oh ! while in every fainting note 
We heard the soul of passion float 
While in thy blue dissolving glance, 
Tve raptured read thy bosom's trance, 
Pve sung and trembled, kiss'd and song; 
Till, as we mingle breath with breath. 
Thy burning kisses parch my tongue. 
My hands drop listless on the lyre» 
And, murmuring like a swan in death, 
Upon thy bosom I expire ! 
Yes, I indeed remember well 
Those hours of pleasure past and o er 
Why have I lived their sweets to teU f 
To tell, but never fed them more ! 
I should have died, have sweetty died. 
In one of those impassion*d dreams, 
When languid, sUent on thy breast. 
Drinking thine eyes* delicious beams, 
My soul has flutter'd from its nest. 
And on thy lip just parting sigh*d ! 
Oh ! dying thus a death of love, 
To heaven how dearly should I go ! 
He well might hope for joys above. 
Who had begun them here below ! 



SONG. 



Wrkex is the nymph, whose axure eye 
Can shine through rapture's tear? 

The sun has sunk, the moon is high. 
Ana vet she comes not here ! 



Was that her footstep on the hill— * 
Her voice upon the gale ?— 

No ; t* was the wind, and all is stiUt 
Oh, maid of Marlivale 1 

Come to me, love, I've wander*d fiuv 
'Tis past the promised hour : 

Come to me, love, the twilight star 
Shall guide thee to my bower. 



SONG. 



When Tune, who steals our years away. 
Shall steal our pleasures too. 

The memory of tlie past will sUy, 
And half our joys renew. 

Tlien, Chloe, when thy beauty's flower 

Shall feel the wintry air. 
Remembrance will recall the hour 

When thou alone wert fiur ! 

Then talk no more of future gloom ; 

Our joys shall always last ; 
For hope shall brighten days to eota^ 

And memory gild the past. 

Come, Chloe, fill the genial bowl, 

I drink to love and thee : 
Thou never canst decay in soul, 

Thou*h still be young for 



And, as thy lips the tear-drop chase 

Which on my cheek they find. 
So hope shall steal away the trace 

Which sorrow leaves behind ! 

Then fill the bowl>-«way with gloom! 

Our joys shall always last ; 
For hope diBll brighten days to come, 
. And memory gild the past ! 

But mark, at thought of fbture years 

When love shall lose its soul. 
My Chloe drops her timid tears, 

lliey mingle with my bowl ! 

How like this bowl of wine, my fkir, 

Our I6Ving lifb shall fleet ; 
Though tears may sometimes mmgle diere. 

The draught will still be sweet ! 

Then fill the bowl— away with gloom ! 

Our joys shall always last ; 
For hope will brighten days to come. 

And memory gild the past ! 



THE SHRINE. 



TO 



Mr iaies had destined me to rove 
A long, long pilgrimage of love; 
Aiid many an ahar on my way 
Has lured my- pious sbeps to stay ; 
For, if the saint was young and Air, 
I tum*d and sung my vespers there. 



LITTLE*6 POEMS. 



Thit» fiWB a yoB^ftil pilgrim*! five, 
b whai yoar pratty wiatt require : 
To poM, nor tell a •ingle betdf 
With them weald he prijfanie indeed! 
Buti^rust mCf all tbia young devotion. 
Was but to keep my zeal in motion ; 
And, every hunMer attar past, 
I now hafe reached "uz shbink at laat ! 



REUBEN AND ROSE. 

A TALC OP ftOMANCC. 

Thk darimeas which hung upon Willomberg's walls 
Has long been remembered with awe and divnay ! 

For years not a sunbeam had play'd in its haUs, 
And it seem'd aa shut out from the regions of day : 

Though the valleys were brighten'd by many a beam. 
Yet none could the woods of the castle illume ; 

And the lightning which flash'd on the neighboiiring 
stream 
Flew back, as if fearing to enter the gloom! 

** Oh ! when shall this horrible darimess disperse ?** 
Said Willumberg's lord to the seer of the cate; — 

**& can never dispel," said the wizard of verse, 
*'Till the bright star of chivah7*s sunk in the waw !" 

And who was the bright star of chivalry then ? 

Who could be but Reuben, the flower of the age ? 
For Reuben was first in the combat of men. 

Though Youth had scarce written his name on her 
page. 

For Willumherg'a daiigfaler hia boeom had bei^ 
For Rose, who wae bright as the spirit of dawn. 

When with wand droppingdianuNidii, aod silvery feet, 
h walka o'er the flowers of the moontainaBd lawn! 

Most Rose, thea, fioesi Reaben lo iatally aev^r? 

Sad, sad were the words of the man in the caye^ 
Tliat darimess ahouUl covei the castle lor evert 

Or Reuben be sunk in the mercilese wave ! 



She flew to the wisard — ** And tell me, oh tell! 

Shall my Reuben no more be restored to 
eyes ?••— 
" Yea, yes — when a spirit shall toll the great bell 

Of the mouldering abbey, your Reuben shall 



my 



i»» 



Twice, thrice he repeated, ** Your Reuben shall rise !" 
And Rose felt a moment's release from her pain ; 

She w^>ed, while she listen'd, the tears from her eyes, 
And she hoped she might yet see her hero again ! 

Her hero could smile at the terrors of death. 
When he felt that he died for the sire of his Rose ! 

To the Oder he flew, and there plunging beneath, 
In the lapse of the billows soon (bond his 



How strangely the order of destiny fidb! 

Not long in the waters the warrior lay. 
When a sunbeam was seen to gknoe over dw walls, 

And the castle of Willumberg bask*d in the zay ! 

AB, an hot the aoiil oCthe maid waa in light. 

There sorrow and teiTor lay gloomy and blank: 

Two daya Md ahe wander, and all the long night. 

In qneat of her love on the wide river*! hank 

SO • 



Oft, oft did she pause foi the toll of the bell, 
And she heard but the breathings of night in the 
air; 

Long, long did she gaae on the watery swell. 
And she saw but the foam of the white billow there. 

And often as midnight its veil would undiaw. 
Am she look'd at the light of the moon in the stream, 

She thought *t waa hia hehnet of stiver she saw. 
As the curl of the surge glitter'd high in the beam. 

4nd now the third night vraa begemming the sky. 
Poor Rose on the cold dewy maigem rediaed. 

There wept till the tear almost froxe in her eye. 
When,— hark ! — 't waa the bell that came deep in 
the wind ! 

She startled, and saw, throagh the glinuaering shade, 
A form o*er the waters in majesty glide ; 

She knew 't was her love, though his cheek waa 
decay*d. 
And hia helmet of ailver waa wash'd by the tide. 

Waa this what the seer of the cave had foaatold 7 — 
Dim, dim thrpugh the p|iantom the moon shot a 
gleam; 

*T was Reuben, but ah ! he was deathly and cold, 
And flitted away like the spell of a dream? 

Twice, thrice did he rise, and aa often she thought 
From the bank to embrace him, hut never, ah ! 
never ! 

Then springing beneadi, at a billow she caug^ 
And sunk to repose on its bosom for ever! 



THERINa* 

A TAUE. 
Amrahw IDe vW^OeM. jSmer. Mb. iL si«. IM* 



The happy day at length arrived 
When Rupert was to wed 

The direst maid in Saxony, 
And take her to his bed. 

Aa soon aa mom was in the sky, 
The fbast and sports began ; 

Hie men admired the happy maid, 
The maids the happy man. 

In many a sweet device of mirth 
Hie day was paaa'd along ; 

And some the featly dance amoaed, 
And some the dulcet song. 



1 I ihoald be sorry to think Chat ny fl^snd had any ssri- 
oos inteoUona or frifbteoiog the Booary by this itory: I 
rather bops-— thoogh the manoer of it lead* me to douM— 
that his design was to ridieuie that dbtempered laate whieh 
prefers those monster* of the hnej lo the **s p e ei o sa mir^ 
cola" of true poetio imagination. 

I find, by a note ia the BBaonuripl, that he met with this 
Itory io a German author, FaoMMAii upon FkMdnnUtmf 
book iii. part. vi. ohap. 18. On conraltiog the work, I per- 
ceive that Fromnan qootes it from Beniaasasis, among 
y other stories eqaaflj diaboHsal and ^aMwwe&aMv-^ 
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The younger maids >vith babel 

I>iqx>rted throagh die bowen^ 
And deck*d ber robe, and crown'd her bead 

With motley bridal flowen. 

The matrons all in rich attire, 

Whhm the castle walk, 
8ai listeitinf to the choral straine 

Thai eche'd throngh the balk. 

Ymmg Rupert and his friends repair'd 

Unto a qiacious court, 
To strike the bounding tenni»4iall 

In feat and manly sport. 

Hie bridegroom on his finger had 

The wedding-ring so bright, 
WUdi was to grace the hly hand 

Of Isabel that 



And fearing he might break th&genv 

Or lose it in the play. 
He look'd around the court, to see 
^ Where be the ring might lay. 

Now in the court a statue stood, 
Which there fhll long had been ; 

It was a heathen goddess, or 
Perhaps a heathen queen. 

Upon its marUe finger then 

He tried the ring to fit ; 
And, thinking it was safest there. 

Thereon he fastened it. 

And now the tennis sports went on. 

Till they were wearied all. 
And messengers announced to them 
' Tlmr dinner fat the ball. 

Toong Rupert for his wedding-ring 

Unto the statue went ; 
But, oh ^ how was he shock*d to hai 

TIm marble finger bent 1 

The hand was dosed upon the ring 
With firm and migh^ clasp ; 

In Tain be tried, and tried,, and tried. 
He could not loose the grasp ! 

How sore surprised was Rupert's mind« 
As well his mind might be ; 

'*ril come,^' quoth he, ** at night again* 
When none are here to see." 



He went unto the feast, and much 
He thought upon his ring ; 

And much be wonder'd what could 
So Tery strange a thing ! 

The feast was e'er, and to the court 

He went without delay, 
Resolved to break the maihle hand, 

And force the ring away ! 

But mark a stranger wonder still — 
The ring was there no more ; 

Yet was the marble hand ungrasp'd. 
And open as before ! 



He seaich'd the base, and all the comt. 

And nothing could be find. 
But to the ca^e did return 

With sore bewilder*d mind. 

Within he found them all in mirth, * 

The night in dancing flew ; 
The youth another ring procured, 

And none the adventure knew."^ 

And now the priest has join'd their hmdst 

Hm hours of love advance ! 
Rupert alinoet forgets to think 

Upon the mom's mwrili^iM**. 

Within the bed fair Isabel 

In blushing sweetness lay. 
Like flowen hal^pen'd by the dtwn^ 

And waiting for the day. 

And Rupert, by ber lovely side, 

In youthful beauty glows, 
Lifte Phcebus, when he bends to caat 

Ris beams upon a rose ! 

And here my song should leave thm both. 

Nor let the rest be told. 
But foir the horrid, horrid tale 

It yet has to unfold ! 



Soon Rupert 'twizt his bride and Urn, 
A death-cold carcase found ; 

He saw it not, but thought he felt 
Its arms embrace him round. 

He started up, and then retnni'd, 
But ftund the phantom still; 

In vain he shrwik, it clipp'd him roundt 
With damp and deadly cUll! 

And when he bent, the earthy lips 
A kiss of horror gave ; 
'T was like the smell horn chamd vniliB, 
Or fVom the moaldering grave ! 

ni-fiited Rupert ! wild and loud 
Thou criedst to thy wife, 

**Oh! save me fVom this herrid fiends 
My Isabel ! my life !" 

But Isabel had nothing seen, 

She look'd around in vain ; 
And much she moum'd the mad conceit 

That rack'd her Rupert's brain. 

At length from this invisible 
These words to Rupert came ; 

(Oh Gfiod ! while he did bear the woide» 
What terrors shook his fVwne !) 

** Husband! husband! I've the ring 

Thou gavest to^y to me ; 
And thou 'rt to me for ever ¥red. 

As I am wed to thee !" 

And all the night the demon lay 

Cold-chilling by his side, 
And strained him with such deadly 9«ep, 

He thought he ahoukl have died ' 



LITTLE'S POfeBfS. 



M 



But wbea Uie dawa of day waa 

The boirid phantom ied. 
And left the affrighted youth to weep 

By babel in hed. 

All, all that day a gloomy cloud 
Waa oeen oil Bnpeit'a facowa ) 

Fkir Imbel waa likewiae aad, 
But atroTe to eheer her ipouae. 

And, aa the day advaneed, he thought 
Of eomiBg m§^ with fear : 

Ah ! that he must with terror view 
The bed that ahoold be dear ! 

At length tb6 aecond night arrired, 
Again their couch they premM ; 

Poor Rupert hoped that aU waa o'er, 
And look'd for Ioto and 



But oh ! wlien midnight canfe, ag^ 
The fiend waa at hii aide, * 

Aiid, aa it atrain'd him in ita gaapi 
With howl exulting cried, — 

^Huaband! huaband! IWe the ring. 
The ring thou gaveat to me ; 

And thou *rt to me for ever wed, 
Aa I am wed to thee I" 

In agoiiy of wild deapair, 

He ftarted from tho bed ; 
And thna to hb bewildered wi^ 

Tlie tttomfaling Rupert aaid : 



"Oh babel! doat thou not 
A shape of horron here, 

lliat itraina me to the deadfy 
And keepa ifle from my dear T* 

" No, BO, ny love ! my Rupert, I 

No shape of horror aee ; 
And much I mourn the phanlaay 

That keepa my dear from me !" 

T\m mi^juat like the night befori^ 

In terrora pam'd away. 
Nor did the demon vanish thence 

Before the dawn of day. 

Saya Rupert then, ** My babel; 

Dear partner of my woe, 
To Father Austin's holy cave 

Thia insCant will I go/ 



»» 



Now Anstin waa a reverend man. 
Who acted wondroua maint, 

Whom alH^mnntry round beUereif 
AdevUWBEm! 

To Father Auatin'a holy cave 
Then Rupert went full strught. 

And told him all, and aak'd him how 
To remedy Ua fkte. 

Hie fktber heard dw yontfi, and than 

Retired«9vhile to pray ; 
And, hivinf prayed for half an how, 

Ralum'd, and thna did my : 



" There ia a phoe where four roada meet^ 

WhichlwaiteUtothee; 
Be there this eve, at fall of night, 

And list what diou shalt aee. 

Thou *lt aee a group of figurm pam 

In strange disorder'd crowd, 
TVav'ling by torch-ligfat throngh the roadaj 

With nolaea atrange and loud. 

And one that *s high above the rest^ 

Terrific towering o'er. 
Will make thee know him at a ^anoOf 

So I need my no more. 

To him from me these tablets give, 

They '11 soon be understood ; 
Thou deed*st not fbar, iwt give them straight, 

I 'to acrawl'd them with my blood !" 

The night-fan came, and Rupert all 

In pale amazement went 
To where the cross-roads met, and he 

Waa by the father sent * 

And lo ! a gttfap of H^ta^ eame 

In strange diiorder'd crowd, 
TVay'ling by torch-light throu^ the road% 

Wttk noises strange and loud. 

And aa the gloomy tntin adtaoosd,- 

Rupeit beheld from far 
A female form of wanton mien 

Seated upon a car. 

And Rupert, aa he gaxed upon 

The looeely-«ve8ted dame. 
Thought of die marble statae'a look, 

For here waa juat the same. 

Behind her walk'd a hideoua fonfi. 

With eye-balb flaahing death ; 
Whene'er be bieath'd, a aulphured smoke 

Game burning in his breath ! 

Ho aeem*d the first of all the crowd 

Terrific towering o'er ; 
"Yea, yea," said Rupert, ** thia ia he. 

And I need aak no more." 

Tlien alow he went, and to thla ilend 

The tablte trembling gave, 
Who look'd and read them with a yell 

That would diaturb the grave. 

Aad when he mw the blood-acrawl'd name, 

Hia^yea with fury ahine ; 
" I thou|^" crfes he, ** his time wn o«t< 

But he must soon be mine !" 

Then darting at the youth a look. 

Which rent his aouf with fear. 
He vrent unto the fbmale fiend. 

And whisper*d in her ear. 

The female fiend no aooner heard^ ^ 

Tlian, with relucunt look. 
The very ring that Rnpert loot 

She from ]>ar inger teoh-v 
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And, giTifig it unto the youth, 
With eyes that breathed of heH, 

She said in that tremendous Toioe 
Which he remembered well : 

** In Austin's iiame take back the ring, 
The ring thou gayest to me ; 

And thou *it to me no longer wed, 
Nor longer I to thee.'* 

He took the ring, the rabble pass'd, 

He home retom'd again ; 
His wife was then the happiest 

The happiest he of men. 



SONG. 

ON TUB BIRTH-DAT OF WSa : 

WEITTBlf IN nXLAHD. 

Or all my happiest hours of joy, 
And eten I have had my measure, 

When heaits were full and eveiy eye 
Has kindled with the beams of pleerare ! 

Such hours as this I ne'er was given. 
So dear to friendship, so dear to blisses ; 

Young Love himself looks down fhnn heaTtn, 
To smile oh such a day as this is ! 

Hien, oh ! my friends, this hour improve. 
Let 's feel as if we ne'er could sever ! 

And may the birth of her we love 
Be thus with joy remember'd ever ! 

(Hi! banish every thought to-night, 
Which could disturb our souls' communion * 

Abandon'd thus to dear delight, 
We 'U e'en for once forget tlie Union ! 

Ob that let statesmen try their powersf 
And tremble o'er the ri|^ they 'd die ibr; 

The union of the soul be ours. 
And every union else we sigh for ! 

Then, oh ! my fViends, this hour improve. 
Let 's feel as if we ne'er could sever ; 

And may the biith of her we love 
Be thus with joy remember'd ever ! 

In every eye around I mark 

The feelings of the heart o'e r fl o w lu g, 
Fh>m evoy soul I catch the spark 

Of sympathy in friendship glowing ! 

Oh ! could such moments ever fly ; 

Oh ! that we ne'er were doom'd te loet 'em ; 
And all as bright as Charlotte's eye, 

And all as pure as Charlotte's bosom. 

But oh ! my friends, this hour improve, 
Let 's feel as if we ne'er tould sever ; 

And may the birth of her we love 
Be thus with joy remembered ever * 

For Hie, whate'er my span of yean, 
Whatever sun nay light my reviag ; 



Whether I waste my liie IB tears, 
Or live, as now, for mii^ aoiid loving ! 

This day shall come with aspect kind. 
Wherever Fate may cast your rover ; 

He 'U think of those be left behiiid. 
And drink a health te blisathst'e ever I 



Then, oh ! my friends, this hour improve, 
Let 's feel as if we ne'er could sever; 

And may the birth of her we lev<e 
Be thus with joy iwnemhar'd «v«vJ 



TO A BOY, WITH A WATCH. 

WEITTglf FOR A FEISND. 

Is it not sweet, beloved youth, 
To rove through erudition's bovren, 

And cull the golden fruits of truth. 
And gather fancy's brilliant flowers 7 



A|id is it not more sweet thm 

To feel thy parems' hearts approviag^ 
And pay them back in sums of bliss 

The dear, the endless debt of loving T 

It must be so to thee, my youth; 

With this idea toti is h^tsr; 
'This sweetens all the fruits of truth. 

And makes the flowers of ftmey 



The little gifl we send thee, boy, 
May sometimes teach thy soul to ponder 

If indolence or syren joy 
Should ever tempt that soul to vrander. 

T will tell thee that the winged day 
Can ne'er be chain'd by man's 

That life and time shall fade away, 
While becvBB and virtue bloom fer 



FRAGMENTS OF COLLEGE EXERCISES 
Nobilitaa tola est atqos uaisa vhtns. Jm 

Mark those proud boaaten of a splemfid line, 
Like gilded ruins, mouldering while they shinOy 
How heavy sits that weight of alien show, 
Like martial helm upon an infant's brow ; 
Those borrow'd splendours, whose contrasting ii ^ 
Throws back the native shades in deeper nighL 

Ask the proud train who glory's shade pursue. 
Where are the arts by which that |flfi^ grew 7 
The genuine virtues that with 6aglf||aze 
Sought young Renown in all her orient blase f 
Where is the heart Iqr chymio truth refined, 
The exploring soul, whose eye had read mayiWii nt f 
Where are the links that twined with heavenly nit. 
His country's interest round the patriot's heart 7 
Where is the tongue that scatter'd words of fire t 
The spirit breathing through the poet's lyre 7 
Do these descend with »11 that tide offiune 
^Vhich vainly waters an unfruitful name? 
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DuUa Dili in annii relinqaitur ipM. Zivy. 

• • • « 

Is tuera no call, no conaecrating caoae, 
ApproTod by Heaven, ordainM by Natare*a lawa, 
Where joadce fliea the herald of our way. 
And tnith'a pore beama upon the bannen play 7 

Tea, there's a oall, aweet as an angel*a breath 
To alombering bebea, or innocence in dbath ; 
And urgent as the tongue of heaven within. 
When the mind'a balance tremblea upon sin. 

Oh ! 't ia our countiy'a voioe, whose chdms ahould 

meet 
An echo in the soul's most deep retrast ; 
Along the heait'a reaponding atring ahould mn^ 
Nor let a tone there vibrate— but the one ! 



SONG.* 



Makt, I beliered thee true. 
And I was bleat in thw believing ; 

But now I mourn that e'er I knew 
A girl ao &ir end ao deceiviog ! 

Few have ever loved like me«— 
Oh! I have loved thee too HBeerely ! 

And Ibw have e'erdeoeived like theer— . 
Alas ! deceived me too aeverely ! 

Fare thee well! jrec think awhile 

On one whoae boaoa bleeda to doabc thee ; 
Who now would rather tniat that amile. 

And die with thee, than live without thee ! 

Fare thee well ! I 'D think of thee, 
llien leavest me many a Utter toknn ; 

For aee, diatraeting woman ! see, 
My peace ia gone^ my heait is bnikiBn ! 
Fare thee well! 



SONG. 



Why doea azure deck the aky ? 

*T ia to be like thy eyea of blue ; 
Why ia red the rose'a dye 7 

Because it ia thy bluah's hue. 
All that's fair, by Love's decree, 
Haa been made reaemhling thee ! 

Why ia &lling snow so white. 
But to be like thy bosom fair 7 

Why are solar beams so bright 7 
That they may seem thy golden hair ! 

All that 'a bright, by Love's decree. 

Has been ifiade resembling thee ! 

Why are Nature's beauties felt 7 
Oh ! 't is thine in her we aee ! 

Why has orasic power to meh 7 
Oh! beeanae it speaka like thee. 

An that 'a sweet, by Love's decree, 

Has been made resembling thee ! 



1 I baBsvs thess words wsis adtptad by Mr. LitUa to the 
^thade Seoich air '• Oalla Water.'*— B. 



MORALITY. 
A FAMILIAR EPISTLE. 



E. X. A. 



ADDRXMKD TO J. AT— NS— N, ESQ. 

Thouoh long at school and college, dodng 
On books of rtiyme snd books of prosing, 
And copying from their moral pages 
Fine recipes for forming sagea ; 
Though long with those divines at achool. 
Who think to make us good by rale ; 
Who, in metbodio forms advaacitig. 
Teaching monUity like dancing. 
Tell ua, for Heaven or money'a sake. 
What if^v we arethrooghUfe to tilw : 
Tbotigli thus, my fHend, so long emp]oy'd« 
And ao much mkteigfat oil deatroy'd, 
I must confess, my searchea pest, 
• 1 «ily leamM to dotiU at last 

I find the doctors and the aagea 

Have differed in all climes and agea, 

And two in fifty scarce agree 

On what ia pure morality ! 

'T is like the rainbow's shifting sons. 

And every vision makes its own. 

The doctors of the Porch advise. 
As modes of being great and wise. 
That we should cease to own or know 
The luzuries that from feeling flow. 

" RensoE alone must claim direction. 
And Apefthy's the soul's perfection. 
Like s dull lake the heart must Ue ; 
Nor passion's gals nor pleasure's sifl^ 
Though heaven the breeze, the breath snppUoda 
Must curl the wa^ or swcJl the tide !" 



Such was the rigid Zeno's plan 

To form his philosophic man ; 

Such were the modes he taught mankind 

To weed the garden of the mind ; 

They tore away tome weedtf 't is true. 

But all the jCoi^frf were ravish'd too ! 

Now listen to the wily strains. 

Which, on Cyren^'s sandy plains. 

When Pleaaure, nymph with loosen'd sons, 

Usurp'd the philosophic throne ; 

Hear what the courtly aage'a tongue* 

To hia surrounding pupils sung : 

** Fleaaure's the only noble end 
To which all human powers should tend. 
And Virtue gives her heavenly lore. 
But to make Pleasure please us more ! 
Wisdom and she were both design'd 
To make the senses more refined, 
That man might revel, free fVom cloying. 
Then most a sage, when most enjoying !" 



1 Tbs geoUeman to whom this poem ia addresnd. is tbs 
author ofsome estasmod works, aiid was Mr. Littl«*i most 
particular friend. 1 have bearo Mr. Little verj frequently 
speak of him at one in whom ** the elements were so mix- 
ed^** that neither in his head nor heart had nators IsA any 
eieney. — E. 

9 Arislippos. 








Bj BaKftm. «ppiot«d, to 



Oil! wiMlNoMcndw 
noHnf wkfam Ae dimpM 
WluleNatave, 




Hum I, wUi ooM 
Biplorad die dbdrwt of thoM nj«T 
No, pedftHta, I k«ira left to jwi 
Miedy to eepente bne from boe : 
Go, ghre thet momeiit op to eit, 
Wbeo HetTOB tnd Nature ckim die iMUt; 
And dull to eU tlfeeir beet attnetioB, 
anglm cf r^netim .' 



Nl< 

tke 



dey-beam u a gfamoe 
eyeof Hjbb above, 
wodd widi looka of loTO ! 



THE NATAL GENIUS. 
A DSKAM. 
> » vms HoftNUio or mut METH-iuf 

Mm wmtnniif elBBHbefe oi die Btg^ht, 
I diOBBi'd I wee tbe eiiy qwite 
TWt oo thj ■Btal eMMeeBC flnBOed t 
wog^ I wafted on my wing 
flowen wbieb in Elyviiim springs 
To crown my lofoly moital cbild. 

WiA oEve-brandi I boond tby bead, 
~ along tby patb I abed, 

to bloom tbroogb all diy yoen | 
Nor yet dU I forget to bind 
l^iive's roeea, witb hie myrtle twined. 
And dew*!! by qrwpefhfific teen. 



I die wild but preeioQa boon, 
Wbicb Fkncy, at ber magic noon, 
Btele me to Nona*8 image pay~ 
Ok! wcioI,lovo,dHwdoQm*dtobe 
TI^Mnkgnnidmndeiiy, 

tbyaiepardidny! 



Tl^ life aboold aoftly ateal along^ 
Gahn ae eoane lonely abepheid'a aoi« 

TWi 'a kanid atdalanoe in tbe grove ; 
No dood abonld ever abode tby aky. 
No tbona along tby pathway lie, 

Bet all be annriiinw, peooe, and love 



Tlqr dewy lip*a 

To bid is raeee witeiiv die ; 
Nor age itaelQ tbooi^ dim and daifc, 
Sbonld over qnencb a aingle apnk 

Tbrt flndwa ftom my Nona*a ey» f 



THE liOYES OF THE ANOELS. 



PREFACE. 

Tint Po«n, toDiewhat different m fonn, and mnch 
more UmiWd in extent, wu originally designed aa an 
•piaode for a work about which I haTe been, at inter- 
Tab, employed daring the laat two yearw. Some 
montha ainoe, however, I found that my friend Lord 
Byron had, by an accidental coincidence, cboaen the 
aame anfagect for a drama ; and aa I could not but £eel 
the dtaadrantage of coming after ao forraidabLe a 
rival, I thought it beat to publiah my bumble aketch 
immediately, with auch alterationa and additiona aa I 
had time to make, and thua, by an earlier appearance 
in the Uterary hoiixon, give myaelf the chance of what 
aatronomen call an Hetiaotd risingt before the lumi- 
nary, in whoee light I was to be loat, should appear. 

Aa olgectiona may be made, by peraons whoae 
opiniona I reapect, to the aelection of a sulgect of 
thia nature from the Scripture, I think it right to re- 
mark that, in point of fact, the aubject ia not acrip- 
tural — the notion upon which it ia founded (that of 
Che love of angela for women) having originated in 
an erroneoua translation by the LXX, of that vem 
in the sixth chapter of Genests, upon which the sole 
authority for the fable rests.' The foundation of my 
atory, therefore, has as little to do with Holy Writ aa 
have the dreams of the later Platonists, or the reve- 
ries of the Jewish divines ; and, in appropriating the 
notion thua to the uses of poetry, I have done no 
more than eatabliah it in that region of fiction, to 
which the opiniona of the most rational Fathers, and 
of all other Christian theologians, have long ago oon- 
aignedit. 

In addition to the fitneaa of the anlgect for poetry, 
it atmck me alao aa capable of affording an aUegori- 
oal medium, through which might be shadowed out 
(aa I have endeavoured to do in the following stories,) 
the fall of the aoul from ita original purity--the loss 
of light and happineaa which it auffers, in the punuit 
of thia workTa perishable pleasures — and the punish- 
menta, both from conacience and divine justice, with 
i%hich impurity, pride, and presumptuous inquiry into 
the awful aecreta of God, are sure to be visited. The 
beautiful story of Cupid and Payche owes its chief 
unarm to thia aort of " veiled meaning,** and it haa 
been my wish (however I may have fkiled in the at* 
lempt) to communicate the aame moral intereat to 
the following pagea. 



THE LOVES OF THE ANGELS. 

'TwAf when the world waa in ita prime. 
When the fieah stan had juat begun 

Their race of glory, and young Tfasie 
ToU his tint binh-daya by the aun ; 
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When, in die light of Nature a dawn 

Bejoicing, men and ang^js met 
On the high hill and aunny lawn,— 
Ere Sorrow came, or Sin had drawn 

*Twixt man and Heaven her curtain yet ! 
When earth lay nearer to the aides 

Than in these days of crime and woe. 
And moitala aaw, without aoiprise, 
In the mid aiz, angelic eyes 

Gazing upon this worid below. 
Alas, that passion should prolkne, 

Even then, that morning of the earth ! 
T^t, aadder still, the &tal atain 

Should fall on heaita of heavenly birth— 
And oh, that stain ao dark should fall 
From woman*a love, most sad of all! 

One evening, in that time of bloom, 

On a hill*s side, where hung the ray 
Of aunaet, aleeping in perfume. 

Three noble youtha conversing lay ; 
And aa they look'd, from time to time. 

To the far akjr, where Day-light furi*d 
Hia radiant wing, their browa sublime 

Bespoke them of that distant worid — 
Creaturea of light, such as still play. 

Like motes in sunshine, round the Lord, 
And through their infinite array 
Tranamit each moment, night and day, 

The echo of hia luminous word ! 

Of heavmi they spoke, and, still nrare ^ 

Of the bright eyea that chaim'd tiMB thenro 
Till, yielding gradual to the soft 

And balmy evening'a ittflneno»— 
Tlie ailent breathing of the flowera— 

The melting tight that beam'd above, 
Aa on their first fond erring hours, 

Each told the story of his love, 
The history of that hour unhlest. 
When, like a bird, from ita high nest 
Won down by faarinafing eyea. 
For woman'a amile be lost the skiea. 

The Firat who apoke waa one, with look 

The least celestial of the three — 
A Spirit of light mould, that took 

The prints of earth most yieldingly ; 
Who, even in heaven, was not of those 

Nearest the throne, but held a place 
Fkr cttf among those shining rows 

That circle out through endleas space. 
And o*er whose wings the light from Him 

la the great centre falla most dim. 

' Still &ir and g^oriooa, he but ahone 
Among those youths the unheavenlieaC ono- 
A creature to whom light remain'd 
FVom Eden still, but aher'd, atain'd, 
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And o*er whose brow not Lore alone 
A blight had, in hia transit, aent. 

But other, eaxthlier joys had gone, 
And left their foot-printa aa thej went 

Sighing, aa through the ahadowy Paat, 
Like a tomb-aeareher. Memory ran, 
lifting each abroad that time had caat 
• 0*er buried htvprn, he thua began »— 

FIRST ANGEL'S STORY 



fT was in a land, that far away 

Into the golden orient liea. 
Where Nature knowa not Night% delay. 
But springs to meet her bridegroom, Day, 

Upon the threshold of the skies 
One mom, on earthly miasion aent. 

And midway choosing where to light,* 
I saw from the blue element — 

Ob beautiful, but fatal aight!— 
One of earth's faireat womankind. 
Half veil*d from view, or rather ahrhMd 
In the dear crystal of a brook ; 

Which, while it hid no single gleam 
Of her young beauties, made them look 

Mora spirit-like, as they might seem 

Through the dim shadowing of a dream 

Pknaing in wonder I look*d on. 

While, playfully around her breaking 
The watera, that like diamonds shone. 

She mov*d in light of her own making. 
At length, as slowly I descended 
To view more near a sight so splendid. 
The tremble of my wings all o*er 

(For through each plume I felt the thriU) 
Startled her, aa abe reached the ahore 

Of that amall lake— her mirror stilt— 
Above whose brink she stood, like snow 
When rosy with a aonaet glow. 
Nerer shall I forget thoae eyee ! — 
The ahame, the innocent aurprise 
Of that bright faoe, when in the aii 
Uplooking, abe beheld me there. 
It aeem'd aa if each thought and look, 

And motion were that minute chain'd 
Fast to the spot, such root ahe took. 
And — like a aonflower by a brook, 

With face uptum'd — ao still remain'd ! 

In ]nty to the wondering maid. 

Though loth from such a rision turning 
Downward I bent, beneath the shade 

Of my spread wings, to hide the burning 
Of glancea which — I well could feel — 

For me, for her, too warmly shone ; 
But ere I could again unseal 
My restless eyes, or even steal 

One aide-long look, the maid waa gone — 
Hid from me in the forest leavea. 

Sudden aa when, in all her chaima 
Of fuU-blown ligltt, aooM doud nemr^n 

The moon into his dnnky ansa 



'Tia not in worda to tell the power. 
The despotism, that, from that hour, 
Pasaion held o'er me— day and night 

I sought around each neighbonring spot, 
And, in the chase of this sweet light. 

My task, and HeaTcn, and all forgot— 
All but the one, aole, haunting dream 
Of her I aaw in that bright stream. 

Nor waa it long, ere by her side 

I found myself whole happy days, 
listening to words, whose music Tied 

With our own Eden's seraph lays. 
When seraph lays are warm'd by lore, 
But wanting that, far, far above ! — 
And looking into eyes where, blue 
And beautiAjI, like skies seen through 
The sleeping wave, for me there shone 
A heaven more worshipped than ray own 
Oh what, while I could hear and see 
Such words and looks, was heaven to me T 
Though gross the air on earth I drew, 
'T waa blessed, while she breathed it too t 
Though dark the flowers, though dim the aky, 
Love lent them light, while she waa nigh, 
lluroughout creation I but knew 
Two separate worlds — the (mCf that smal!. 

Beloved, and consecrated spot 
Where Lea teas — the other, all 

The dull wide waste, where she waa net ! 



But vain my suit, my madnesa vain ; 
Though gladly, from her eyes to gain 
One earthly look, one stray desire, 

I would have torn the wings that hung 
Furl'd at my back, and o'er that Fire 

Unnamed in heaven their fragments flung j- 
*T was hopeless all — pure and unmoved 

She stood, aa lilies in the light 

Of the hot noon but look more white ;— • 
And though she loved me, deeply loved, 
'T was not as man, as mortal — no. 
Nothing of earth was in that glow- 
She loved roe but as one, of race 
Angelic, from that radiant place 
She saw so oft in dreams— that heaven. 

To which her prayers at morn were sent, 
And on whose light she gazed at even, 
Wiahing for wings, that she might go 
Out of this shadowy world helow, 

To that free glorious element ! 



>•• 



Well I remember by her side. 

Sitting at rosy eventide, 

When, turning to the star, whose head 

LoOk'd out, aa from a bridal bed. 

At that mute bluahing hour, — ahe aaid, 

" Oh ! that it were my doom to be 

The Spirit of yon beauteous star, 
Dwelling up there in purity. 

Alone, as aU such bright things are ;— 
My sole employ to pray and shine. 

To light my censer at the ann. 
And fling ita fire tovrards the shrine 

Of Him in Heaven, the Eternal One !'* 
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80 tnnicent dM mud— 40 free 

Vnm mortal taint m aenl and frame, 
Whom 't was my orime>-mj deattny — 
To lore, ay, bam for, with a iame, 
To which eaith't wildcat firea are tame. 
Had you bat aeen her look, when fiiat 
IVom my mad hps the avowal bont ; 
Not angiy— 4IO— the feeling had 
No touch of anger, but moat sad— 
It waa a •onrow, calm aa deep, 
A mounifulness that could not weep, 
80 fill'd the heart waa to the brink, 
So fiz*d and frozen there — to think 
That angel natorea— even 1, 
Whoae love she dang to, aa the tie 
Between her spirit and the sky — 
Should fkll thus headlong from the height 

Of Mich pore glory into sin — 
Tlie sin, of ^ most sure to bli^^ht, — 
The* sin, of alf that the soul's light 
la soonest lost, eztingaish*d in ! 
That, though but fVail and human, she 
Should, like the half-bird of the aea, 
Tiy with her wing sublimer air. 
While I, a creature bom up there, 
Shoold meet her, in my fall from light. 
From heaven and peace, and tum her fligitt 
Downward again, with me to drink 
Of the salt tide of sin, and sink ! 



Tliat very night— my heart had grown 

Impatient of its inward burning ; 
The term, too, of my stay was flown. 
And the bright Watchers' near the throne 
Already, if a meteor shone 
Between them and this nether zone. 
Thought *t waa their herald's wing retaming : — 
Oft did the potent spell-word, given 

To envoys hither from the skies. 
To be pronounced, when back to heaven 

It is their hour or wish to rise. 
Come to my lips that fatal day ; 

And dnce, too, was so nearly spoken, 
Tliat my spread plumage in the ny 
And breeze of heaven began to play — 

When niy heart fail'd — the spell waa brokni — 
Hie word unfinished died away. 
And my check'd plumes, ready to soar. 
Fell alack and lifelesa as before. 

How could I leave a world which she. 
Or lost or won, made all to me. 
Beyond home— gloiy— every thing 7 

How fly, while yet there was a chance, 
A hope — ay, even of perishing 

Utterly by that fatal glance 7 
No matter where my wauderinp weie, 

80 there she look'd, moved, breathed abool*- 
Woe, ruin, death, more sweet with her, 

Than all heaven'tt proudest joya without ! 

But, to reCum — that very day 

A feast wsfi held, where, full of mirth. 
Came, crowding thick aa flowers that play 
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In Bommer winds, the young and gay 

And beautiful of this bright earth. ' 
And she waa there, and 'mid the young 

And beautiful stood first, alone ; 
Though on her gentle brow still hung 

The shadow I that mora had thrown — 
The first that erer shame or woe 
Had cast upon its vemal anow. 
My heart was madden'd — in the flush 

Of the wild revel I gave way 
To all that fhmtic mirth — that rash 

Of desperate gaiety, which they 
Who never feh how pain's excess 
Can break out thua, think happiness — 
Sad mimicry of mirth and life. 
Whose flashes come but from the strife 
Of inward passions — ^like the light 
Stmck out by clashing swords in fight. 

Then, too, that juice of earth, the bane 
And blessing of man's heart and brain- 
That draught of sorcery, which brings 
Phantoms of fair, forbidden things — 
Whose drops, like those of rainbows, smile 

Upon the mists that circle man. 
Brightening not only earth, the while. 

But grasping heaven, too, in their span !— 
Then first the fatal wine-cap rain'd 

Its dews of darkness through my lips. 
Casting whate'er of fight remainM 

To my lost soul into eclipse^ 
And filling it with such wild dreams. 

Such fantasies and wrong desires. 
As in the absence of heaven's beams. 

Haunt us for eveiv-like wild fires 

That walk this earth, when day retires. 

Now hear the rest— our banquet done, 

I aoaght her in the accuatom'd bower. 
Where late we oft, when day was gone. 
And the world hush'd, had met alone. 

At the same silent moonlight hour. 
I found her— oh, so beautiful ! 

Why, why have hapless angels eyes 7 
Or why are there not flowers to cuU, 

As fkir as woman, in yon skies 7 
Still did her brow, as usual, turn 
To her loved star, which scem'd to bum 

Purer than ever on that aight ; 

While she, in looking grew more bright. 
As though that planet were an um 

From which her eyes drank liquid light. 

lliere waa a virtue in that scene, 

A spell of holiness around, 
Which would have — had my brain not been 

Thus poison*d, nAdden'd— held me bound, 

As though I stood on God's own ground. 
Even as it was, with soul all flame. 

And lips that bum'd in their own sighs, 
I stood to gaze, with awe and shame — 
The memory of Eden came 

F^ o*er me when I saw those eyes ; 
And though too well each glance of mine 

To the pale shrinking maiden proved 
How fiir, alaa, from aught divine. 
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Aught worthy of lo pure a ■hrine, 

Wu the wild love with which I loved, 
Yet must she, too, have teen— oh jea, 

*T ia soothhig hat to think she aaw - 
The deep, true, soul-felt tendemeas, 

The homage of an angel's twe 
To her, a mortal, whom pure love 
Then planed above him — fiu* above— 
iknd ail that struggle to reprosa 
A sinihl spirit's mad excesa. 
Which work'd within me at that hour. 

When — with a voice, where Paasion abed 
All the deep aadness of her power. 

Her melancholy power — I said, 
** Then be it so— if back to heaven 

I must unloved, unpitied fly. 
Without one blest memorial given 

To sooth me in that lonely sky — 
One look like those the young and fond 

Give when they're parting^-which would be, 
Even in remembnnce, &r beyond 

All heaven hath left of bliss for me ! 

** Oh, but to see that head recline 

A minute on thia trembling arm. 
And those mild eyes look up to mine 

Without a dread, a thought of harm ! 
To meet but once the thrilling touch 

Of lips that are too fond to fear me— 
Or, if that boon be all too mnch. 

Even thus to being their fragrance near me ! 
Nay, shrink not so— a look — a word — 

Give them but kindly and I fly ; 
Already, see, my plumes have stirr'd. 

And tremble for their home on high* 
Thus be our parting — cheek to cheek- 
One minute's lapse will be foigiven. 
And thou, the next, shalt hear me speak 

The spell that plumes my wing for heaven !'* 

While thus I spoke, the fearful maid, 
Of me and of herself afraid, 
Had shrinking stood, like flowen beneath 
Hie scorching of the south wind's breath ; 
But when I named — alaa, too well 

I now recal, though wi]der*d then, — 
Instantly, when I named die spell. 

Her l»ow, her eyes uprose again. 
And, with an eagerness that spoke 
Hie sudden light that o'er her broke, 
** The spell, the spell !— oh, speak it now, 

And I will Mess thee !" she exdaim'd — 

Unknowing what I did, inflamed. 
And lost already, on her brow 

I stamp'd one burning kiss, and named 
The mystic word, till then ne'er told 
To living creature of eaith'a mould ! 
Scarce was it said, when, quick as though 
Her lips from mine, like echo, caught 
The holy sound — ^her hands and eyes 
Were instant lifted to the akiea, 
4nd thrice to heaven she spoke it out. 

With that triumphant look Faith wears 
When not a cloud of fear or doubt, 

A vapour ftom thia vale of tears 

Between her and her God appean ! 



That very moment her whole finHUe * 
All bright and glorified became. 
And at her back I saw oncloee 
Two wings msgnificent as those 

That sparkle round the eiemai throne, 
Whose plumes, as buoyantly ahe rose 

Above me, in the moon-beam slume 
With a pure light, which— ftom ita hoc, 
Unknown upon this earth— I knew 
Was light from Eden, glistening through ! 
Most holy vision ! ne'e^ before 

Did aught so radiant — since the day 
When Lucifer, in falling, bore 

The third of the bright stars away—* 
Rise, in earth's beauty, to repair 
That loss of light and glory there I 

But did I tamely view her flight 7 

Did not /, too, proclaim out thrice 

The powerful words that were^at nighty— 
Oh even for Heaven too much delight ! — 

Again to bring us eyes to eyes. 

And soul to soul in Paradise 7 
I did — I spoke it o'er and o'er — 

I pray'd, I wept, but all in vain ; ^ 

For me the spell had power no more. 

There seem'd around me some dark chain, 
Which still, as I essay'd to soar, 

Baflled, alas ! each wild endeavour : 
Dead lay my wings, as they have Iain 
Since that sad hour, and will remain-*- 

80 wills the offended God— for ever ! 

It was to yonder star I traced 
Her journey up the illumined waste — 
That isle in the blue firmament. 
To which ao oft her fancy went 

In wishes and in dreams before. 
And which was now— such. Purity,^ 
Thy blest reward— ordain'd to be 

Her home of Ught for evermore ! 

Once— or did I but fancy so 7— 
Even in her flight to that fair sphere, 

'Mid all her spirit's new-felt glow, 

A pitying look she tum'd below 
On him who stood in daricness here ; 

Him whom, perhapa, if vain regret 

Can dwell in heaven, she pities yet ; 

And oft, wnen looking to this dim 

And distant world remembers him. 

But soon that passing dream was gone ; 
Farther and farther off she shone, 
Till lessen'd to a point as small 

As are those specks that yonder bum — 
Those vivid drops of light, that fall 

The laat from day's ezhftusted urn. 
And when at length she merged, a&r. 
Into her own immortal star, 
And when at length my straining sight 

Had caught her wing's last fading ray, 
That minute from my aoul the light 

Of heaven and love both paas'd away; 
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Tlw Bplrit bowM hii h«d in (buna ; 

A ■bum Out of iUelf woutd lell— 
Wen Ihin ddI uvea thoH bredu of fluw, 
Cakrtnil, through bk cIodcIm] fniii»— 

How iniid ibe baight from which ba ftn ! 
Thit hot J Sbuna whioh na'er forgMi 

Whii cleu raoawn ii uied lo wau ; 
Whoa bliuh remaiu, when Viitns uti. 

To ihow her nuuhino hot besn Umm. 
Onoe onlj, while the ule ha to]d, 
Were bi* eyet tilled to behold 
ThU happf BualeM atu, where ahs 
Dwelt in bar bowei of purilj ! 
One nuDDt* did ha took, ind [hen — 

Ai thou^ ha fak uuna deadij puD 

Vrom in iweet light through baut ud brala 
^fc""^ bact ud nerei looL'd agaiiL 



Who WW the Second Siuritl— ha 
With the proud froM ud pietcing gt 
Who taani'd, when Tiawing beaTen'i 

Ai though hia (ardent tjt coold na 



Bahuid the Teili of that Une allj. 
Whan God'i lublimeil ncreti lie?— 
Hii wing! the while, tboogh da; wia gooa, 

Fluhing with many i vaiioae hna 
Of 11^ tbej from tboaeelTM ahme, 

iBMiDCt with Eden'i tn^uoeei, drew— 
A bnathing forth of beanu U will, 

Of liTing bum*, whicb, thongfa no more 
Hhj kept Ihaii earlj kuDs, itill 

Wen ioch, when glitlttiiig o«t tit o'er, 

Ai mtKlal ejelida wink*d befon. 

TwH Babt— once MUODg the prime 

And Boirer of Iboaa bnght cratniea, named 
Sfirita at EuowMge,' who o'er Time 

And Speoe and Tbooght an empiie dniin'd, 
Seoind (lone lo Him, wboaa li^il— 
Waa, atan to thein, u dir to night— 
Twfaa whom end them waa diatun (hi 

And wide, aa weold the jauney be 
To teach Irom any iaknd mi 



Wben Bril awaked fa num; a jienr I 
And wben he tnOei-il o'er hie Bwe 
~'t wai like the pM* 



The klndfingi of diadain and in, 
Short via Ibe GtRil glue the; threw— 
like the lax fludiea, lierce but fhw, 

Seen through lame noble pile on fire 1 

8ach waa the Angel who now broke 

IV ailewie thu had coma o'er all. 
When he, the Spani (bu laM ipoke, 

Cloeed Ibe lad Uatorj of hia &11 j 
And, while a laered liuire, flown 

For many a day, lelum'd hia cheek, 
And not thoee iky-tuDed lipa alone. 
Bat hii eyea, tiowi, and treeaea, n^d 

Like Mineel wnree, all leem'd to tgmk 
Tbuf hia erentfol nary told : 

SECOND ANGEL'S 8T(»T. 

Yon both remember well the day 

When onto Eden'a new-mide bowan, 
He, whom all liring thingi obey, 

Sommoa'd hie chief angelie powera, 
To wluem tba one wonder yet. 

Beyond ■nu^ engel, imr, or nn. 
He moil achieni, en he ooaid ael 

Hia aeal npoD the world aa donfr— 
To tee that lait paifecuon riae. 

When, 'dji: !M' wor.Iu]> mid «urpmi; 
OfcircliEL; .jiig''t9, Wnmau'A eyei 

Fiiat oi^'iL M upon h«>en tnd eoilh ; 
And rrom. ili.-ir tirlt a thtiU wta H-nl, 
That thio.ii:ii I I'll litiiii! npini wen, 

Can yon forget how gradual Hole 
The freah awiken'd bnaih of hhI 
nroughont ber perfect lbrm~-whicb laMB' 
To grow tranapaient, ai there beem'd 
That dawn of mind within, and caught 
" ■ ■■ each new Ihoo^T 



The pfegieei of the nooa-tide air, 
DimpUng tta bii^ and allent tuet 
Each raimte into aome newgneo. 



Or, like the light of ereniag, atealiag 

O'er aome &ir tensile, which alf day 
Halh alepl in ahadow, alow renaling 



And heard Ibe nith of many a wiag. 

By God'i command then raniahing. 
And nw the laal lew angel eyea. 
Still lingering — mine among the realf- 
K.lnw.nt leatiDg acene ao bleet T 
Tram thei miraculooa hoar, the &le 

Of thia new glorioua Being dwell 
For erer, with a apeU-like weight. 
Upon my ipirit — eatly, late, 

Whale'a I did, or draam'd, w 4tf&. 



>-" 



400 



MOORE'S WORKS. 



The thought of what might jet befall 
That fplendid creature inu*d with all. — 
Nor the alone, but \^t whole race 
Throagh ages yet to come—whate'er 
Of femintne, and fond, and fair, 
' Should spring from that pare mind and Ace, 
^ All waked my soul's Jntensest cars : 
Their forms, souls, feelings, still to me 
God*s most disturbing mystery ! 

It was my doom— -even from tho ftnt, 
When summoA'd with my cherub peers, 

To witneoi the young vernal burst 
Of .nature through those blooming spheres, 

Those flowers of light, that sprung beneath 

The first touch of the Eternal's breath — 

It was mj^oom still to be haunted 
By some new wonder, some sublime 
And matchless work, that, for the time. 

Held all my soul enchain'd, enchanted. 

And left me not a thought, a dream, 

A word, but on that only theme ! 

Tlie wish to toow— that endless thirst, 

Which even by quenching, is awaked. 
And which becomes or Uess'd or cussed. 

As is the foimt whereat 't is slaked— 
Still urged me onward, with desire 
Insatiate, to explore, laqaire — 
Whate'er the woi^drous things might be, 
That waked each new idolatry — 

Their cause, aim, source from wbenee they 
spmng. 
Their inmoM powers, as though for me 

Existence on that knowledge hung. 

Oh what a vision were the stars, 
When first I saw them burn on high. 

Rolling along like Uving can 
Of light, for gods to journey by ! 

They were my heart's first psssion— days 

And nights, unwearied, in their rays 

Have I hung floating, till each sense 

Seem'd full of their bright influence. 

Innocent joy ! alas, how much 
Of misery had I shunn'd below, 

Conld I have still lived blest with such ; 
Nor, proodjnd lesdess, hun'd to know 
The knowl&ge that brinfi guilt and woe ! 

Often — so much I loved to trace 
The secrets of this starry race — 
Have I at mom and eveniji^run 
Along the lines of radiance spun. 
Like w^M, between them and the sun, 
Untwisting all the tangled ties 
or light into their different dyes — 
Then fleetly wing'd I off, in quest 
Of those, the farthest, loneliest. 
That watch, like winking se&tinels. 
The void, beyond which Chaos dwells, 
And there, with noiseless plume, pursued 
Their track through that grand solitude. 
Asking intently all and each 

What soul within their radiance dwelt. 
And wishing their sweet light were speech. 

That they might tell me all they feh. 



Nay, oft so passiontte my ohaee 
Of these respleadent lieirs of speoe, 
Oft did I foUow— lest a ray 

Should 'scape me in the farthest ni||l^^ 
Some pilgrim Comet, on his way 

1*0 visit distant shrines of light, 
And well remember how I sung 

Exulting out, when on my sight 
New worlds of stars, all fresh and young. 
As if just bom of darkness, sprang ! 



Such was my pare ambition then. 

My sinless transport, night and mom ; 
Ere this still newer world of men. 

And ttet most fair of stars was bom. 
Which I, in &tal hour, saw rise 
Among the flowers of Paradise ! 
Thenceforth my nature all was changed. 

My bean, soul, senses tum'd below ; 
And he, who but so lately ranged 

Yon wonderful expanse, where glow 
Worlds opon worlds, yet found his mind 
Eveii in that lun^nous range confined, 
Now blest the humblest, meanest sodv 
Of the dark earth where Woman trod ! 
In vain my foraier idols glisten'd 

From their far thrones ; in vain these ears 
To the once thrilling music listen'd. 

That hymn'd around my favourite spheres- 
To earth, to earth each thought was given. 

That in this half-lost soul had birth ; 
Like some high mount, whose head 's in heavwv 

While its whole shadow rests on earth ! 

Nor was it Love, even yet, that thrall'd 

My spirit in his burning ties ; 
And lera, stiU less coold it be call'd 

That grosser flame, rouild which Lofft flea 

Nearer and nearer, till he dies- 
No, it was wonder, snch a» thrill'd 

At all God's works my dassled seaM ; 
The same rapt wonder, only fSIl'd 

l^th passion, more profound, intense^— 
A vehement, but wandering fire. 
Which, though nor love, nor yet desire, 
Though through all womankind it took 

Its range, as vagne as lightnings ran. 
Yet wanted but a toach, a look. 

To fix it burning upon One. 

Then, too, the ever-restless seal. 

The insatiate curiosity 
To know what shapes, so fair, mast 
To look, but once, beneath the seal 

Of so much loveliness, and see 
What soids belonged to tfaoae bright 

Whether, as sun-beams fM their way 
Into the g«n that hidden hes. 

Those looks could inward turn Amt aij. 

To make the ■etol as bright as they ! 
All this impdl'd my anximai chaae. 

And still the more I urn and kaaw 
Of Wonuf's fond, w««k, eosfaeriaf vaoa. 

The intonaer stiU my wonder grew. 

I had beheld their Pint, their Eve, 
Bora in that splendid Paradise, 
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WUeh God mids kMt Io nodn' 
IV fit* li^ of her wakinf •;«■. 

I had Men purait enieli leu 
In wonhip o'ei ber frirn ■bore ; 

And man — oh jv, had envTliic aeen 
^01^ nan pmiau'd of all bet lot*. 

I Bw Ihdr bappunae. m brwC 
So aiqaiaite — ber error, (oo, 

Thai eeif inut, Ihal prompl belief 

In whu the warm heart wahea Due ; 
That rajlh in wordi, when kindly laid, 
Bj whieb (be whole fond hi u led— 
Mintled with (what I dnnt doc blam^ 
For 'lia m; ewn) thai wiita to feeai^ 
8td, &ttl teal, » nre oT woe; 
Which, ihoDgh from Hearen all pan it iie>in. 
Yet ilaui'd, inutieed, brongbt «n and ihiMO 



1 had Men Ihii ; had m 



I Hut— «nD'd 



ia aool ia with itnngtfa ai 
^ bei ftn( wnrda Io ruin charm'd ; 

Hia Taunted nuoa'a cold deftnco, 
Like an ice-barrier in the nj 
Of melting aumnier, imited awij [ 
Nay — «nnget jei — ipite of «I1 thii — 

Hiougb bj her couotela taught Io err. 

Though dtiren Trom I^ndiie for bei 
(And uHk bei—Uiat, u leait, waa UiM,] 
Had I not heard him, ens he croaa'd 

The threahald of that earthly bearan. 
Which by her wildenng smiJs he loat— 

So quickly nt Ihe wrong roisiTea^- 
Had I not heard him, ai he pteu'd 
Hie Alii fond Uembler. Io a hteaat 
Which ihe had doom'd to lin and itrife. 
Call bet— think what— hia Life! hit Lift " 
Yea — iDch the lore-iaugbt name — ihe fifii 

Thai ruin'd Mao to Wonun giTC, 






.eathm 



> the world, 



There iiood before him, with the light 
Of their loU Puadiie >[iU bnghl 

8e beau III III m Unn, u) sweq^ 
In been :in.l luice, u Io radeen) 
The In 



' deMk of yUtoy di 

—and mnHWlmui 

.lirr, while alMWteW 



Aa itroDg to ehaim, ■* wekk to eci, 
Aa aura of man Ihnngh piaiM and b 
Whaie'er tbey hroagbt him, pride or 

TMratill iiiiiiieeiiiiiim worabipper— 
And, nherewie'er tliej imiled, the H 

Into whoa&liuidai fma fini to lait, 
Thi* wGtId, wUh all ita daatiniea, 

Devotedly by Uearan Mema caal. 
To aara or damn it « tbey pleaae ! 

Ok, 'I ia net to ba told faow long, 
act bf Ibe fotni 



Of .hu whokOltffaK 


.«. from wUh, . 


Inmyo<^^H 


U^poa—^: ^ 


1 might iMd^H 


Ebtowttcfa, 


Tn w..;;;;^H 


KnnhleaaM^ 


Il:Wha,a™B 


^».rS^^.« 


Ir>.-vho.<.,„wHlKfe 


Jd.e«.= 


li.i.^'hldeK^r.d.a.doAth'-b.-'.' 


fcr.nlir rl.uv.T-8d>-pp 


pjn.nndihenee 


RjBe. in all ita polity 




The prime, the qniateiMLSe. the whale 


Of wondpfto. WoB«n 


fh!MIiadwDll 


At length, my hummg 


rti6li, ray prayer,— 


(Forauch— ohwh.-u w 


1 longua noi d.ro, 


When hearts go wrnng 


— tIm lip prcr.Tr-d) 


A«l«iglhmyom.uou. 


rajer waa heant— 


Uttl-nWh^rliPaidinh 


Jivenorhell, 



By which iJm wiJder'd aeoM ia iii^ 
Of lipe, wboM ««iy bnalh cooM IiIm 
Of pluTnl hkMbaa, thai aeaa'd nootht 
Bat limranin eanpea of thongk 
Of eye* tbli, vdwn lij Ufar atin'd. 
Wen an ilaeK Uit, it ■ woid 



Ofte 



aiaSftbl 



Aa tboogfa thejr could, like the au'a Urd, 

DiwilTe away in their own fla— 
or fonn, aa yUaBI aa tl» ^ooU 

Of a yoong tne, in vensl Bower j 
Yet round ud glowiBf ■* tho fhuH 

That drop Inm it m auwDer'a hour— 
T waa not alone Ibia loieluH 

That falli ta loielii 

"niDogh, ereo bera 
From ill own beauty' 

Enough to make all otbei« &iF— 
BdI 't waa Ihe Mind. apaiUiv aboul 
Throogfa bM whoU friM— the Mnl. br««h( Ml 
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ToliL 

Of w hU it ligbted, u tha too, 
Hul ihiiics on flowen, would b* mplaDdant 

Wen tben so flowera to ihiae upos — 
*r wu ihii, ill thii, is DH comlwiad, 

Th« unuumber'd looka uid uti thu Sna 
Tbe glory of yoiuig womui-kiiul o 

lUen io theii finl fuson, wum, 

And aunp'd with luch ■ koI of Miad, 

A) g*Te to bauuin, thu night b* 
Too Huud alM, loo DnrefliWd, 

TliBimprew of diTiiitty ! 
Twas ihu— ■ union, iTtucli th^ud 

Of Nktora kept fbr her aloae. 
Of a«Mr<4ing moirf plifful blind, 
VohifP^, ipirituiJ, gni^l^ 

In u^t>l-iMlat«i ind Imj^^^k 
Oh ihii it wai thit drew iI^P 
Odo, who ufln'd kin to Haai^ u I, 
M; bright twin lifitar of the ak j — 
One, bi whoH 1ov^ I felt, were given 

The railed deligbu of either nphsre, 
AUlhUtheipiril 

And 111 til 




:h thought that Iif, 

Gleuning withio ber beut, u clear 

A« pabblM withio broOki ippeir ) " 

And there, unong the coontloH thing! 

That keep joiuig hewt* fbr em i^owlng, 
tifM wUbe*, fond imaginingi, - 

EoTe-drewnii, u jM no otject k iM w hig — 
LIgtat, whigad bspa^ ibit coma when bid. 

And ninhow joji Ihu md b unepn^ 
And fwio ni , aDong pwe dKN^ita Ud, 

lik^ aaipBDU luder flow'rota aleaping — 
'Mong >11 tbsM feetiiig*— felt wkere'v 
Ybong haaiu ue bntiif— I mwiImm 
froui Ihon^it*, Miriringi high — bsTond 
Whtfe'er 701 dwell in kiiiIbo fbad— 
G Ump —a eC (htrr, &t away 

Into the fafigtil Tigna Ibtnn ginn, 
And Iknckat ft«e and grand, whoa* play 

like that of eaglMa, ia near IwaTMl 
With ihia, 100— what a lonl and heut 
■ To (aOJiepeBih the lanptar'i an !— 
A aeal for knowledge, meh a* iw'a 
Enahrbwd itaelf in foim *o &ir, 
Bioee that SrM hul hour, wbsn EvB, 

Whta erery fVwt oT Edoi btae'd, 
Sara only ow, mhar than lanva 

MiUlbaiMt 



In thai rich twilight of the anul. 

When ReMon'i buun, half hid hehind 
The eloodi of aesae, ohacordy gilda 
Each ihidoHy ihtpe that Fancy buiUa— 
'T wH then, by that aoll Ugfat, 1 broogfal 

Vagne, ghmineriBg TiiioDi to her view — 
Catchea of radiance, loat when canghl. 
Bright libyrintba, that led to nought, 

"ih a Toid aeen through — 



Then cloaad, diiaolved, and left no tiao^- 
AD that, in ahoit, could tempt Hope on, 

Biri giTe bei wing no taating-place ; 
Hyaair (he while, with brow, a* yet, 
Pnn aa the young mooii'i coronet. 
Through every dream aiill in her light, 

llie enchanter of nch mocking eoeoe, 
Who g»e the bope, then bntuglit tbe hli^K, 
Who aaid " Behold jon norld of light," 

Tbmi aadden droKi'd a veil belwMB ! 

Al length, when I pcrceired each thought. 
Waking or aleepiag, fii'd on nooght 

Bni theae illoaiT* leenea, and me. 
The phantom, who thui came and went. 
In half rerealmenta, only meant 

To madden ciuioaity — 
When by aucb Tariona aita I found 

Omi night— t' wi) in a holy apot, 

Whldl the for prayer had cho«en — a gnX 

or pinat tnaihle, buih below 
liter gardes bedi, through which ■ glow 

from lamp, inyiaible then atole, 
Fnghtly perr^diag all tbe place — 
1,1k' tbit myalerioua light, (he aoul, 

TtnglTBnieen, aheda through the (hoe— 

Thnre, at he! altar whib ahe knelt, 

Xnl all that woTnan ever feli, 
Wh«ai God and man both claini'd her lighi 

ETeiy warm thought that ever dwelt, 
Ijke aoramer clomU, twiit eaith aia] akiaa. 
Too para to fall, too groaa to liaa. 
Spoke in her gealuraa, tonea, and ejea, 

Tlia, by the tender 1i^ which lay ' 

"■ ■ " ' ^ in ny 

, I heard her aay r- 




■ Wondarfhl Spirit, who doal m 
Blabai ao lorelj that it aaai 
No longer life (o-lini awak^ 



lo I erar 1tt|Uhee T— why— 
I on thy ra^bp and thee I gi 
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■"nan '■ iMlhini btiftu iboTe, below. 



For bur ud for W lon—<A n 

Of Heirai'a lifhi Iha am tua p 

Of Hmtui iMelTcaald now ra* 



And ibMilhM, ibaa, o"«r til ill 
•• Then eomo, ob S|Hfil, ftom bohiad 

^10 ouuini of Ihr luliun boma, 
Wbetbei diou wouUit u God be ■brined. 

Or lored ind duj-'d u mocUl. ooma ! 
" Brinf «ll thj d*nlui( woDdan I™*, 

TbU I ma; wibins know and ■)• — 
Oi w«fl me heaee lo thy own aphera, 

Thj bomn ar-*J, ewn IW with thee ! 

" DimuiD or God, wfao bold'it the boob 

or kDowledie ipreul beiwub dune eje, 
GiTs Bte, wilh Ibee, but one biighl look 



"Bf tboae atfieml wingi, wboae wtj 
Liea tbrongh in elanwu, *o Itaugia 

With OoiliDg Mind, thu. u ibaf pUj, 
Tlieir BTBrr moTenHnt ii a thougfal t 

" Bf that nuM preetoee bair, batwean 
Wboae gohioD cloaten iba aweet wint 

OfPuadiae ao late huh been, 
And left ita fngnnl aonl behind ! 



Am Bsban fin Ihiough emj pan,— 
■J do implore ihce, oh moit Ixi^I 

And woiahipp'd Spirit, abirje but o'et 
Hj waking wondering ejei Uiia nlgtat. 

Ilia one bleia'd nighi«-I uk no more '. 



Ttaaae boming worda, ber languid bead' 
Upon ttie ihar'a itepa ibe cait, 
Aa if that bnin-lhrob were te laal~ 
im, atulled by Ibe bnitbing, nigli. 
Of lipa, th« echoed hack ber aigh. 
Sadden her brow again ihe nlaed, 

And.l^i«,juit lighted ontbeabrine, 
Beheld me— not u 1 had blaied 

Aioood ber, full of light ditine, 
In her lite drcanw, but lollen'd down 
Into more mortal grace — mj crown 
Of Bowen,xoondiintforlhii world, 

LcA hugmg on yon iturr ateep j 
Nj wingi ibuf up, like banoeia furl'd, 

When Peace hath put their pomp 

Or like aulumail clouiit, Ihu keep 
Tlieir hghtninga sheathed, rather than mar 

And nothing lefl but what beaeem'd 
"nie BccenitJe, though |1oriona male 

Of nioRil woman — whoip ojea baun'd 
Back upon ^r'l, (J paaajonate : 

Wboae raadj heart bnMigfal flame for flaae 
Wboae ain, whoae raadneaa waa tba aan 






Breaking beneath a touch too atrong ■» 
While Ibe clench'd hand upon the bmw 
Told how remembrance ihrobb'd there now ! 
Bat lOon "t waa o'er—lhll cuual blaie 
From.ihe aunk An of niher da^, 
lliat nlic of the flame, wboae burning 

Had been tAi fierce lo be relumed, 
Soon paaa'd flvaj, and the youth, lunuDg 

To bb btighi hatenen, thua neumed : — 

Diji, montha elapeed, and, thoogh what mort 

On aaith I ai^'d for waa mine, all, — 
Tel— wu I happy T God. thou know'at 
Howa'er Ibey imile, and Ibign, and boaat. 

What happinea ia iheir^ who fall ! 
T waa bit^eai angoi^i — made more kaen 

Etbu by the loie, the blin, between 
Wboae throba it came, like gleama oTheil 

Id figoniiing croaa-ligbt given 
Athwail the glimpaea they who dwell 

Id purgatory catch of heaven I 
The only fcAngthal tc 









From aching miner 


wu to >ee 




My young, proud 




iMt 


She, Ibe bit founUi 


noflllill_ 




Toroyloat -.„]- 


,-l„.i,.yetil.i 




FtoTidlyp*,,!,-.!, 


U^r .t,ll. 




Andfbondrl,. .-h 


aimfrcdlaxU 


first 


To»eo*arh*,i''- 


o>aa»<4,^^ 




Wfaataverlri .m- 


ttUljd^n 


m 


OfIbrmerpH,|.,c.l 


^^■B 


■ 


Onber,nrjll... 


'^^H 


I 


And whoai' ."..1 


'■-^^■i 


m 



My aole, laat lingering glimpee of btiai. 
And pmnd ahe waa, bright creatnre ! — pnioi 

Beyond what even moai queenly alifa 
In woman'a heart, nor would have bi^'d 

Thai beaDtifiil young brow of hen 
To angbt beoeath the Flnt above, 
Bo Ugh ibe deem'd ber Cbenb*! h)ve '. 

Then, loo, thai poaaian, houriy growing 



Her lore, at time), give way — of knowing 

Every thing atrnnge in earth and beann ; 
Not onfy wbit God lovea to ^ow, 
Bn all that He halb aeal'd below 
In darknea* for man not to know — 
Even Ihia deaiie, alaa, ill-aUrr'd 

And ftial aa it wu, laoughi 
Ta«Bd each minute, and nnharr'd 
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Ai neV till iben, hwl let tbeir light 

Etupe on injr mootari light ! 

Id tfa« deep Mnh — beaMth the Ma — 

Through una of fire— tfaraii|h wild* of lii 
Whemver ih^ping M j»tery 

Hid aprud her cumin, yn vrtm IhaiB 
Love Mill beiide lu, u we mat. 




■ ipirit forced to dwell 

In form unloyelj,) WB» aei (ne. 
And round the neck afwoinui Ihrew 
Alightil lent and borraw'd loo. 
For never did thi« nwid — whue'er 

The untHLioD of the hour— forget 
Har aei'i pride in boing fiir, 
Ifor that adornnienl, UuiJnil, nre, 

Which nukea the migbtj niagoet. Ml 

Id Woman"! form, more mighij jbl 
Nor wag there aughl wilhiu the nuge 

or my a will wing in Ma or air. 
Of beautiful, or grand, or atranfs, 
That, qnicklj u hei wiih could change. 

I did not leek with luch fond care, 
lliat when I 'je aeer her look abom 

At iome bright >bir admiriaglj, 
l'„-~.u,],"j..,,,l.M.V„..i ;-:,...,-„,flon^ 



^, lui 



\rn—r.' inveil'd,malerial. 



Dwell* r.i sway fromtunuui seiue, 

Wiapp'd in iti own inielligencs— 

Tlie mjateij of Ihu Fountain-head, 
From which all vital apiril nina, 

All broith of life where'er 't !■ abed, 
Through men or ingeU, flowen or mna — 

The working! of Ibe Almightj Mind, 

When Gnt o'er Chao* he deaign'd 

The ODilinea of Ihi* world ; and ihroD^ 
lliat iptead of darfcneat— like Ibe boir, 

Call'd out of nin-ciouda, hue hjr hue- 
Saw iLe grand gradual picluie grow f— 

Hie covenant with human kind 
Which God bu made— ibe chaina of Fate 

He round binuelf and Ihem bub twined. 
Till hb high taak be conaununUe — 
Till good IVom evil, lore from tule. 

Shall be work'd oat through lin and pain. 

And Fkte ahatl looM her iron chain. , 

And all be fne, be bright agaiA ', 



Such were (ha deep-diawa ■jratanea. 
And aome. parhape, even non profiraa^ 

More wildering lo the mind than thf^e, 

Which— fir a> woman', thought could MmB 
Oranaien 



■ TldlU 



iich. 



learthly loie^ 



Till— fill'd 

With much ihat Fancj huJ. before. 

Shed in fiUac tinted glimmennga^- 
Tb* enthuaiaai gitJ spoke out, aa one, 

Inapired, among her own dark race. 
Who from their akara, in the lun - 
Left atanding half aden'd, woeld ru 

To gaie opon her holier Ihee. 
And, Ihoogh bw wild the thing* aba tfaka. 
Yet 'mid that play of eiror'i amoka. j 

Into flit ghipn by fihey curl'd, 
SonH gleami of pure leljgion broke— 
Climpaeg thai hs>e not yet awoke. 

But aianled the atilt diesmiug worid ! 
Ofa ! many a truth, remote, aubfimet 

Which <jod would from the mindaof man 
Have kept couccjl'd, lill hia own time, 

Stole out in theae teiealmeuti then— 
Berealmenta dim, that haie fore-run. 
By age*, the brigbl. Sating One '.' 
like that imperfect dawn, or hght 

Eacaping IVom the Zodiao'a aigaa. 
Which makea the doubtful Eul balfhc^ 

Befor^Iba teal morning abinea ! 

Tbua did Bome mooM of blia* go by— 
Of blita to her. Who mw but Ion 

iledga tbimghout eutii tad ikf ; 



Tow 



oulai 



I aeem'4 aa i> the auQ on high. 
The tigbt of all below, above. 
The apirit ofaea. land, and air. 
Whoae influence, felt hery where. 
Spread (rem il« centre, her own herut. 
Even to ibe worfii'e eitremeai part — 
While through that world her reinlsM mioi 

Had now caieer'd an fast and fai. 
That earth ilielf seem'd left behind, 
And her proud fancy unconfined. 
Already aaw heaieu'a galea a-jar ! 

Happy enthuaiaai T atil!. oh aciti, 
Spite of my own beart'a moilal ehiO, 
^ite of that double-fronted aorrow. 

Which lookg at once before and baek, 
Beholda the yenerday, Ibe moirow. 

And aeat both conjonleaa, both UwA — 
S^ofall tbia,IcDuldhaTeatilI 
In her delight foigot all ill ; 
Or, if pain wotdd not he forgot. 
At leaal bare bome and mnrmur'd nbt. 
Wben ihoughta of an offeiided Heaven, 

Of tinfuhieaa, which 1— even I, 
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While down ito steep most headlong driven, — 
Well knew could never be forgiven^ 

Came o'er me with an agony 
Beyond all reach of mortal woe^— 
A torture kept for those who know, 
Know every thing, and, worst of all. 
Know and love virtue while they fall ! — 
Even then her presence had the power 

To sooth, to warn, — ^nay, even to blew— 
If ever bliss could graft its flower 
On stem so fall of bittemese— 
Even then her glorious smile to me 

Brought warmth and radiance, if not balm. 
Like moonlight on a troubled sea. 

Brightening the storm it cannot calm. 
Oft, too, when that disheartening fear. 
Which all who love beaeadi the sky 
Feel, when they gaze on what is dear— 
The dreadful thought that it must die ! 
That desolating though which comes 
Into men*s happiest boars and homes ; 
Whose mclandioly boding fliagi 
Death's shadow o'er the brightest things. 
Sicklies the iii&m'e bloom, and spreads 
The gn?e beneath young lovers* heads ! 
This fear, so sad to all — to me 

Most full of sadness, from the thought 
That I must still live ob, when she 
Would, like the snow that on the»aea 
Fell yestenhiy, in vain be sought— 
That Heaven to me the final seal 

Of all earth's sorrow would deny, 
Andr4«plerBally must feel 

The death-pang, without power to die ! 
Even this, her fond endearmente-^ond * 
As ever twisted the sweet bond 
'Twixt heart and heart— could charm away x 
Before her look no clouds would stay, 
Or, if they did, their gloom was gone. 
Their darkness put a glory on ! 
There seem'd a fVeshness in her breath, 
Beyond the reach, the power of death ! 
And then, her voioe>-oh, who could doubt 
That 't would for ever thus breathe out 
A music, like the harmony 
Of the tuned orbs, too sweet to die ! 
While in her lip*s awakening touch 
There thrill'd a lift ambrosial — such 
As mantles in the fruit steep'd throu^ 
With Eden's most delieious dew — 
Till I could almost think, though known 
And loved as human, they had grown 
By bliss, celestial as my own ! 
But 't is not, 't is not for the wroni^ 
The guilty, to be happy long ; 
And ahe, too, now, had sunk within 
Hie shadow of a tempter'a sin- 
Shadow of death, whose withering frewn 
Kills whatsoe'er it lights upon— 
Too deep for even her soul to shnn 
Hie desolation it brings down ! 
Listen, and if a tear there be 
Left in year hearts, weep it for me 

T was on the evening of a day. 
Which we in love had dream*d away ; 

2Q 



In that same garden, where, beneath 
The silent earth, stripp'd of my wreath. 
And furling up those wings, whose light 
For mortal gaze were else too bright, 
I first had stood before her sight ; 
And found myselP— oh, ecstasy. 

Which even in pain I ne'er forgets— 
Worshipp'd as only God should be, 

And loved as never man was yet ! 
In that same garden we were now, 

Thoughtfully' side by side reclining, 
Her eyes tum'd upward, imd herl>row 

With its own silent fancies shining. 
It was an evening bright and still 
• As ever blush'd on wave or bower. 
Smiling from Heaven, as if nought ill 

Could hagpen in so sweet an hour. 
Yet, I remerab^, both grew sad 

In looking at that light — even she. 
Of heart so fresh, and brow so glad. 

Felt the mute hour's solenmity. 
And thought she saw, in that repose, 

The death-hour not alone of light. 
But of this whole fair world — the close 

Of all thmgs beautiful and bright — 
The last grand sun-set, iiji whose ray 
Nature herself died cahn away ! 

At length, as if some thought, awaking 

Suddenly, aprung within her breast — 
like a young bird, when day-light breaking 

Startles himfrom his dreamy nest — 
She tum'd upon me her dark eyes, 

Dikt«d igato that (Ul shape 
They took in joy, reproach, surprise. 

As if to let more soul escape. 
And, playfully aa on my head 
Her white haiid rested, smiled aad aiid >— 

** I had, last nigh% a dream of thee. 
Resembling those divine ones, given. 

Like preludes to sweet minstcclsy. 
Before thotf^amest, thysdi^ Snm beatei. 

The same rich wreath was on thy brow, 
Dazzling as if of star-light made ; 

And these wings, lying darkly now. 
Like meteors round thee flash'd and play'd. 

AH bri^t as in those happy dreama 
Thou Btood'st, a creature to adore 

No less than love, Blreathing out beams. 
As flowers do fragrance, at each pore ! 

Sadden I Mi thee draw me near 
To thjr pure heart, where, fondly pbced, 

I seem'd'withiMlM atknosphere 
Of that eodMdiDg light embnond ; 

And, as thou liflpl'st me there, the flame 
Fus'd from thy heavenly soul to mine. 

Till— oh, too blisslul^f became, 
like tliee, all spirit, all divine. 

Say, why did dream so bright come o'or me^ 
U, now I wake, *t is frded, gone 7 

Wben will My Oherab shine b^re me 
Thus radiant, as in heaven he dtone 7 
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<« When thaU I, waking, be aUowM 
To gase upon those perfect ehannit 

And hold thee thua, without a clood, 
A chill #f earth, within my anna ? 

" Oh what a pride to say — thia, thia 

la my own Angcl — all divine, 
And pure, and dazzling at he is. 

And fresh from heaven, he *« mine, be 'a min« i 

** Think'tt thou, were LiLia in thy place, 

A creature of yon lofly skies, 
She would have hid on^ single grace, 

One glory from her lover's eyes 7 

** No, no— then, if thou lov'st like me. 
Shine out, young Spirit, in the \Aaaur 

Of thy most proud divinity, » « 

Nor think thou'lt wound this mortal gase. 

" Too long have I look*d doating on « 

Thoae ardent eyes, intense even thus — 

Too near the stars themselves have gone. 
To fear aught grand or luminoua. 

"Then doubt me not— oh, who can sa^ 
Bit that this dream may yet coma true. 

And my blest spirit drink thy ray 
Till it becomes all heavenly too 7 

** Let me this once but feel the flame 
Of those spread wings, the very pride 

Will change my nature, and this frame 
By the mere touch be deified ! 

Thua spoke the maid, as one, not used * 
To be by man or God refused — 
As onfl^ who feh her influence o'er 

All creatures, whatsoe'er they vrere. 
And, though to heaven she could not soar. 

At least would bring down heaven to her ! 

<» 
Little did she, alas, or I — 

Even I, whose souU but batf^ay yet 
Immermid in sin's obscnrkyv *" 
Was J^he planet where we lie, 

O'erhalf whose diak the sun is set — 
Dttle (fid we foresee the fate, 

The dreadfhl— how can it be toM 7 
Oh God ! such anguiah to relate 

la o'er again to feel, behold ! 
But, tfiarged as 't is, my heart must speak 
Its aonrow out,, or it will break ! 

Some dark misgivings had, I own, 
Pftss'd for a moment through n^ hteaatr— 

Fears of some danger, vague, unknown. 
To one, or both— something uqblMs'd 
To happen flrom thia proud request. 

But soon these boding fancies fled ; 
Nor saw I ought that could fdlbid 

My full'revealment, save the dread 
Of that first dazzle, that unhid 
And bursting glory on a Ud 

Untriad. in heave n and even thia glare 

She might, by love's own nursing care, 

Be, like young eaglea, taught to beaiv 

For well I knew the lustre shed 

From taiw rich wings, when proudliei»t spread, 



Waa, in its nature, lambent, pure. 

And innoaent as is the light 
Hie g^ow-worm hangs out to alluFB 

Her mate to her green bower at ni^ht 

Oft had I, in the mid-air, swept 

ITu-ough clouds in which the lightning slept. 

As in his lair, ready to spring. 

Yet waked him not — though from my wing 

A thousand sparka fell ghttering ! 

Ofl too when round me firom above 

The feather'd snow (which, for its whiteness, 
In my pure days I used to love) 
Fell like the moultings of Heaven's Dove, — 

So ham^ess, though so full of brightaeas. 
Was my brow's wreath, that it would shake 
From ofl* its flowers each downy flake 
As delicate, unmelted, fair. 
And cool as they had fldlen there ! 
Nay even with LiLia — had I not 
Around her sleep in splendour come ' 
Hung o'er each beauty, nor forgot 

To print my radiant lips on some 7 
And yet, at mom, from that repoae. 

Had she not waked, unacathed and bright, 
Aa doth the pure, nnconsciooa rose. 

Though by the fire-fly kiss'd all night T 
Even when the rays I scaller'd stole 
Intensest to herdreaming aaul. 
No thrill distufb'd the insensate frame- 
So subtle, so refined that flame. 
Which, rapidly as lightnings melt 

The blade within the unharm'd aheath. 
Can, by die outward form unfelt, 

Retfih and dissolve the soul beneath ! 

Thus having (aa, alaa, deceived 

By my sin's blindness, I believed) 

No cause for dread, and thoae black eyea 

There fiz'd updta me^eageriy 
As if the imlocking of the skies 

Then waited but a sign from mo- 
How was I to refiiae 7 how say 

One word that in her heart could atir 
A fear, a doubt, but that each ray 

I brought from heaven belong'd to her T 
Slow fVom her side I rose, while she 
Stood up, too, mutely, tremblingly, 
But not with fear— all hope, deaire. 

She waited for the awfiil boon. 
Like priestesses, with eyes of fire 

Watching the riae of the fhll moon, 
Whose beams — they know, yet cannot ahua — 
Will madden them when look'd upon ! 
Of all my glories, the bright crown. 
Which, when I last from heaven came down, 
I \e(i — sec, where those clouds afer 

Sail through the west — there hangs it jret. 
Shining remote, more like a star 

Than a fallen angel's coronet— 
Of all my glories, this alone 

Was wanting— bat the illumined brow. 
The curls, like tendrils that had grown 

Out of the sun— the eyes, that now 
•Had love's light added lo their own. 
And shed a bUuc, bcfoce unknown 
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Even to tbeniMhrefl — the anfolded wings, 
From which, aa from two rtdiant springs. 
Sparkles fell fast around, Uke spray — 
All I could bring of heaven*! array, 

Of that rich panoply of charms 
A cherub moves in, on the day 
Of hit best pomp, I now put on ; 
And, proud that in her eyes I shone 

Thus glorious, glided to her arms, 
Which still (though at a sight so splendid 

Her dazxled brow had instantly 
Sunk on her breast) were wide extended 

To elaap the form she durst not see ! 

Grreat God ! how could thy yengeance light 
So bitterly on one so bright 7 
How could the hand, that gave such charms, 
Blast them again, in love*s own arms 7 
Scarce had I touch*d her shrinking frame. 

When— oh most horrible ! — I felt 
That every spark of that pure flame^ 

Pure, while among the stars I dwelt — 
Was now by my transgression tum'd 
Into gross, earthly fire, which bum'd, 
Bom*d all it touch'd, as fast as eye 

Could follow the fierce ravening flashea, 
Till there— oh God ! I still ask why 
Such doom was hers 7 — I saw her lie 

Blackening within my arms to ashes ! 
Thoee cheeks, a glory bat to see— 

Tboee lips, whose touch was what the fint 
Fresh cup of immortality 

Is to a new-made angers thirst ! 
Those arms, within whose gentle round. 
My heart's horixon, the whole bound 
Of its hope, prospect, heaven was found ! 
Which, even in this dread moment, fond 

As when they first were round me cast, 
Loosed not in death the fttal bond. 

But, homing, held me to the last — 
Hiat hair, ttom nodtt whose dark veil. 
The snowy neck, like a white sail 
At moonlight seen *twixt wave and wave. 
Shone out by gleams— that hair, to save 
But one of whose long glossy wreaths, 
I could have died ten thousand deaths ! — 
All, all, that seem*d, one minute since, 
8o full of love*B own redolence. 
Now, parch'd and bhick,> before me lay. 
Withering in agony away ; 
And mine, oh misery ! mine the flame,- 
tnm whkh this desolation came — 
And I the fiend, whose foul caress 
Had bhsted all that loveliness '. 



T was madd*ning, *t was— but hear even 
Bad death, death only, been the corse 
I brooght opon her — had the doom 
But ended here, when her young Uoom^ 
Lay in the dust, and did the spirit 
No part of that fell curse inherit; 
"T were not so dreadfol^ — but, come 
Too shocking 't is for earth to hear — 
JosC when her eyes, in fading, took 
Tb«r last, keen, agonixed ftrewell. 



And looked in mine with — oh, that look ! 

Avenging Power, whate'er the hell 
Thou may*st to human souls assign. 
The memory of that look is mine ! — 
In her last struggle, on my brow 

Her ashy lips a kiss iropress'd, 
So withering ! — I feel it now — 

*T was fire— but fire, even moHb unbless'd 
Than was my own, and like that flame, 
The angels shudder but to name, 
Hell's everlasting element ! 

Deep, deep it pierc'd into my brain, 
Bfadd'ning and torturing as it went. 

And hcre-^«ee here, the mark, the stain 
It left upon my front— burnt in 
By that last kiss of love and sin — 
A brand, which even the wreathed pride 
Of these bright curls, still forced aside' 
By its foul contact, cannot hide ! 

But is it thus, dread Providence — 

Can it, indeed, be thus, that she, 
Who, hot for one proud, fond oflTence, 

Had honoured Heaven itself^ should be 
Nbw doom'd — 1 cannot speak it — no, 
Merciful God ! it it not so— 
Never could lips divine have said 
The fiat of a fate so dread. 
And yet, that look— that look, so fVaughi 

With more than anguish, with despair- 
That new, fierce fire, resembUng nought 

In heaven or earth— this scorch I bear ! — 
Oh, — for the first time that these knee* 

Have bent before thee since my fall. 
Great Power, if ever thy decrees 

Thoo douldst for prayer like niSne recal, 
Pkrdon that spirit, and on m«. 

On me, who taught her pride to err, 
Shed oot each drop of agony 

Thy homing phial keeps for her ! 
See, too, where low beside me kneel 

Two other ^Mtcasts, who. Chough gone 
And lost themsehrea, yet dare to feel 

And pr^ for that poor mortal one. 
Alas, too well, too well they know 
The pain, the penitence, the woe 
Tliat Fluaion brings down on the best. 
The wisest and the loveliest. — 
Oh, who is to be saved, if suc^ 

Bright erring souls are not forgiven ? 
So loth they wander, and so moch 

Tlwir ttiy wanderings lean tow'nb bet 
Again I ery, Jost God, transfer 

That creature's soflTerings aU to 

Mime, mine the guilt, the torment 
To save one minute's pain to her,^ 

hen mine last all eternity ! 



He peosed, and to the earth bent down 
His throbbing head ; while they, who felt 

That agony as 't were their own. 
Those angel youths, beside him knelt,. 

And, in th* night's still silence there, 

While mouroAdly each wanderini^ anr 
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Play*d in those plumes, that never more 
To their lost home in heaven roust soar, 
Breath'd inwardly the voiceless prayer, 
Unheard by4ill but Mercy's ear — 
And which if Mercy did not hear. 
Oh, God would not be what this bright 

And glorious universe of his, 
This world of beauty, goodness, light. 

And endless love, proclaims He it ! 

Not long they knelt, when, irom a wood 
That crown'd that airy solitude, 
They heard a low, uncertain sound. 
As from a lute, that just had found 
Some happy theme, and munnur*d round 
The new-bom fancy — with fond tone, 
Like that of ring-dove o*er her brood- 
Scarce thinking aught so sweet its own ! 
Till soon a voice that match'd as well 

That gentle instrument, as soits 
The sea-air to an ocean-shell 

(So kin its spirit to the lute's,) 
Tremblingly follow'd the soft strain. 
Interpreting its joy, its pain. 

And lending the light wings of words 
To many a thought that else had Iain 

Unfledged and mute among the chords. 

All started at the sound — but chief 

The third young Angel, in whose fiitce, 
Thou|^ faded hke the others, grief 

Had left a gentler, holier, trace ; 
As if; even yet, through pain and ill, 
Hope had not quit him — as if still 
Her precious pearl in sorrow's cup, 

Unmelted at the bottom lay, 
To shine again, when, all drunk up, , 

The bitterness should pass away. 
Chiefly did he, though in his eyes 
There shone more pleasure than surprise. 
Turn to the wood, from whence that soond 

Of solitary sweetness broke. 
Then, listening, look delighted ro«nd 

To his bright peers, while thus it spoki .^» 

•* Come, pray with me, my seraph love^ 

My angel-lord, come pray with me ; 
In vain to-night my lip hath strove 
To send one holy prayer above—- 
The knee may bend, the lip may move. 
But pray I cannot without thee ! 

** IVe fed the altar in my bower 
With drt>ppittgs from the inoense-lree ; 

1 've shelter'd it from wind and sbow«r. 

But dim it bami the livelong hoar, 

As if, like me, it had no power 
Of life, or kistre, without thee ! 

** A boat at midnight sent alone 
To drifl upon the moonleis sea, 
/ A lute, whose leading chord is gone, 
A wounded bird, that hath but one 
Imperfect wing to soar upon. 
Are like what I am without thee ! 

•* Then ne'er, my spirit-love, divide, 
In life or death, thvMslf from me ; 



But when again, in sunny pride, 
Thou walk'st through Eden, let me glides 
A prostrate shadow, by thy side— 
Oh, happier thua than without thee !" 

The song had ceased, when fh)m the wood-^ 

Where curving down that aiiy height, 
It reach'd the spot on which they stood — 

There suddenly shone out a light 
From a clear lamp, which, as it blazed 
Across the brow of one who raised 
The flame aloft (as if to throw 
Its Ught upon that group below,) 
Display'd two eyes, sparkling between 
The dusky leaves, such as are seen 
By fancy only, in those fkoes. 

That haunt a poet's walk at even. 
Looking from out their leafy places 

Upon his dreams of love and heaven. 
'T was but a moment — the blush, brought 
O'er all her features at the thought 

Of being seen thus late, alone. 
By any but the eyes she sought. 

Had scarcely for an instant shone 

Through the dark leaves when she was gon«^ 
Gone, like a meteor Chat o'erhead 
Suddenly shines, and, ere we *ve said, 
** Look, look, how beautifhl !">-'t is fled. 

Yet, ere she went, the words, ** I eome, 

I come, my Nama," reach'd her ear. 

In that kind voice, &miHar, dear. 
Which tells of confidence, of home^— 
Of habit, that hath drawn hearts near. 
Till they grow on»— of faith sincere, 
And all that Love moat loves to bear ! 
A music, breathing of the past. 

The present, and the time to be, 
Where Hope and Memory, to the laat. 

Lengthen out life's true haimony ! 

Nor long did he, whom call so kind 
Summon'd away, remain behind ; 
Nor did there need much time to tell 

What they — alas, more fallen than be 
From happiness and heaven — knew well. 

His gentler love's short history ! 

Thus did it run — not as he told 

The tale himself, but as 't is graved 
Upon the tablets that, of old. 

By Cham were from the deluge 
All written over with sublnne 

And saddening legends of die 
But glorious spirits of that tinse. 

And this young Angel's 'moag the 

THIRD ANGEL»8 StORT. 

Among the Spirits, of pure flame. 

That round the Almighty Throne 
Circles of light, that from the same 

Eternal centre sweeping wide. 

Carry its beams on every side 
(Like spheres of air that vraft around 
'The undulatioos of rich soundj 
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Tm the &r-circlmg radiance be 
Diffbeed into infinity ! 
Flnt and immediate near the Tbrone, 
Aa if peculiarly God'a own. 

The Serapha' atand thia baming aign 

Traced on their banner, ** Love Divine '.*' 
Their rank, their honoara, far above 

Even to thoae high-farow*d Chemba given, 
l^oogh knowing all— ao much doth Love 

Tranacend all knowledge, even in heaven ! 
*Mong theee waa Zaraph once — and none 

E'er felt affection'a holy fire. 
Or yeam'd towarda the Eternal One, 

With half auch longing, deep deiire. 
Love waa to hia impaaaion'd eoul 

Not, aa with othera, a mere part 
Of ita eziatence, but the whole*— 

The very life-breath of hia heart ! 

Often, when fh)m the Almighty brow 

A luatre came too bright to bear. 
And an the teraph ranka would bow 

Their heada beneath their winga, nor dare 

To look upon the effulgence there — 
Thia Spirit's eyes would court the blaze 

(Such pride he in adoring took,) 
And rather loae, in that one gaze, 

Tlie power of looking than not look ! 
Then too, when angel voicea aung 
The mercy of their God, and atrang 
Their harpa to hail, with welcome aweet, 

The moment, watch'd for by all eyea, 
When aome repentant ainaer'a feet 

Firat touch'd the threshold of the akiea. 
Oh then how clearly did the voice 
Of Zaraph above all rejoice \ 
Love waa in every buoyant tone, 

Such love aa only could belong 
To Che bleat angela, and alone 

Could, even from angels, bring auch aong ! 

Alaa, that it ahould e'er have been 

The same in heaven aa it ia here. 
Where nothing fond or bright ia aeen. 

But it hath pain and peril near — 
Where right and wrong ao close reaemble. 

That what vre take for virtue'a thrill 
b of\en the first downward tremble 

Of the heart'a balance into ill — 
Where Love hath not a ahrine ao pure. 

So holy, but the serpent. Sin, 
In momenta even the most secure, 

Beneath his altar may glide in ! 
So waa it with that Angel — such 

The charm that sloped his fall along 
From good to ill, from loving much. 

Too eaay lapse, to loving wrong. — 
Even ao that amoroua Spirit, bound 
By beauty'a spell, where'er 't waa found, 
Fh>m the bright things above the moon, 

Down to earth'a beaming eyea descended, 
TBI love for the Creator aoon 

la paaaion for the creature ended ! 



1 Tks Ssrapbin ara the Spirits of Divine Lovn, 
Nnte. 



'T waa first at twilight, on the ahore 

Of the amooth sea, he heard the lute 
And voice of her he loved ateal o'er 

The ailver watera, that lay mute, 
Aa loth, by even a breath, to atay 
The pilgrimage of that aweet lay ; 
Whoae echoea atill went on and on, 
Till lost among the light that ahone 
Far off beyond the octtn'a brim — 

There, where the rich cascade of day 
Had, o'er the horizon's golden rim. 

Into Elysium roll'd away ! 
Of God ahe sung, and of the mild 

Attendant Mercy, that beside 
Hia awful throne for ever amiled. 

Beady with her white hand, to guide 
Hia bolta of vengeance to their prey— 
Hiat ahe might quench them on the way. 
Of Peace— of that Atoning Love, 
Upon whoae star, ahining above 
Thia twilight world of hope and fear. 

The weeping eyea of Faith are fizM 
So fond, that with her every tear 

The light of that love-atar is miz^d !-— 
All thia she sung, and such a aoul 

Of piety waa ia4hat song, 
That the chara^d^jfl^igel, aa it stole 

Tenderly to his car, along 
Thoae lulling waters, where he ^y 
Watching the day-Ught*s dying ray, 
Thought 't waa a voice from out the wave, 
An echo that aome spirit gave 
To Eden's diatant harmony. 
Heard faint and aweet beneath the aea ! 

Quickly, however, to ita aouroe, 
Tracking that muaic'a melting coorae, 
He aaw upon the goUen sand m 

Of the aea-ahore a maiden stand. 
Before whoae feet the ezpiring wavea 

Flung their laat tribute with a aigfa— 
Aa, in the Eaat, ezhauated slavea 

Lay down the far^brought gift, and die— 
And, while her lute hung by her, huah'd, 

Aa if unequal to the tide 
Of aong, that from her lips still guah'd. 

She raiaed, like one beatified, 
Thoae eyes, whose light aeem'd rather given 

To be adored than to adore — 
Such eyea aa may have look'd from heaven. 

But ne'er were raiaed to it before ! 

Oh Love, Religion, Muaic— all 

That 'a left of Eden upon earth— 
The only bleaaihga, aince the fell 
Of oar weak eoula, that atill recall 

A trace of their high glonotis birth — 
How kindred are the dreams you bring ! 

How Love, though unto earth ao prone, 
Delighta to take Religion's wing, 

When time or grief hath stain'd hia own! 
How near to Love's beguiling brink. 

Too oft, entranced Religion liea . 
While Muaic, Muaic is the link 

They both still hold by to the skiea. 
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The languagjB of their nadre sphere, 
Which they had else forgotten here. 

How then could Zaraph fail to feel 
That moment's witcheries 7— one so fair 

Breathing out music that might steal 
Hearen from itself^ and rapt in prayer 
That seraphs might be proud to share ! 

Oh, he did feel it — ^far too well — 
With warmth that much too dearly cost — 

Nor knew he, when at last be fell, 

To which attraction, to which spell, 

Love, Music, or Devotion, most 
His sool in that sweet hour was lost. 

Sweet was the hour, though dearly won. 

And pure, as aught of earth could |)e, 
For then first did the glorious sun 

Before Religion's altar see 
Two hearts in wedlock's golden tie 
Self-pledged, in love to live and die-> 
Then first did woman's virgin brow 

That hymeneal chaplet wear. 
Which, when it dies, no second vow 

€^ bid a new one bloom out there — 
Bless'd union ! by that angel wove. 

And worthy from such hajjBl|.to come ; 
Safe, sole asylum, in which Bbve, 
When fallen or exiled from above, 

In this dark world can find a home. 

And, though the Spirit had transgresa'd. 
Had, from his station 'mong the bless'd. 
Won down l^ woman's smile, allowed 

Terrestrial passion to breathe o'er 
The mirror of his heart, and cloud 

God's image, there so bright before— 
Yet never did that God look down 

On ^por with a brow so mild ; 
Never did justice launch a frown 

That, ere it fell, so nearly smiled. 
For gentle was their love, with awe 

And trembling like a treasure kept, 
'^k^ was not theirs by holy law. 
Whose beauty with remorse they saw, 

And o'er whose preciousness they wept. 
Humility, that low, sweet root. 
From which all heavenly vhrtues shoot. 
Was in the hearts of both — but most 

In Nama's heart, by whom alone 
Those charms, for which a heaven was lost, 

Seem'd all unvalued and unknown; 
And when her Seraph's eyes she caught. 

And hid hers glowing on his breast. 
Even bhss was humbled by the thought, 

** What claim have I to be so bless'd?" 

Still less could maid so meek have nursed 
Desire of knowledge — that vain thirrt, 
With which the sex hath all been cursed, 
FVom luckless Eve to her who near 
The Tabernacle stole, to hear 
The secrets of the Angels — ^no— 

To love as her own seraph loved, 
With Faith, the same through bliss and woe— 

Fahh that, were even its light removed. 



Could, like the dial, fix'd remain. 
And wait till it shone out again — 
With Patience that, though often bow'd 

By the rude storm, can rise anew. 
And Hope that, even from Evil's cloud. 

Sees sunny Good half breaking through! 
This deep, relying Love, worth more 
In heaven than all a chenib's lore — 
This Faith, more sure than aught beside. 
Was .the sole joy, ambition, pride. 
Of her fond heart — the unreasoning scope 

Of all its views, above, below— 
So true she fell it that to Aope, 

To tnut, is happier than to know. 

And thus in humbleness they trod, 
Abash'd, but pure before their God ; 
Nor e'er did earth behold a sight 

So meekly beautiful as they. 
When, with the altar's holy light 

Full on their brows, they knelt to pray. 
Hand within hand, and side by side. 
Two links of love, awhile untied 
From the great chain above, but fast 
Holding together to the last — 
Two fallen Splendors from that tree 
Which buds with such eternally,* 
Shaken to earth, yet keeping aU 
Their light and freshness in the falL 

Their only punishment (as wrong, 

However sweet, must bear its Iwand,/ 
Their only doom was this — that, long 

As the green earth and ocean stand. 
They both shall wander here— the same 
Throughout all time, in heart and frame — 
Still looking to that goal sublime, 

Whose light, remote but sure, they see. 
Pilgrims of Love, whose way is Tinie, 

Whose home is in Eternity ! 
Sulgect, the while, to all the strife 
True love encounters in this life — 
The wishes, hopes, he breathes in vain ; 

The chill, that turns his warmest aigfas 

To earthly vapour, ere they rise ; 
The doubt he feeds on, and the pain 

That in his very sweetness lies. 
Still worse, the illusions that betray 

His footsteps to their shining brink; 
That tempt him on hi« deeeit way 

Through the bleak world, to ben4 and drink 
Where nothing meets his lips, alas, 
But he again must sighing pass 
On to that far-off home of peace, 
In which alone his thirst will 



An this they bear, but, not the less. 
Have moments rich in happiness — 
Bless'd meetings, afler many a day 
Of widowhood past far away. 
When the loved face again is seen 
Close, close, with not a tear between- 



1 An nllusion to the Sepliirothi or Bplendon of the Jew 
ish Csbbala, repretented as a tree, of whiQh <3od is tka 
erown or luminit.— fiee Note. 
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Confidingi frank, without control, 
Poor'd mutnally from soul to soul ; 
As free from any fear or doubt 

As if that Ught from chill or stain, 
lie tun into the itara sheda out. 

To be by them abed back again ! — 
miat happy minglement of hearts. 

Where, changed aa chymic compounds are. 
Each with its own existence ports. 

To find a new one, happier &r! 
Such are their joys — and, crowning all, 

That blessed hope of the bright hour, 
When, happy and no more to fall, 

Their spirits shall, with fresben'd power. 
Rise up rewarded for their trust 

In Him, from whom all goodness springs. 
And, shaking off earth's soiling dust 

From their emancipated wings. 
Wander for erer through those skies 
Of radiance, where Love nerer dies ! 

In what lone regiwi of the earth 

These pilgrims now may roam or dwell, 

God and the Angels, who look forth 
To watch their steps, alone can tell. 

But sboold we, in our wanderings. 



Meet a young pair, whose beauty wants 
But the adornment of bright wings, 

To look like heaven's inhabitants — 
Who shine where'er they tread, and yet 

Are humble in their earthly lot. 
As is the way-side violet. 

That shines unseen, and were it not 

FiH* its sweet breath would be forgot — 
Whose hearts in every thought are one. 

Whose voices utter the same wills, 
Answering aa Echo doth, some tone 

Of &iry music 'mong the hills. 
So like itself^ we seek in vain 
Which is the echo, which the strain — 
Whose piety is love — whose love, 

Thou^ close as 't were their souls' embrace, 
Is not of earth, but from above — 

Like two fair mirrors, fiice to face. 
Whose light, from one to the other thrown. 
In heaven's reflection, not their own — 
Should we e'er meet with aught so pure. 
So perfect here, we may be sure 

'There is but one such pair below ; 
And, as we bless them on their way 
Through the world's wilderness, may say, 

** There Zan^ptjand bis Nama go." 



NOTES. 



PftXFACS, p. 896, line 21. 

An •rroaeoos trandatioo by the LXX. of that verse in the 
■zth ehaptsr orGsnetie, etc. 

Tn error of these interpreien (sad, it b said, of 
the old Italic version also) was in making it ti A.-yyt' 
Am tm ^a«,«*the Angdg of God," instead of **the 
£»Ofu^-Hi mistake which, assisted by the allegorising 
comments of Philo, and the rhapsodical fictions of 
the Book of Enoch,' was more than sufiicient to af> 
feet the imaginations of such half>Pagan writers as 
Clemens Alezandrinus, Tertullian, and Lactantins, 
who, chiefly, among the Fathers, have indulged 
themselves in fanciful reveries upon the snt^ect. The 
greater number, however, have rejected the fiction 
with indignation. Chrysostom, in his twenty-second 
Homily upon Geneus, earnestly exposes its absurd- 
ity ;* and Cyril accounts such a supposition as cyyvf 
iiMpi«f,^1>ordering on folly."' According to these 

1 It ia Umontablo to think that thii ab«urd production, of 
which we now know the whole from Dr. Laurence's trana- 
lation, ihoald ever have been eonaidered aa an intptred or 
aatbentic work. See the Preliminary DisMrtatioo, prefixed 
to the Translation. 

S One of the arguments of Chrysoatomb, that Anfolaare 
BO where elae, in the Old Testament, eallsd *' Sons of Ood,**— 
bnt his commentator, Mootfaueon, showp that he is mis- 
taken, and that in the Book of Job they are so desi^ated, 
(c. i. V. 8.) both in the oriffioal Hebrew and the Vulnte, 
tboogli not in the Septaagint, which alone, he pays, Chry- 
soalom read. 

3 I«ib. ii. Olaphyrorum. — Philastriua, in his enumeration 



Fathers (and dieir opinion has been followed by iU 
the theologians, down from St. Thomas to Caryl and 
Lightfoot,*) the term ** Sons of God," must be underw 
stood to mean the descendants of Seth, by Enos — a 
family peculiarly favoured by Heaven, because with 
them men first began to " call upon the name of the 
Lord"— while, by "the daughters of men," they 
suppose that the corrupt race of Cain is designated. 
The probability, however, is, that the words in quos- 
tion ought to have been translated ** the sons of the 
nobles or great men," as wc find them interpreted in 
the Tkrgum of Onkelos (the most ancient and accu- 
rate of all the Chaldaic paraphrases,) and as, it ap- 
peare from Cyril, the version of Syromachus also 
rendered them. This translation of the passage re- 
moves all difiicuhy, and at onoe relieves the Sacred 
History of an extravagai)cej which, however it may 
suit the imagination of the poet, is inconsistent with 
all our notions, both philosophical and religioua. 



of hereties, dame* this story of tlio An^'in amon^ iho num- 
ber, and sajrs it deserves only to he rnnkod with those 6e- 
tiaoa about goda apd god4e8SM, lo whioii the fancy of the 
Pagan poets gave birti);— ^*8icuti ct Pnganorum et Poeta- 
rum mepdacia assemnt deos deaaquo trniifirormatos nefanda 
oo^Q^a oommiaiflse.^'-i-De Hnres. Edir. Baail. p. 101. 

4 Lif htfoot says, " The sons of God, or tlie members of 
the Church, and the progeny of Seth, marrying carelessly 
and promiscuously wirh tho itnughtem of men, or brood or 
C^n,** ete. I find in Pole that, according lo the Samaritan 
veraiooj the phraae may be understood as meaning " the 
Sons ot Us Judfe^J'^—So varioufly may tho Hebrew word, 
Elohtm, be Interpreted. 
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Fkge 89^ line 81. 

TrmmmU each momeiit, oifht aad day, 
The aebo of Hia lutnioous word ! 

DionyRiin (De CcBlest. Hierarch.) is of opinion^ 
that when Isaiah represents the Seraphim as crying 
out ** one unto the other,** his intention is to describe 
those communications of the dirine thought and will, 
which are continually passing from the higher orders 
of the angels to the lower :—9la itat avrwfrovt ^ora- 
rovs Yipa^tn o{ ^toXoyoi ^aviv krtpov wpos rov hrspov cc- 
Kpaytvatj oa^us tp rovrff, KaBarsp oiftaiy itfXavvrtSf hri 
rwv ^coXoyicwv yviMrcMV oi xptaroi rotf Snnpoit /tcra* 
Stdoavt. — See also in the Pkraphrtse of I^hymer 
upon Dionysius, cap. 2. rather a strUdng passage, 
in which he represents all liying creatures as being, 
in a stronger or fainter degree, " echoes of God." 

P^ 296, line 19. 

One of earth*! fairest womankind. 
Half veil'd from view, or rather •hrinod 
In the clear cbrjilal of* brook. 

This is given upon the authority, or rather aocord- 
ing to the fancy, of some of the Fathers, who sup> 
pose that the women of earth were first seen by the 
angels in this situation ; and St. Basil has even made 
:'t the serious foundation of ratfepr a rigorous rule 
for the toilet of his fair disciples^f adding, Ixavov yap 
tVTi vapayvftvovfttvov KaXXof xat viovf ^tov wpt ^^ 
vriv Y^^^^^^h 'rat (^ avBpvirovt Sta rssnpv mwo$v^9tcm»» 
rait ^vvTovf avoiti^ai. — De Vera Virginitat. tom. i. p. 
747. edit Paris. 1618. 



Page 296, Une 115. 
The Spirit of yon beauteous ctar. 

It is the opinion of Kircher, Ricciolus, etc. (and 
was, I believe, to a certain degree, tha( of Origen) that 
the stars are moved and directed by intelligences or 
angels who preside over them. Among other pas- 
sages from Scripture in support of this notion, they 
cite those words of the Book of Job, " When the 
morning stars sang together.** — Upon which Kircher 
remarks, ** Non de materialibus intelligitur.'* Itin. 1. 
Isagog. Astronom. See also Caryrs most wordy 
Commantaiy on the same text. 

Page 297, line 33. 
And the brifht Watchers near the throne. 

** The Watchers, the offspring of Heaven.**— Book 
of Enodi. In Daniel also the angeb are called 
watchers . — ** And behold, a watcher and an holy one 
came down from heaven.'* iv. 13. 

Pkge 297, line 81 
Then, too, that juice of earth, etc. etc. 

For all that relates to the nature and attributes of 
angels, the tiuM of their creation, the extent of their 
knowledge, and the power which they p osse s s , or 
can occasionally assume, of performing such hiraian 
functions as eating, drinking, etc etc. I shall refer 
those who are inquisitive upon the sulgect to the fol- 
lowing works: — The Treatise upon the Celestial 
Hierarchy written under the name of Dionysius the 
Areopagite, in which, among much that is heavy and 
trifling, there are some sublime notions concerning 



the agency of these spiritual creatures — ^The que^ 
tions ** de Cognitione Angclorum'* of St Thomas, 
where he examines most prolixly into such puzzling 
points as "whetlier angels illuminate each other,'* 
" whether they speak to each other,** etc. etc. — ^The 
Thesaurus of Cocceius, containing extracts from 
almost every theologian that has written on the sub- 
ject—The 9th, 10th, and 11th chapters, sixth book, 
ofTHistoire des Juifs," where all the extraordinary 
reveries of the Rabbins' about angels and demons 
are enumerated — The Questions attributed to St 
Athanasius — The Treatise of Bonaventure upon the 
Wings of the Seraphim* — and, lastly, the ponderous 
folio of Suarez " de Angelis,** where the reader will 
find all that has ever been fancied or reasoned, upon 
a sulgect which only stuA writers could have con- 
trived to render so dull. 

Page 297, Kne 89. 
Thrn first the fatal wint-cup rainM, etc. 

Some of the circumstancos of this story were sug- 
gested to me by the Eastern legend of the two angels, 
Harut and Marut, as it is given by Mariti, who says, 
that the author of the Taalim founds upon it the Ma- 
hometan prohibition of wine. The Bahardanush tells 
the story differently. 



Page 297, line 105. 
Why, why hare hapless anyels eyes t 

TertuUian imagines that the words of St. Paul, 
** Woman ought to have a veil on her head,' on ac- 
cornni <^tke an^ds," have an evident reference to the 
fatal effects which the beauty of women once pro- 
duced upon these spiritual beings. See the strange 
passage of this Father (de Virgin. Velandis,) begin- 
ning ** Si enim propter angelos,** etc. etc. where his 
editor Pamelius endeavours to save his morality, «t 
the expense of his latinity, by substituting the word 
" excussat** for ** excusat.'* Such instances of inde- 
corum, however, are but too common throughout the 
Fathers, in proof of which I need only refer to some 
passages in the same writer*s treatise, ** De AnioM,'*—- 
to the Second and Third Books of the Pedsgogusitf 
Clemens Alexandrinus, and to the instances which 
La M othe le Vayer has adduced from Chrytoetoin in 
his Hexameron Rustique, Joom^ Seoonde. 



1 The foliowinf may serve as specimens :— *' Les angea 
ne saveot point la lan^^ue Chaldaiquo: c'eal |)ooraaoi iia ne 
portent points Dieu les oraisonsdeccux qui prient dans cette 
lanfue. lis se tromuent souvent ; ils font des erreura dan|r«Y- 
eoMw ; car T Ange de la mon, qui eat charge de faire rooorir 
on homme, en prend quelquefuis un autre, oe qui cause de 

grands d^vordres lis sont charges de chan 

ter devant Dieu le cantique. Saints Saint «s( le Diem in 
•rmifs; maia ila ne remplissent cet office qu*ane fois is 
jour, dans uno •omaine, dans un mois, dans un an, dans uo 
sieclp, ou dans T^iornit^. L*Ange qui lutioit contre Jacob 
le preMR de le lai«!«er alter, lorsque PAurore parut, parct 
que cYtoit son tour de chnnter le cantique co joar-IA, c« 
qu'il n'avoit encore jamais fait.** 

2 This work (winch, notwithstanding its Utie, is, proba- 
bly, quite as dull as the rest) I hare not, myselflbeen able 
to see, having searched for it in vain throush the King *a Li- 
brary at Paris, though assisted by the seal and kindness of 
M. LanglAs and M. Vonpradt, whoae liberal adminiatratioa 
of that must liberal establishment, entitles them — not ooTy 
for the immediate efToct of such conduct, bat for the nsefnl 
and civiKxing example it holds forth — to the most corHM) 
gratirude of the whole literary world. 

3 Corinth xi. 10. Dr- Mackni^t's Translation. 
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Fhge 29a, line 75. 

When Lacifer, in falliog, bore 
The third of the bright stan awny. 

"* And hii tail drew the third part of the stara of 
hearen, and did cast them to the earth.*' ReTelat. 
liL 4.— l>ocent aancti (says Soarez) supremum ange- 
Imn traxiaie lecum teitiam partem itellarum.*' Lib. 
7. cap. 7. 

Pkge 298, line 77. 

Rite, in earih*t beaatjr, to repair 
That Ion of light and glory there! 

The idea of the Fathen waa, that the yacanciea 
occasioned in the different ordera of angels by the 
fkll were to be filled up from the human race. There 
is, however, another opinion, backed by papal autho- 
rity, that it was only the tenth order of the Celestial 
Hierarchy that fell, and that, therefore, the promo- 
tions which occasionally take place from earth are 
intended for the completion of that grade alone : or, 
as it is eiplained by Salonius (Dial, in Eccl.)^"* De- 
eem sunt ordines angelorum, sed unus cecidit per su- 
perbiam, et idcirco boni angeli semper laborant, at de 
hominibtu numerus adimpleatur, et proveniat ad per- 
fectum numerum, id est, denarium.*' According to 
some theologians, virgins alone are admitted ** ad col- 
legiom angelorum ," but the author' of the ** Speculum 
Peregrinarom Qucationam" rather questions this ei- 
clusive privilege . — ^ Hoc non videtur verum, quia mul- 
ti, non viigines, ut Petrus et Magdalena, multis etiam 
▼irginibus eminentiores sunt.** Decad. 2. cap. 10. 

Page 299, line 38. 
*T waa RuBi. 

I might have chosen, perhaps, some better name, 
out it is meant (like that of Zaraph in the following 
itory) to define the particular class of spirits to which 
the angel belonged. The author of the Book of 
Enoch, who estimates at 200 the number of angels 
that descended upon Mount Hermon, for the purpose 
of making love to the women of earth, has favoured 
M with the names of their leader and chiefii — Samy- 
axa, Urakabarameel, Akibeel, Tamiel, etc. etc. 

In that heretical worahip of angels which prevailed, 
to a great degree, during die first ages of Christianity, 
to name them seems to have been one of the most 
impoifant ceremonies ; for we find it expressly for- 
bidden in one of the Canons (3dth) of the council of 
Laodicea, ovofta^tiv rovf ayYt^ovf. Josephus, too, 
mentions, among the religious rites of the Elssenes, 
their swearing to preserve the names of the angels." 
—^vvrripfiffctv ra rwv ayyt^f^v ovofiara. Bell. Jud. Ub. 
2. cap. 8. — See upon this sul^ect Van Dale, de Ong. 
et Progress. Idololat. cap. 9. 

Page 299, line 39. 

ttioae hri.^lit creatarea naraed 

Spirits of Kvuwiodge. 

The word ohenib tiignifiea knowledge— re yyos*f xev 
wraav Ml ^toarnrof, says Dionysina. Hence it is diat 
Eiekiel, to express the abondanoe of theff knowledge, 
repreeents them as "foil of eyea.*' 



1 F. BarthokHnvoa Sibylla. 
2 R 



Page 299, line 78. 

Summoo'd his chief angelic powera 
To wiineaa, etc. 

St. Augustin, upon Genesis, seems rather inclined 
to admit that the angeb had some share {** aliqvod 
ministerium*') in the creation of Adam and Eve. 

Page 300, Une 124. 

I had beheld their First, their Eva, 
Born in that splendid Paradiso. 

Whether Eve was created m Paradise or not is a 
question that has been productive of much doubt and 
controversy among the theologians. With respect to 
Adam, it is agreed on all aides that he was created 
outside; and it ia accordingly asked, with some 
warmth, by one of the commentators, ** why shonld 
woman, the ignobler creature of the. two, be created 
within ?' Others, on the contrary, consider this dia- 
tin^on as but a fair tribute to the superior beauty 
and purity of women ; and aome, in their zeal, even 
seem to think that, if the scene of her creation waa 
not already Paradise, it became so, inmiediately upoa 
that event, in compliment to her. Josephus is one 
of those who think that Eve was formed outside ; 
TertuUian, too, among the Fathers— and, among tlia 
Theologians, RupertM, who, to do him justice, never 
misses an opportunity of putting on record his ill- 
will to the sex. Pereriua, however (and his opinion 
seems to be conaiderad as the moat orthodox,) thinks 
it much more consiatent with the order of the Mosaic 
narration, as well as with the sentiments of Baail and 
other Fathers, to conclude that Eve waa created in 
Paradise. 

Page 301, line 8. 
Her terror, too. 
The comparative extent of Eve*s delinquency, and 
the proportion which it bears to that of Adam, is an- 
other point which has exercised the tiresome inge- 
nuity of the Commentators ; and they seem generally 
to agree (with the exception always of Rupertus) 
that, as she waa not yet created when the prohibition 
was issued, and therefore could not have heard it, (a 
conclusion remarkably confirmed by the inaccurate 
way in which she reports it to the serpent,') her share 
in the crime of disobedience is considerably lighter 
than that of Adam.' In corroboration of this view 
of the matter, P^rerius remarks that it is to Adam 
alone the Deity addresses his reproaches for having 
eaten of the forbidden tree, because to Adam alone 
the order had been originally promulgated. So far, 
indeed, does the gallantry of another commentator, 
Hugh de St. Victor, carry him, that he looks upon the 
words *' I will put enmity between thee and the wo- 
man" as a proof that the sex was from that moment 
enlisted into the service of Heaven, as the chief foe 
and obstacle whicii the Spirit of Evil would have to 
contend with in his inroads on this world : — ** si dein- 

1 " Cor deniqae Evatn. quia Adamo ignobilior erat, for- . 
aaavit intra Paradisuoi V 

3 Rupertua cooaiders tbess vmriamtes as inlontiooal and 
prevaricatory, and aa the first inatanoo upon reeord of a 
wilful vitiation of the worda of God, for the purpose of 
Buitingtbe corrupt viewa and propeositisa inhuman nature. 
— DeTriniUt. lib. iii. cap. 5. 

3 Caietanaa, indeed, pronooncsa it to be ** mininum iwc- 
eatuoi *' 



314 



MOORFS WORKS. 



cept Eva inimica Diabolo, ergo fuit grata et arnica 
Deo." 

Pkge 301, line 36. 

Cdl h«r— think wbal— hii Life! hit Life! 

Chayah (or, aa it is in the Latin veraion, Eva) haa 
the tame irignification aa the Greek, Zoe. 

Epiphanius, among others, is not a little surprised 
at the application of such a name to Eve, so immedi- 
ately, too, after that awful denunciation of death, 
" dust thou art," etc. etc.' Some of the commenta- 
ton think that it waa meant as a sarcasm, and spoken 
hy Adam, in the fint bitterness of hia hearty — in the 
tame spirit of irony (says Pererius) aa that of the 
Greeks in calling their Furies, Eumenides, or Gende.' 
But the Bishop of Chalon rejects this supposition . — 
** Eiplodendi sane qui id nominis afo Adamo per iro- 
niam inditum uxori sue putant ; atque quod mortis 
causa esset, amaro joco Titam appellaase.' 

With a similar feeling of spleen against women, 
■ome of these ** distillateurs des Saintes Lettrea" (aa 
Bayle calls them,) in rendering the text " I will make 
him a help meet for htm,** translate these words 
** agamet or ccntrmry to him" (a meaning which, it 
appears, the original will bear,) and represent them 
aa prophetic of thoae contradictions and perplexitiea 
which men experience from wtBuen in this life. 

It is rather strange that these two instancea of per- 
verse commentatorship should have escaped the re- 
searches of Bayle, in hia curious aitiele upon Etc. 
He would have found another aubjeet of diaouasion, 
equally to his taste, in Gataker's whimsical disserta- 
tion upon Eve's knowledge of the rtxvii l^avrtiait 
and upon the notion of Epiphanius that it waa taught 
her in a apecial revdation from Heaven. — Miscellan. 
lib. it cap. 3. p. 200. 

Fage 302, line 113. 

Oh, idol of my dreams ! whate'er 
Thy nature be — human, diviuu, 
Or but half heavenly. 

In an article upon the Fathers, which .appeared, 
some years since, in the Edinburgh Review (No, 
XLVii,) and of which I have made some little use in 
theae notes (having that claim over it — aa ** quiddam 
notum propriumque*' — which Lucretiua gives to the 
cow over the caU^) there is the following remark .■ — 
** Tlie belief of an intercourM between angels and 
women, founded upon a false version of a text in 
Crenesia, ia one of those extravagant notiona of St. 
Justin and other Fathers, which ahow how little they 
had yet purified themselves from the groaanesa of 
heathen mythology, and in how many respects their 
heaven waa but Olympus, with other names. Yet we 
can hardly be angry with them for this one error, 
when we recoUect that possibly to their enamoured 
angels we owe the fanciful world of sylphs and 
gnomea, and that at thia moment we might have 
wanted Pope's most exquisite poem, if the version of 
the LXX. had translated the Book of Genesia cor- 
recUy." 

I Ks« ^iT« re •KOw«-««, v^ ii, «•< f<( ynv «irtXt«flri|, 
fiirm rtir wmfmBu«r$w.Kmt nv amvftmrrov eri fttrm r^9 1rmfu^ 
fimriw rmmrnv rifv ftiymKnv i<rx«» iwrnvv/tfr. Hsrea78. WC. 
la torn. i. edit Paris, 1032. 

B Lib.6.p.9M. 

3 Pootna Tyard. d« recta oominum impoaitione, p. 14. 



The following is one among many paaaagea, which 
may be adduced from the Comte de Gabalia, in con- 
firmation of thia remariL : — ^**Cea enfana du ciel engen- 
dr^rent lea g^ans fameux, s'^tant fait aimer aux fillea 
des hommea ; et les mauvais cabalistes Joseph et Philo 
(comme tous les Juifs sont ignorans,) et apr^s eux 
toua les auteurs que j*ai nomm^s tout k I'heure, ont 
dit que c'^toit des anges, et n'ont pas su que c'^tait 
les sylphes et les autres peuples des ^l^mens, qui, 
sous le nora d'enfana d'Eloim, sont distingu^ des 
enfans des hommea." — See Entret. Second. 

Page 303, line 110. 
So liigh ihe deoni'd h»r Chcrub'a love ! 
** Nihil plus desiderare potuerint quae angeloa poa- 
sidebant — magno scilicet nupserant.'* TertulL da 
Habitu Mulieb. cap. 2. 

Page 304, line 14. 
Then flrat were diamonds caogfht, etc. 

** Quelques gnomea, ddsireux de devenir immoitels, 
avoient voulugagner les bonnea gracea de noa filks, 
et lenr avaient apport^ des pierreries dont ils soot 
gardiena naturels : et sea auteurs ont cni, s'appuyaat 
aur le livre d'Elnoch mal entandu, que <^4taiient des 
pi^ges que les angea aneuieux," etc. ete^ — Compla 
da Gabalia. 

Teitullian traoea all the chief loxnriea of femak 
attire, the necklacea, aimleta, rouge, and the black 
powder for the eye-laahea, to the reaearches of these 
fallen angels into the inmost receasea of nature, and 
the discoveries they were, in conaequence, enahtad 
to make, of all that could embellish the beauty of 
their earthly favouritea. He paaaage is ao remark- 
able that I shall give it entire : — " Nam et ilU qui ea 
conatituerant, damnaxi in penam mortia depotantar : 
illi scilicet angeU, qui ad filias hominum de ooelo nie> 
runt, ut haec quoque ignominia fcnminc accedat. Nan 
cum et materias quasdam bene occultaa et aitea p]e> 
rasque non bene revelatas, scculo multo magia impe- 
rito prodi^issusnt (ajquidem et metallorum opera nuda- 
verant, et herborum ingenia traduxerant et incaata- 
tionura vires provulgavcrant, et omnem curiositalea 
uaque ad steUarum inteipretalionera deaignaverant) 
proprie et quasi peculiariter foeminia inatrumentom 
istud muliebria gloriae contulerunt : lumina l^ulloniia 
quibus monilia variantur, et circuloa ex aoro qnibos 
bnMshia arctantur; et medicamenta ex fuco, qoibas 
lanae colorantur, et ilium ipaum nigrum pulveien, 
quo oculorum exordia producuntur." De HabitB 
Mulieb. cap. 2. — See him also ** De Cukn Foem. cap. IQi 

Page 304, line 28. 

the mighty magnet, aet 

In Woman*! fbrm. 
The aame figure, aa applied to female attractiom, 
occurs in a aingular paaaage of St. Baail, of which the 
following ia the concluaion : — Ata ntp cvevvcy nra 
rov a^jttvos avnn tpvciKi/v iwttsrttaVf w; 9ti^pf^ f^pi, 
vo^^tv ftayvtrttf rowro lepos iavrov ftayymvni, De 
Vera Virginitat. tom. i. p. 727. It is but fair, however, 
to add, that Hennant,the biographer of Baail, haa pio- 
nounced this moat unaanctified treatise to be aporioM. 

Pkge 304, line 37. 
I *ve aaid, " Nny, look not there, my love," eic 
I am aware that this happy saying of Lord Albe- 
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tnarte's lotes much of its grace and playfulneM, by 
being put into tbe mouth of any but a human lover. 

Page d04^JVbte. 
Clemens Alexandrinus is one of those who suppose 
that tbe knowledge of such sublime doctrines was 
derived from the disclosure of the angels. Stromat. 
lib. ▼. p. 48. To the same source Cassianus and 
others trace all impious and daring sciences, such 
as magic, alchemy, etc. **From the fallen angels 
(says Zosimus) came all that miserable knowledge 
which is of no use Co the soul." — Uarra ra vovtfpn 
nat nn6ctf w^fXowrs rnv \lfvxnV' — Ap Fhotium. 

Pkge 304, line 91. 

lifht 

EacspiDf fVom the Zod ac*t aigns. 

" La lumi^re Zodiacale n'est autre chose' que l*at- 
mosph^re du soleil.'* — Lalande. 

P^ 308, line, 108. 
as *t ii graved 



Upon the tablets that, of old, 
By Cham were from tbe Deluge saved. 

The pillars of Seth are usually referred to as the 
depositories of ante-diluvian knowledge; bat they 
were inscribed with none but astronomical secrets. 
I Jiave, therefore, preferred here the tablets of Cham 
as being, at least, more miscellaneous in tbeir infor- 
mation. Tbe following aceoimt of tbem is given in 
Jablonski from Cassianus : — ** Quantum enim antique 
traditiones ferunt Cham filius Nob, qui superstitioni' 
bos ac profiinis fuerit artibos institutus, sciens nullum 
■e posse soperfats nyemorialem librum in arcane inferre, 
in quam erat ingressurus, sacrilegas artes ac profana 
commenta durissimis inacnlpsit lapidibus." 

P^ 308, Une 114. 
And this yoang Angers *niong tbe rest. 

Pftchjrmer, in his Paraphrase on the Book de Divi- 
ms Nominibos of Dyonysias, speaking of the incamar 
tion of Christ, says, that it was a mystery ineflUile 
from all time, and ** unknovm even to the first and 
Met* angel,"— Ratifying this last phrase by the ao- 
tbority of St. John in tbe Revelation. 

Pkge 308, Une 4. 
Circles of light that from the same 
Eternal centra sweeping wide, 
Carry its beams on every side. 

See the Idtfi chapter of Dionysius for his notions 



of the manner in which God*s ray is communicated, 
first to the Intelligences near him, and then to those 
more remote, gradually losing its own brightness as 
it passes into a denser medium. — wpovfiaXkovtra St ratt 
wa)(VTefMt( iXatff aiiviportpav sj^ei nyv iiaiortKiiv ciri- 

P^ 310, line 20. 

Then first did woman's virgin brow 

That hymeneal chaplet wear, 
^kichf when it dies, no second vow 

Can bid a new one bloom out there. 

In the Catholic church, when a widow is married, 
ahe is not, I believe, allowed to wear flowers on her 
head. The ancient Romana honoured with a ''corona 
pudicitie," or crown of modesty, those who entered 
but once into the marriage state. 

Page 310, line 57. 

her, who near 

The Tabernacle stole to hear 
The secrets of the Angels. 



Sara. 



Page 310, line 86. 



Two Talten Splendors. 

Tbe Sephiroths are the higher orders of eroanatiTe 
being, in the strange and incomprehensible system of 
the Jewish Cabbala. They are called by variona 
names, Pity, Beauty, etc etc.; and their infloenoes 
are supposed to act through certain canals, which 
conunimicate with each other. The reader may 
judge of the rationality of the system by the follow- 
ing explanation of part of the machinery. — "Les 
panauz qui sortent de la Mis^ricorde et de la Force, et 
qui vopt aboutir k la Beaut^ sent charges d*iu gnund 
nombre d*Angea. II y en a trente-cinq sur le canal 
de la Mis^ricorde, qui ricompensent et qui couronnent 
la vertu des Sainta," etc. etc. For a concise aoeoont 
of the Cabalistic Philosophy, see Enfield's very useful 
compepdium of Brucker. 

Pkge 310, line 86. 

from that tree 

Which bads with such etemady. 

** On lea repr^sente qoelquefois sous la figure d*im 
aibfe .... I'Ensoph qu*on met ao-dessns de Taibfe 
Sephirotique ou dem Splendours divines, est l*Iiifini.'* 
— VHutobre de$ Juift, Vtv. ix. 11. 
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Though the beauties of the National Music of Ire- 
hind have been very generally felt and acknowledged, 
yet it has happened, through the want of appropriate 
English words, and of the arrangement necessary to 
a4apt them to the voice, that many of the most ezcel> 
lent compositions have hitherto remained in obscurity. 
It is intended, therefore, to form a Collection of the 
best Original Irish Melodies, with characteristic 
Symphonies and Accompaniments, and with Words 
containing as frequent as pomible allusions to the 
manners and history of the country. 

In the poetical part, the Publisher has had promises 
of assistance from several distinguished Literary Cha- 
racteni, particulariy from Mr. Moore, whose lyrical 
talent is so peculiarly suited to such a task, and whose 
leal in the undertaking will be best undentood frem 
the following extract of a letter which he has address- 
ed to Sir John Stevenson (who has undeitakeB the 
arrangement of the airs) on the subject : — 

** I feel very anxious ibat a Work of this kind should 
be undertaken. We have too long neglected the onlj 
talent for which our English*iieighbouxs ever deigned 
to allow us any credit. Our National Music has never 
been properly collected;' and, while tBe composers 
of the Continent have enriched their operas and 
sonatas with melodies borrowed from Ireland — very 
often without even the honesty of acknowledgment— 
we have left these treasures in a great degree un- 
claimed and fugitive. Thus our airs, hke too many 
of our countrymen, for want of protection at home, 
have passed into the service of foreigners. But we 
are come, I hope, to a better period both of politics 
and music ; and how much they are connected, in 
Ireland at least, appears too plainly in the tone of 
sorrow and depression which characterises mo«t of 
our early songs. — The taak which you propose to rae, 
.of adapting words to these airs, is by no means easy. 
The poet, who would follow the various sentiments 
which they express, must feel and understand that 
rapid fluctuation of spirits, that unaccountable mixture 
of gloom and levity, which composes the character 
of my countrymen, and has deeply tinged their music. 
Even in their liveUest strains we find some melan- 
choly note intrude— some minor third or flat seventh 
— which throws its shade as it passes, and makes 
even mirth interesting. If Burns had been an Irish- 
man (and I would willingly give up all our claims 
upon Ossian for him,) his heart would have been 
proud of such music, and his genius would have made 
it immortal. 



1 The writer furc ot, whnn ha made thu ssMrtioa, that the 
Poblic are indebted to Mr. Buotin|f for a very valuable col- 
tectton or Irish Munic; and that the patriotic genius of Miss 
Owwaon hat been employed upon aome of our fineil Airt. 



^Another difficulty (which is, however, purely 
mechanical) arises from the irregular structure of 
many of those airs, and the ^wless kind of metre 
which it will in consequence be necessary to adapt 
to them. In these instances the poet must write not 
to the eye but to the ear ; and must be content to have 
his verses of that description which Cicero mentions, 
* Quos ti cantu tpoUaverig, nuda remanebil aratio: 
That beautiful air, * The Twisting of the Rope,* which 
has all the romantic character of the Swiss Ranz deg 
VacheM, is one of those wild and sentimental rakes 
which it will not be very easy to tie down in sober 
wedlock with poetry. However, notwithstanding all 
these difficulties, and the very little talent which I 
can bring to surmount them, the design appears to 
me so truly national, that I shall feel much pleasura 
in giving it all the assistance in my power. 

^^LeketHerOnrt, Feb. 1807.' 
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IRISH MELODIES. 
No. I. 



GO WHERE GLORY WAITS THEE. 

Am— Maid o/tke VaUey, 

Go where glory waits thee. 
But, while fame elates thee. 

Oh ! still remember me. 
When the praise thou meetest 
To thine ear is sweetest. 

Oh ! then remember me. 
Other arms may press thee. 
Dearer friends caress thee. 
All the joys that bless thee 

Sweeter far may be ; 
But when friends are nearest. 
And when joys are dearest, 

Oh ! then reinbmber me. 

When at eve thou revest 
By the star thou lovest. 

Oh ! then remember me. 
Think, when home returning, 
Bright we've seen it burning — 

Oh ! thus remember me. 
Oft as summer closes, . 
When thine eye reposes. 
On its lingering roses. 

Once so loved by thee — 
Think of her who wove them, 
Her who made thee love them- 

Oh ! then remember me. 

When, around thee dying. 
Autumn leaves are lying. 
Oh ! then remember me 
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" Sir Knight ! I feel not the leut alann. 
No aon of Erin will offisr me hann— 
For though they lore woman and goMen atore, 
Sir Knight ! they love honour and yirtue more !" 

On ahe went, and her maiden flmile 
In safety lighted her round the green isle. 
And bltfat for ever it ahe who relied 
Upon Erui*8 honour and Erin*8 pride ! 



AS A BEAM 0*ER THE FACE OF THE 
WATERS MAY GLOW. 

Air — The Young Mcm*^ Dream. 
Aa a beam o*er the face of the waten may glow 
While the tide runa in darkneoa and coldneaa below. 
So the cheek may be tinged with a warm sunny smile, 
Though the cold heart to ruin runs darkly the while. 

One fatal remembranoe, one sorrow that throws 
Its bleak shade alike o*er our joys and our woes, 
To which life nothing darker or brighter can brii^, 
For which joy has no balm, and affliction «> sting ! — 

Oh ! this thouglit in the midst of enjoyment will stay, 
Like a dead, leafless branch in the summer*8 bright ray; 
The beams of the warm sun play round it in Tain« — 
It may snule in his light, but it blooms not again ! 



THE MEETING OF THE WATERS.' 
Air— 7^ Old Head of Denis, 
There is not in the wide world a yalley so sweet 
As that vale in whose bosom the bright waten meet ;* 
Oh ! the last ray of feeling and life must depaxt. 
Ere the bloom of that valley shall fade from my heart. 

Yet it was not that nature had shed o*er the scene 
Her purest of crystal trnd brightest of green ; 
*T was n4d the soft magic of streamlet or hill — 
Oh ! no— it was something more exquisite still. 

*Twas that friends the beloved of my bosom were near. 
Who made every dear scene of enchantment more dear. 
And who felt how the best charms of nature improve. 
When we see them reflected from looks that we love. 

Sweet vale of Avoca ! how calm could I rest \ 
In thy bosom of shade, with the friends I love beat, Y 
Where the storms that we feel in thia cold world 

should cease. 
And our hearts, like thy waters, be mingled in peace. 



No. II. 

gT> SENANU8 AND THE LADY. 
AitL—The Brwm Thorn, 

ST. 8KNANU8. 

** Oh ! haste, and leave thia sacred isle. 
Unholy bark^ ere morning smile ; 



1 *' The Meeting of the Wai«ni" forme a part of that 
beautiful ecenery wliirh liee tKJlween Ratbdruro and Ark- 
low, in the county of Wicklow, and tbeee linea were eug- 
yeetHd by a vinil to ihie romaoUc ipot, in the aumner of Iw/. 

% The rivort Avon and Avoca. 



For on thy deck, though dailc ft be, 

A female form I see ; 
And I have sworn thia sainted sod 
Shall ne*er by woman's feet be trod !'" 

THE LADT^ 

*• Oh ! Father, send not hence my bark 
Through wintry winds and billowa dark. 
I come, with humble heart, to share 

Thy mom and evening prayer ; 
Nor mine the feet, oh ! holy Saint, 
Tlie brightness of thy sod to taint.*' 

The lady*s prayer Senanus spum'd ; 
The winds blew fresh, the bark letom'd 
But legends hint, that had the maid 

Till morning's light delay'd. 
And given the saint one rosy smile. 
She ne'er had left his lonely isle. 



HOW DEAR TO ME THE HOUR. 
Air— 7^ TwUting of the Rope. 

How dear to me the hour when day-light diesy- 
And sun-beams melt along the silent sea. 

For then sweet dreams of other days arise, 
And memory breathes her vesper sigh to thee. 

And, aa I watch the line of light that plays 
Along the smooth wave toward the burning weat^ 

I long to tread that golden path of rays, 
And think 't would lead to some bright isle of real 1 



TAKE BACK THE VIRGIN PAGE. 

WRITTEN ON RETURNING A BLANK BOOK. 

Air — DermoU, 

Take back the virgin page, 

White and unwritten still ; 
Some hand more calm and sage 

The leaf must filL 
"nioughts come as pure as light. 

Pure as even you require: 
But oh ! each word I write 

Love turns to fire. 

Yet let me keep the book ; 
Oft shall my heart renew. 



1 In a metrical life of 8t Beoanui, taken from an old 
Kilkenny MB. and which may be found among the JleitL 
Sanetormm Hibemm^ we aie told of bis flight to the ialand 
uf Scattery, and hn reeolation not to admit any woman of 
ihe partv ; ho refaaed to receive even a •istor saint, St. Can 
lir.r.i, whom an angel had taken tu Ihe bland, for the exprea 
puriKite of introdttcina her to him. The followinf was the 
ungracious answer of Senanus, according to his poetteal 
bio|frapber: * ^ 

Cni ProBsnl, quid foibinis 
Commune est cum monachist 
Nee te nee uUam sliam 
Admittemns in insnism. 

Bee the Jlcta Semct. Hih. page 610. 

Acoordinc to Dr. Ledwieh, St. Senanus was no Isss a 
personage tnan the river Shannon ; but 0*Connor, and other 
antiquarians deny this metamorphose indignantly. 



MOORE'S WORKS. 



When on iti leaves I look. 

Dear thoughts of you ! 
Like you, 't ia fair and bright; 

like you, too bright and fair 
To let wild passion write 

One wrong wish there ! 

Ha]Jy, when from those eyes 

Far, far away I roam. 
Should calmer thoughts arise 

Towards you and home. 
Fancy may trace some line 

Worthy those eyes to meet ; 
Thoughts that not bum, but shine 

Pure, calm, and sweet ! 

And, as the records are. 

Which wandering seamen keep. 
Led by their hidden star 

Through the cold deep — 
So may the words I write 

Tell through what stonns I itray, 
You still the unseen light 

Guiding my way ! 



THE LEGACY. 
Air — ITnibioicii. 

When in death I shall calm recline, 

O bear my heart to my mistreas d€to ; 
Tell her it lived upon smiles and wine 

Of the brightest hue, while it lingered here 
Bid her not shed one tear of sorrow 

To sully a heart so brilliant and light ; 
But balmy drops of the red grape borrow. 

To bathe the relic from mom till night. 

When the light of my song is o'er. 

Then take my harp to youi ancient hall ; 
Hang it up at that friendly door. 

Where weary travellers love to call.' 
Then if some bard, who roams forsaken. 

Revive its soft note in passing along. 
Oh ! let one thought of its master waken 

Your warmest smile for the child of song 

Keep this cup, which is now o'erflowing. 

To grace your revel when Fm at rest ; 
Nerer, oh ! ncTer its balm bestowing 

On Ups that beauty hath seldom blest ! 
But when some warm devoted lover 

To her he adores shall bathe its brim. 
Then, then my spirit around shall hover. 

And hallow each drop that foams for him. 
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Bciglit links diat Glory wove. 

Sweet bonds, entwined by Love ! 
PeMe to each manly soul that sleepeth! 
Rest to each faithful eye that weepeth \ 

Long may the fair and brave 

Sig^ o*er the hero*s grave. 

We*re fallen npon gloomy days,^ 

Star after star decays. 

Every bright name, that shed 

Light o*er the land, is fled. 
Dark fklls the tear of him who monmeth 
J.iOst joy, or hope that ne*er retumeth ; 

But brightly flovirs the tear 

Wept o'er a h6ro*s bier ! 

Oh ! quench*d are our beacon-lights— 
Thou, of the hundred fighta !* 
Thou, on whose burning tongue* 
Truth, peace and freedom hung ! 
Both mute— but long as valour shineth. 
Or mercy's soul at war repineth. 
So long shall Erin's pride 
Tell how they lived and died. 



HOW OFF HAS THE BENSHEE CRIED. 

Am— The Dear Black Maid, 

How oft has the Benshee cried ! 
How oft has death untied 

1 " In ev«ry house w«« one or two harps, free to all tra- 
vcilera, who were the more caressed the more they excelled 
in mvMcr—O'HmlUrmm, 



WE MAY ROAM THROUGH THIS WORLD 

Air — Ooryone, 

Wk may roam through this world like a child at t 
feast. 

Who but sips of a sweet, and then flies to the rest; 
And when pleasure begins to grow dull in the east. 

We may order our wings and be off" to the west • 
But if hearts that feel, and eyes that smile. 

Are the dearest gifts that Heaven suppUes, 
We never need leave our own green isle. 

For sensitive hearts and for son-bright eyes. 
Then remember, wherever your goblet is crown'd. 

Through this world whether eastward or westwmri 
you roam. 
When a cup to the smile of dear woman goes round 

Oh ! remember the smile which adorns her at heme 

In England, the garden of beauty is kept 

By a dragon of prudery, placed within caH ; 
Bat so oft this nnamiahle dragon has slept, 
^That the garden's but carelesaly watdi'd after ali 
Oh ! they want the wild sweet briery fence. 

Which round the flowers of Erin dwells, 
Which warms the touch, while winning the sense. 

Nor charms us least when it most repels. 
Then remember, wherever your gobl^ is crowned. 

Through this world whether eastward or westwaid 
you roam. 



1 1 have eodeavoared here, witbootloeiog that Irish charae- 
ter which it ii my object to preserve throof boat this work, 
to allude to the sad and ooiidooi fstalitv by which Engiaad 
hai been deprived of so many creat and good men at a mo* 
ment when she moat requiree aJI the aids of tftlent and ia- 
tesrity. 

2 This designation, which has been appKed to Lord Nd- 
son before, in the title siren to a celebrated Iriah hero, m a 
poem bv 0*Gnive, the bard of O'Niel, which ii oaoled ia 
the " Philosophical Survey of the South of Irriaod,** pegs 
433. " Con, of the hundred fi^ts, ileep in thy frsss smwu 
tooab, and upbraid not our defwats with thy vietoaes !** 

3 Fox, ** nltimus Romaoocum/* 
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Wlwa 9. cup to tbe mile of detr wom«a go«t round. 
Oh ! remember the ■nile which adorns her at home. 

In France, when the heart of a woman aeta iail. 

On the ocean of wedlock i^ fortune to try, 
Ix>ve.aeldom goes far in a Tenel so flmii, 

But just pilota her ofi^ and then bids her good-bye ! 
While the daughten of Elrin keep the boy 

Ever amiling betide hia fiiithful oar, 
Through billowa of woe and beama of joj 

The Mime as he look*d when he left the ahore. 
Then remember, whererer your goblet is crown*d. 

Through this world whether eastward or westwafd 
you roam, 
When a cup to the smile of dear woman goes round. 

Oh ! remember the smile which adOnw her at home. 



EVELEEFTS BOWER. 

Am — Unknown, 

Oh ! weep for die ^ur. 

When to Evele^^bower 
The Lord of the taUey with false tows came ; 

The moon hid her light 

From the heavens that night. 
And wept behind her clouds o*er the maiden's shame. 

The clouds pass'd soon 

From the chaste cold moon. 
And Heaiven smiled again with her vestal flame ; 

But none will pee the dny, 

When the clouds shall pass away. 
Which that dark hour left upon Eveleen'a ftme. 

The white snow lay 

On the narrow path-way. 
Where the Lord of the valley crosa*d over the moor ; 

And many a deep print 

On the white snow's tint 
Show*d the track of his footstep to Ereleen's door. 

The next sun's ray 

Soon melted away 
Every tnoo on die path where the fidse Lord came ; 

But there *s a light above 

Which alone can remove 
Hiat stain upon the snow of fair Eveleen'a ftme. 



LET ERnff BEMEHfBER THE D A Y8 OF OLD. 
An— 7%« Red Fotc 

Lit Erin remember the days of old. 

Ere her faidileas sons betray'd her; 
When Blalachi wore the collar of gold,' 

Which he won from her proud mvader ; 
When her kings, with standard of green uflftvPd, 

Led the Red-Braadi Knights to danger 
Ere the emerald gem of the western world 

Was aet in the crown of a 



1 *«Tbti broaght on m soeouirtsr bstwssn Malaehi (lbs 
•■arsh of Irslaod is Uw taath esotory) and ths Danes, b 



On Lough Neagli's bankss thsr fishermen strayV 

When the clear, cold eve 's declining. 
He sees the round towers of odier days, 

In the wave beneath him diining ! 
Thus shall memory often, in dreanli auUimef 

Caieh a glimpse of the days that are over ; 
Thus, sighing, look through the watea of lint 

For die long-frded glorias they corer ! 



THE SONG OF FI0NNUALA.« 
Air — Arrak sty dear JSoeleoi^ 
SiLKMt, oh Moyle ! be the roar of thy water, 

Brsak nm, ye breexcat your chain of repose^ 
While murmuring mournfully, Lir's lonely daughter 

TeUs to the night-star her tale of woes. 
When shall the swan, her death-nole aingingi 

Sleep with wings in darkness furPd ? 
When will Heaven, its sweet bell ringings 

Call my spirit from this stormy world 7 

Ssdly, oh Moyle ! to thy winter wave weeping. 

Fate bids me langniah long ages sway ; 
Yet still in her darkness doth Erin lie sleeping. 

Still doth the pure light its dawning delay ! 
When wiD that day-star, mildly springing^ 

Warm our iale with peace and love 7 
When wiD Heaven, its sweet bell ringing, 

Call my spirit to the fields abote 7 



which Malaehi deftsted two of their ehsnpions, whom be 
eocoantered saoceMively hand U> hand, taking a eoOar of 
gold firom the neck of one, and eanyiiw off the sword of the 
other, ss trophies of his netory.**~0'«ni«r'« IKstory •/ 
' voL i. book 9. 

ttitsry ofdsn of kni^ts wars verjr early sataUisksd 



COME, SEND ROUND THE WINE. 
Aim^Wt brought AeSummm-wUkfu, 

Comb, send round the wine, and leatve pointa of be- 
lief 
To aimpleton aagea, and reasoning fools ; 
This moment 's a flower too &ir and brie^ 
To be withered and stain'd by the dost of the 
schools. 



in Ireland. Long before the birth of Christ, we find a here- 
ditary order of ehtvalry lot Uleier, sailed Cmrm idks mm Crm- 
Mk0 msdft, or the kaighu of the led Braoehf froai their 
ehief seat in Emania, adNiining to the palaee of the Ukter 



called TIm^A im Ora»ibk0 rmadk, or the Aeademy of 



Kinfft^a 

theRed Bnaeh ;'and eontiraoas to which was a large hos- 
pital, fboaded fbr the siek knfghls and soldiers, called Anew 
Mesry. or Ihs hones of the sorrowful soUisr."— (yUsO^- 
rsik's tmtfdmetwn, ele. part i. chap. 5. 
1 It wns an old tradition, is the tfane of CKriMds, thai 
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Loegh Neagh had been originaUy a ibaatafai, by < 
den overflowios the eooany was innndated, and a whole rs- 
gien. like the Atlantis of Plato, overwhelmed. He says that 
the fishermen, b clear treather, need to point o«t to stran* 
fsfs the tall scf Isrissrtflsl towssi noder the wafer, "rtse*- 
tofss a^a illius turss ssflssiseHcss, qua mors pstria sre- 
ta Mint et aha, necaon et rotunda, sab Ubdis maniAste, 
sereno tempore eoospieiuBt st extraaeis transeonlttHu, rei- 
ma eaosas sdmiraatthaB, fkeqsnstor uHaadimt "-*-l>pefi^/ 
JSTd. Di»t. 9. e. 0. 

S To make this story latsUigibls hi s ssng, would isquirs 
s much greater anmber of versee then say one is anthorissd 
to inflict npost sa andieooe at oace ; the reader must thsro- 
Ibre be eoetent to losm, in a acMs, tfast Fiomnalaj the 
danghter of Lir, was, by tome •npertatoral power, Craasforas' 
ad into a swan, and condemned to wander, for many hundred 
years, over eertain lakee and rivers In faelsno, tifl the 
coming of Christianity, when the firat aoond of the maas'botf 
was to be the aigna] of her releaac-^I firand this fhaeifflf 
fictkw asMNig sooBS aaaaoaeript trmalalioua from the Irfaiu 
whieh were begun under the directioB of that aaWghlana* 
IHeud of Ifelasid, the late Couater a of If oira. 
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MOORES WORKS. 



Your glasB may be purple and mine maj be blue. 
But, while they are filled from the same bright bowl, 

The fool who would quarrel for difference of hue 
Desenrea not the comforts they shed o*er the soul. 

Shall I ask thebrave soldier, who fights by my side 

In the caose of mankind, if our creeds agree ? 
Shall I give up the fKend I have valued and tried, 

If he kneel not before the same akar with me ? 
From the heretic girl of my soul shall I fly, 

To seek somewhere else a more orthodoi kiss 7 
No ! perish the hearts and the laws that try 

Truth, Talour, or love, by a standard like this ! 



SUBLIME WAS THE WARNING. 
Am— The Black Joke, 

SuBLiMi was the warning which Liberty spoke, 
And grand was the moment when Spaniards awoke 
Into life and revenge from the conqueror*s chain ! 
Oh, Liberty ! let not this spirit have rest. 
Till it move, Uke a breeie, o*er the waves of the 



Give the light of your look to each sorrowing spot. 
Nor, oh ! be the Shamrock of Erin forgot. 
While you add to your gariand the OUve of Spain ! 

If the fame of our fathers bequeath*d with their rights. 
Give to country its charm, and to home its delights. 

If deceit be a wound and suspicion a stain — 
"Dien, ye men of Iberia ! our cause is the same : 
And oh ! may his tomb want a tear and a name. 
Who would ask for a nobler, a holier death. 
Than to turn his last sigh into victory's breath 

For the Shamrock of Erin and Olive of Spain ! 

Ye Blakes and O'Donnels, whose fathers resigned 
The green hills of their youth, among strangers to find 

That repose which at home they had sigh*d for i;i 
vain. 
Join, join in our hope that the flame, which you light. 
May be felt yet in Erin, as calm and as bright. 
And forgive even Albion, while blushing she draws. 
Like a truant, her sword, in the long-sUghted cause 

Of the Shamrock of Erin and Olive of Spain ! 

God prosper the cause !— oh ! it cannot bat thrive. 
While the pulse of one patriot heart is alive. 

Its devotion to feel, and its rights to maintain. 
Then how sainted by sorrow its martyrs will die ! 
The finger of Glory shall point where they lie. 
While, far from the footstep of coward or slave, 
Tlie young Spirit of Freedom shall shelter their 
grave. 

Beneath Shamrocks of Erin and Olives of Spain. 



BELIEVE ME, IF ALL THOSE ENDEARING 
YOUNG CHARMS. 

Air — My Lodging is on the cold Oround. 

Brlieve me, if all those endearing young charms. 

Which I gaze on so fondly to-day, 
Were to change by to-morrow, and fleet in my arms, 

Like fairy gifls fading nway ! 



Thou wouldst still be adored, as this m<Hneot thoa 
art. 

Let thy loveliness fade as it will, 
And around the dear ruin, each wish of my heart 

Would entwine itself verdantly still ! 

It is not while beauty and youth are thine own. 

And thy cheeks unprofaned by a tear. 
That the fervour and faith of a soul can be known. 

To which time will but make thee more dear ! 
Oh ! the heart that has truly loved, never forgets, 

But as truly loves on to the close, 
As the sun-flower turns on her god, when he sets. 

The same look which she tum*d when he roee I 



No. III. 



TO THE BIARCHIONESS DOWAGER OF 
DONEGAL. 

WuiLi the Publisher of these Melodies very pro- 
perly inscribes them to the Nobility and Gentry of 
Ireland in general, I have much pleasure in selecting 
OTte from that number to whom my share of the Work 
is paiticularly dedicated. Though your Ladyship has 
been so long absent from Ireland, I know that yoo 
remember it well and vrarmly — that yoo have not 
allowed the charm of English society, like die taste 
of the lotus, to produce oblivion of your country, but 
that even the humble tribute which I ofier derives its 
chief claim upon your interest from the appeal which 
it makes to your patriotism. Indeed, absence, bow- 
ever fatal to some affections of the heart, rather 
strengthens our love for the land where we were 
bom ; and Ireland is the country, of all others, which 
an eiile must remember with enthusiasm. Tliose few 
darker and less amiable traits, with which bigotry 
and misrule have stained her character, and whidi 
are too apt to disgust us upon a nearer intercoarse, 
become softened at a distance, or altogether invisible ; 
and nothing is remembered but her virtues and h» 
misfortunes — the zeal with which she has always 
loved liberty, and the barbarous policy which has 
always withheld it from her — the ease with which 
her generous spirit might be conciliated, and the cmel 
ingenuity which has been exerted to ** wring her into 
undutifulness."' 

It has oflen been remarked, and oflener feh, that 
our music is the truest of all comments upon our his- 
tory. The tone of defiance^ succeeded by the lan- 
guor of despondency — a burst of turbulence dying 
away into soilness — the sorrows of one moment lost 
in the levity of the next— and all that romantic mix- 
ture of mirth and sadness, which is naturally pro- 
duced by the efforts of a lively temperament, to shake 
off, or forget, the wrongs which lie upon it :— such 
are the features of our history and character, which 
we find strongly and faithfully reflected in our mosic; 
and there are many airs which, I think, it is difllcnlt 



1 A irhrase which occurs in a Icttm from thoEarl of 
niond lo the Karl of OriiiuiMl, in I^izaboth's tinM.— Sera 
nia Sacra, as quoted by Curry. 
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to listen to, without recalling some period or event to 
which their ezpreuion leems peculiarly applicable. 
Sometimes, when the strain is open and spirited, yet 
shaded here and there by a mournful recollection, we 
can fancy that we behold the brave allies of Mon- 
trose,' marching to the aid of the royal cause, notwith- 
standing all the perfidy of Chaiiea and his ministers, 
and remembering just enough of past sufferings to 
enhance the generosity of their present sacrifice. 
The plaintive melodies of Carolan take us back to the 
times in which he Uved, when our poor countrymen 
were driven to worehip their God in caves, or to quit 
for ever the land of their birth (like the bird that 
abandons the nest which human touch has violated ;) 
and in many a song do we hear the last farewell of 
the ezile,^ mingling regret for the ties he leaves at 
home, with sanguine expectations of the honours 
that await him abroad — such honoais as were won on 
:he field of Fontenoy, where the valour of Irish 
Catholics turned the fortune of the day in favour of 
the French, and extorted from George the Second 
that memorable exclamation, ''Cursed be the laws 
which deprive me of such sul^ects !" 

Though much has been said of the anti<{uity of our 
music, it is certain that our finest and most popular 
aim are modem ; and perhaps we may look no fur- 
ther than the last disgraceful century for the origin 
of most of those wild and melancholy strains, which 
were at once the offiipring and solace of grief, and 
which were applied to the mind, as music was for- 
merly to the body,**decantaro loca dolentia." Mr. 
Pinkeitoa is of opinion* that none of the Scotch 
popular airs are as old as the middle of the sixteenth 
century ; and, though musical antiquaries refer us, 
for some of our melodies, to so early a period as the 
fifth century, I am persuaded that there are few, of a 
civiUxed description (and by this I mean to exclude 
all the savage Ceanans, cries,* etc.) which can claim 
quite so ancient a date as Mr. Pinkerton allows to 
the Scotch. But muaic is not the only subject upon 
which our taste ibr antiquity is rather unreasonably 
indulged ; and, however heretical it may be to dis- 
sent fit>m these romantic speculations, I cannot help 



1 There are tomo gratifyine accounts of the gaUsntnr of 
IheM Irish auxiliaries in "The Complete History of^tbe 
Wars in Scotland, under Monlroso" (1660.) 8eo particularly, 
for the conduct of an Irisbmao at the battle of Aberdeen, 
chap. 6. p. 49; and, for a tribute to the bravery of Colonel 
O'Kyan, chap. 7. p. 55. Clarendon owns that the Marqob 
of Montrose was indebted for roueh of bis miraculous soc- 
ceas to this small band of Iiish heroes under Macdonnell. 

9 The associations of the Hindtk Music, though more ob- 
vious and defined, were far less touching and di^racterisUc. 
They divided their son^ accordins to the seasons of the 
year, by which (nays Sir William Jones) " they wore able 
to reeal the memory of autumnal merriment, at the close of 
the harvest, or of separation and melancholy during the cold 
roonths," etc. Jlriatie Transactions, vol. 3, on the Musi- 
cal ModeK or the nindns. What the Abb<6 du Bos says of 
th« symphonies of Lnllv, may be asserted, with much more 
probability, of our bold and impassioned airs: — " Elles au- 
roient produit de ces etfeis, qui nous paroiaseot fabuleux 
dans le r^cit des aociens, si on les avoit fait entendre A des 
hommesd*un natural nuui vif que lea Ath^niena.** — Ri^flex. 
$ur la Peinturr, etc. tnm. 1. «ect. 45. 

3 Dissertation, prefixed to the second volume of his Scot- 
tish Ballads. 

4 Of which some genuine specimens may be found at the 
•nd of Mr. Walker's work upon the Irish Bards. Mr. Bon- 
ling has disfigured hb last splendid volame by too nuuiy of 

rhapsodies. 



thinking that it is possible to love our coimtry very 
zealously, and to feel deeply interested in her honour 
and happiness, without believing that Irish was the 
language spoken in Paradise ;' that our ancestors were 
kind enough to take the trouble of- polishing the 
Greeks ;* or that Abaris, the Hyperborean, was a na 
tive of the North of Ireland.' 

By some of these archBologists, it has been ima* 
gined that the Irish were early acquainted with coun- 
ter-point ;* and they endeavour to support this con- 
jecture by a well-known passage In Giraldus, where 
he dilates, with such elaborate praise^ upon the beau- 
ties of our national minstrelsy. But the terms of this 
eulogy are too vague, too deficient in technical accu- 
racy, to prove that even Giraldus himself knew any 
thing of the artifice of counter-point. There are 
many expressions in the Greek and Latin writers 
which might be cited, with much more plausibility, 
to prove that they understood the arrangement of 
music in parts ;* yet I believe it is conceded in gene- 
ral by the learned, that, however grand and pathetic 
the melodies of the ancients may have been, it was 
reserved for the ingenuity of modem Science to 
transmit the "light of Song** through the variegating 
prism of Harmony. 

Indeed the irregular scale of the early Irish (in 
which, as in the music of Scotland, the interval of 
the fourth was wanting)^ mnst have furnished but 
wild and refractory subjects to the harmonist. It was 
only when the invention of Grtiido began to be known, 



1 See Advertisement to the Transactiona of the Gaelic 
Society of Dublin. 
S O^HaUoran, voL 1. part 1. chap. 6. 

3 Id. ib. chap. 7. 

4 It is also supposed, but with as little prooC that ibsy 
uodeiatood the diesis, or enharmonic interval.— The Greeks 
seem to have formed their ears to this dalicato gradation <^ 
sound : and^ whatever difliculiios or objections may lie in 
the way of its practical use, we must agree with Mersenne 
(Preludes de rUarroonie, quest?,) that the theory of music 
would be imperfect without it; and, even in p-actiee (as 
Tosi^ among others, very justly remarks. Observations on 
Flond Song, chap. 1. sec. 16,) there is no good performer 
on the violm who does not make a sensible diflorence be- 
tween I) sharp and E flut, though, from the ioiperfoctioa 
of the instrument, they are the same notes upon the piano- 
forte. The oflbct of modulation by enharmonic transitions 
is also very striking and beautiful. 

5 The words womiKKim and fTc^e^wina. in a passags of 
Plato, and some sxpreasiona of Cicero, in Fragment nb. ii 
da Republ. induced the Ahbt Fragnier to maintain tliat the 
ancients had a knowledge of counter-point M. Burette, 
however, has answered him, I think, satisfaderily. — (Exa- 
men d* un passage do Platon, in the 3d vol. of Histoire de 
PAcad.) M. Huet is of opinion 'Pens^oa Diverses) that 
what Cicero says of the music of the spheres, in bis dream 
of Sctpio, is sufficient to prove an aequaintnnee with har- 
mony ; but one of the strongest passages which I recollect 
in favour of the supposition^ occurs in the Treatise, attributed 
to Aristotle, Tiff i Ke«-^ev — M«v«-(xir^i o^i>( m/»» xat /S»- 

pi<«, X. T. K. 

6 Another lawless peculiarity of our nosie ia the frequency 
of what eompoeers call eoneectttive fiftha ; but this is an 
irregularity which can hardly be avoided by persons not 
very conversant with the ruiea of composition ; indeed, if I 
may venture to cite my own wild attempts in this way, it is 
a nnilt which I find myself continually committing, and 
which has sometimes appeared so pleasing to my ear, that 
I hare surrendered it to the critic Mrith considerable reluc- 
tance. May there not be a little pedantry in adhering loo 
rigidly to this role 1 — I have been told that there are instan- 
ces in Haydn of an nndisfuised succession of fifiiis ; and 
Mr. Shield, in his Introduction to Harmony, seems to inti- 
mate that Handel hat been sometimes guilty of the same 
irregularity. 
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ud the powen of the harp' were enlarged hy addi- 
tional strings, that our melodies took the sweet cha- 
racter which interests us at present ; and, while the 
Scoldi persevered in the old mutilation of the scale,* 
our music became gradually more amenable to the 
laws of harmony and counter-point. 

In profiting, however, by the improTementa of the 
modems, our style still kept its originahty sacred from 
their refinements; and, thou^ Carolan had frequent 
opportunities of hearing the works of Geminiani, and 
other masters^ we but rarely find him sacrificing his 
native simplicity to the ambition of their ornaments, 
or afiectation of their science. In that curious com- 
position, indeed, called his Concerto, it is evident that 
he laboured to imitate Corelli; and this union of man- 
ners, so very dissimilar, produces the samte kind of 
uneasy sensation which is (elt at a mixture of different 
s^les of architecture. lo general, however,the artless 
flow of our music has preserved itself free from all 
tinge of foreign innovation,' and the chief corruptions, 
of which we have to complain, arise from the unskil- 
ful performance of our own itinerant nmsicians, from 
whom, too frequently, the airs are noted down, en- 
cumbered by their tasteless decorations, and respon- 
sible for all their ignorant anomalies. Though it be 
sometimes impossible to trace the original strain, yet, 
in most of them, ** auri per ranftos aura refulget,"^ the 
pure gold of the melody shines through the ungrace- 
ful foliage which surrounds it ; and the nnost delicate 
and difficult duty of a compiler is to endeavour, as 
much a possible, by retrenching these in^egant super- 
fluities, and collating the various methods of playing 



1 A singular over tight oocura in* so Essay upon the Irish 
Harp, by Mr. Beaufonl, which in ineurted la the Appendix 
to Walker*s Historical Memoirs.— >* The Irish (says he,) 
according to Bromton, in the reign of Henry II. had two 
kinds of narps, * Hibemioi tamen in duobos mosici generis 
Instrusaeotis, qnamvis prwcinilem et veloeem, suavem tamen 
et joeoodam,* the one greatly boM and qulclL the other soft 
and pleasinf.**— How a man of Mr. Beaaford*s learnins 
eoald so mistake the aBeanin|, and mattlate the grammatical 
eottstraetion of tUs extract, w onaecoontable. The follow- 
ing is the passage as I find it entire In Bvompton, and it re- 
quires hot little Latin to perce i ve tha injustice which has 
heeo done to the words olT the old chronicler : — " Et com 
Scotia, huius terra filia, atatar lyra, tympano et chore, ac 
Waltia cithara, tubis et eboro HibeNmiei taaeiv in dnobus 
osusici generis in^ooMntis, aummvit frme^item «t velo- 
sssiv MMOfM Utmtm stywcansssi, criapatis noodoUs et intri- 
eatie notalia. ^dletimC A«nneiris».*'--Hist. Anglic Script 
pag. 107S. 1 ahoold not have tboogfat this enor worth re- 
Bsarking, bat ^t ths compiler of the Dissertalioo en the 
Harp, prefixed to Mr. Bonting*s last Work, has adeploA it 
imptacitly. 

8 The Scoleh lay claim to some of oar beat ain. but there 
ere strong traits oif diflerenee between their mowdiea and 
oars. They bad formerly the same p ass i on for robbing m 
of oar Bsints, and the leaned Desipstar was, for this oflence, 
called " The Saint Scealer." I sappose it was sa Irishman, 
who, by way of reprisal, stole Dempster's beaatifol wife 
from him at Pisa.— See this anecdote in the Pm aevtkeem of 
ErvthrmoN part i. page 95. 

3 Among oiher false vefiasaseots ef the art, oar music 
(with the exception perhape of the air called " Mamma, 
Mamma^** and one or two more of the same hidicrous de- 
scription,) haa avoided that paerile mimiokry of natural 
noises, motions, etc. wbick disgraces so often the works of 
even the great Handel himself. D'Alembert ou^t to have 
htiil better taste than lo become the patren ef tins imiintiTe 
aifecutioa.— I>MeMirs. PriU mi m urt «k t Emqfch^eHe. 
The rMder naay find socBe good remarks on the subMCt in 
Avtson upon Musical BzpressioQ ; a work which, thoofh 
under the naose of Avisoo, was written, it la said, by Or. 
Brown. 

4 Viigil, iCneid, lib. 6. v. Q04. 



or singing each air, to restore the r^gohrily df ift 
form, and the chaste simplicity of its chancier. 

I must again observe, that, in doubting the anti 
quity of our music, my scepticism extentls but to thoea 
polished specimens of the art, which it is difficult to 
conceive anterior to the dawn of modem inprovw* 
meat ; and that I would by no means inTalidsite the 
claims of Ireland to as early a rank in the annals of 
minstrelsy as the most zealous antiquary may be ia- 
clined to allow her. In addition, indeed, to the poww 
which music must always have possessed over the 
minds of a people so ardent and stuceptihle, die sti- 
mulus of persecution was not wanting to quicken oar 
taste into enthusiasm ; the charms of song were cb- 
noUed with the glories of martyrdom, and the acts 
against minstrels, in the reigns of Henry VIIL and 
Elizabeth, were as successful, I doubt not, m mnkhig 
my countrymen musicians, as the penal laws haw 
been in keeping them Catholics. 

With respect t<i the verMs which I have writtn 
for these Melodies, as they are intended rather to be 
sung than read, I can answer for their eoond wkh 
somewhat more confidence than their aenee ; yet, it 
woiUd be affectation to deny that I have gtrea nnch 
attention to the task, and that it is not throai^ waM 
of zeal or industry, if I unfortunately disgrace Ae 
sweet airs of my country, by poetiy altogether ui- 
worthy of their taaie, their energyt vul their Isb- 
demess. « 

Though the hiunhle nature of wj conliftiitioBi lo 
this work may exempt them from the rigours of lite- 
rary criticisms, it was not to be expected &at those 
touches of political feeling, those tones of natioiia] 
complaint, in which the poetry aometiinea syaqta* 
thizes with the music, would be suiEned to paa wih- 
out censure or alarm. It has been accofdiai^ nkl, 
that the tendency of this pnhiication is mischievous,' 
and that I have chosen these ain but as a irahiele of 
dangerous politics— aa fair and predooa veaMls (tt 
borrow an image of St. Augostin*) from iHudi As 
wine of error might be administered. To those who 
identify nationality with treason, and who see, is 
every efioit for Ireland, a system of hoitilfty towudi 
Knglsnd, — to those too, who, nursed in the gloom of 
pr^udice, are alarmed by the faintest ^eam of 
rality that threatens to disturb their darimesf 
Demopbon of old, who, when the son ahoae iq»oa 
him, shivered !') — to such men I shall not d«gB la 
apologize for the wannlh of any poUtical — iHntf* 
which may occur in the coorM of theee pegea. Be^ 
as there are many, among the more wiee and tiile> 
rant, who, with feehng enough to mows over thi 
wrongs of their country, and sense eiuxigh to per- 
ceive all the danger of not ndnauag them, may ytf 
think that allusioiw in the least d^;ree bold or inluh 
matory should be avoided in a publication of thii 
popular deacription— I beg of these respootad ps 



, ale. ml 



1 Bee Lettbrs, under the sixnaturea of Tima 
Morning Ptty Pilot, and other papera. 

S ^* Nun accaso verba, quasi vasa electa atqoe p 
sod viiiutn erniris, quod cam ois nobis propinatur.**— Lib. v 
Conrrss. cap. 16. 

3 This omblom of niodcru bigots waa htail huiisi (t^ 
Ti^ca-oiBf) to Alexander the Great.— Sexi. Smpir. P^rH 
Hyfotk. lib. i. 
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■oBt to beliefe, that there b no one who deprecates 
more linoerelj than I do any appeal to the panions 
of an ignorant and angry multitude ; hat, that it is 
n(^ through that gross and inflammable region of 
■ocie^ a work of this nature could ever have been 
intended to circulate. It looks much higher for its 
audience and readen»— it is found upon the piano- 
fortes of the rich and the educated— of those who 
can afford to have their national zeal a little stimula- 
ted, without exciting much dread of the excesses into 
which it may hurry them ; and of many, whose 
nerves may be, now and then, alarmed with advan- 
tage, as much more is to be gained by their fears, 
than could ever be expected from their justice. 

Having thus adverted to the principal olgection 
wMeh has been hitherto made to the poetical part of 
this woA, allow me to add a few words in defence 
of my ingenious coadjutor. Sir John Stevenson, who 
has been accused of having spoiled the simplicity of 
the airs, by the chromatic richnese of his symphonies, 
and the elaborate variety of his harmonies. We might 
cite the example of the admirable Haydn, who has 
i^KNrted through ail the mazes of musical science, in 
his arrangement a£ the simplest Scottish melodies ; 
bat it appears to me, that Sir John Stevenson has 
brought a national feeling to this task, which it woald 
be in vain to expect from a foreigner, however taste- 
ful or judicioos. Through many of his own compo- 
sitions we trace a vein of Irish sentiment which 
points him out as peculiarly suited to catch the spirit 
of his country*s music ; and, far from agreeing with 
those critics who think that his symphonies have no- 
thing kindred with the airs which they introduce, I 
woald say that, in general, they resemble those iQu- 
minated initials of old manuscripts, which are of the 
same character with the writing which follows, 
thoa^ more highly coloured' and more curiously 
ornamented. 

In those airs which are arranged for voices, his 
skill has particularly distinguished itself; and, though 
it cannot be denied that a single melody most natu- 
rally expresses the language of feeling and passion, 
yet, often, when a favourite strain has been disnussed, 
as having lost its charm of novelty for the ear, it re- 
turns, in a harmonised shape, with new claims upon 
our interest and attention ; and to those who study 
Che delicate arti6ces of composition, the construction 
of the inner parts of these pieces must afford, I think, 
considerable satisfaction. Every voice has an air to 
itself, a flowing succession of notes, which might be 
heard with pleasure, independent of the rest, so art- 
fully has the harmonist (if I may thus expreu it) go- 
veOtd the melody, distribating an equal portion of its 
sweetness to every part. 

If yoor Ladyship s love of Music were not known 
to me, I should not have hazarded so long a letter 
upon the subiect ; but as, probably, I may have pre- 
sumed 'oo fiir upon yoor partiality, the best revenge 
yon can take is to write me just as long a letter upon 
Fainting; and I promise to attend to your theory of 
the art, with a pleasure only surpassed by that which 
I hare so offceo derived from your practice of it. — 



1 Ths word " diromatic** mi^M bavs been uMd hsrs, 
withool any violsnes to its mMOinf . 



May the mind whieh such mlents adorn, continoe 
calm as it u bright, and heppy as it is viitooas ! 
Believe me, your Lidyship*s 
Gmte(\il Friend and Servant, 

THOMAS MOORE 
Di(62ut, Januarth ISIO. 



ERIN ! OH ERIN ! 
Air — fTnamama Halht. 

LiKK the bright lamp that shone in Kildar«*s holj 
fane,' 
And bum*d through long ages of darkness and 
storm. 
Is the heart that afflictions have come o*er in vain. 
Whose spirit outlives them, unfading and warm ! 
Erin ! oh Erin ! thus bright, through the tears 
Of a long night of bondage, thy spirit appears ! 

Tlie nations have fiiUen, and thou sdll art yoong, 

Thy sun is but rising, when others are set ; 
And though slavery's clood o*er thy morning hath 
hung. 
The fhU moon of freedom shall beam round thee 
yet. 
Erin ! oh Erin ! though long in the shade. 
Thy star will shine out, when the proudest sliall fkde ! 

Unchill*d by the rain, and unwaked by the wind. 
The lily lies sleeping through winter's cold boor, 

'nil spring, with a touch, her dark alumber unbind. 
And day-light and liberty Mess the young flower.* 

Erin ! oh Erin ! thy winter is past. 

And the hope that lived through it shall blos i o m at 
last. 



DRINK TO HER. 
Air — Heigh eh! wty Jockey 

Drink to her, who long 

Hath waked the poet's sigh ; 
The giri who gave to song 

What gold could never buy. 
Oh ! woman's heart was made 

For minstrel hands alone ; 
By other fingers play'd. 

It yields not half the tone. 
Then here 's to her, who long 

Hath waked the poet's sigh, 
The girl who gave to song 

What gold could never buy ! 



At Beauty's door of gli 

When Wealth and Wit once stood. 
They ask'd her ** which might pass 7" 

She answer'd, ** he who could." 

1 The insztingaishable fire of St. Bridfet, Kt KiMsrs, 
whieh UiraMiit mentions, " Apud Kildariam urcurrit fgais 
Sanctie Brifidm, quem inezUngtiibilam vocsnt; non quod 
ezUnfui non po«it,Bedquod tam aolidto men islet et nncta 
mulisrei isnem, luppetente materia, fovent et nulriant, ut a 
tempore virffin*a per tot annurum curricula semper msiutit 
aMx^actmr-^Oirald. Camh. de MirakiL Hibtm, Dia. i. 

C.34. 

S Mfs. U. Tigbe, in her Axquisite lioes oa the UI7, has ap 
plied this image to a still more important subleel 
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With golden key Wealth thought 

To pan but *t would not do : 
While Wit a diamond brought, 

Which cot his bright way through ! 
So here *s to her, who long 

Hath waked the poet*a aigh, 
Tlie girl who gare to aong 

What gold could never buy ! 

The love that seeka a home. 

Where wealth or grandeur ahinea, 
la like the gloomy gnome 

That dwells in dark gold minea. 
But oh ! the poet'a love 

Can boaat a brighter aphere ; 
It'a native home 'a above, 

Though woman keeps it here ! 
Then drink to her, who long 

Hath waked the poet*a sigh. 
The girl who gave to aong 

What gold could never buy ! 



OH ! BLAME NOT THE BARDJ 
Air— JKtfy Tyrrd, 

Oh ! blame not the bard, if he fly to the bowers. 

Where Pleasure lies carelessly smiling at Fame; 
He was bom for much more, and in happier boura 

His soul might have burn*d with a holier flame. 
The string, that now languishes loose o'er the lyre. 

Might have bent a proud bow to the warrior's dart,* 
And the lip, which now breathes but the song of desire, 

Might have pour'd the full tide of a patriot's heart. 

But alas ! for his country — her pride is gone by. 

And that spirit is broken which never would bend ; 
O'er the ruin her children in secret must sigh. 

For 't is treason to love her, and death to defend. 
Unprized are her aona, till they've leam'd to betray ; 
Undistinguish'd they Uve, if they shame not their 
sires; 
And the torch, that would light them through dignity's 
way, 
Must be caught from the pile where their country 
expires! 

Then blame not the bard, if, in pleasure's soft dream. 
He should try to forget what he never can heal ; 

Oh ! give but a hope — let a vista but gleam 
Through the gloom of his country, and mark how 
he'll feel ! 

That instant his heart at her shrine would lay down 
Every passion it nursed, every bliss it adored, 



1 Wc may suppose this apology to have been uttered by 
one ofthose wanderiof bards, whoni Spencer so severely, and, 
perhap*, truly, dcscribM in his Stale of Irelaad, and whose 
poems, he tella ua, " were sprinkled with some pretty flowers 
of their natural device, which gave good grace ana comeli- 
ness unto thorn, the which it is ^rcat pitv to aee abused to 
the gracin;; of wickedneraandvice, which, with good usage, 
would iiervo to adorn and beautify virtiie." 

2 It is conjectured by Wormius, that the name of Ireland 
is derived from Kr, the Runic for a ftaio, In the use of which 
weapon the Irish were once very expert. This derivation 
w certainly morn creditable to us than the following : " So 
that Ireland (called the land of /r«, for the constant broila 
therein for 400 yoan*) was now become the land of concord." 

- tJo^iVf Stale Worfkiety Irt. Tke I^rd ffrnwtiiton. 



While the myrtle, now idly entwined with his crown« 
Like the wreath of Harmodiua, should cover hia 
sword.' 

But, though glory be gone, and though hope fkde away, 

"Diy name, loved Erin ! ahall live in his songa ; 
Not even in the hour when his heart is most gay 

Will he lose the remembrance of thee and thy 
wrongs ! 
The stranger shall hear thy lament on his plains ; 

The sigh of thy harp shall be sent o'er the deep. 
Till thy masters themselves, as they rivet thy chains. 

Shall pause at the song of their captive, and weep 



WHILE GAZING ON THE MOON'S UGHT. 
Air — Oonagk. 

WiiiLK gazing on the moon's light, 

A moment from her smile I tum'd, 
To look at orbs that, more bright. 
In lone and distant glory bum'd. 
But, too far, 
E^ch proud star. 
For me to feel its warming flame — 
Much more dear 
That mild sphere. 
Which near our planet smiling came ;* 
Thtis, Mary, bo but thou my own — 

While brighter eyes unheeded play, 
I'll love those moon-light looks alone. 
Which bless my home and guide my way ! 

The day had sunk in dim showers. 

But midnight now, with lustre meek, 
Dliunined all the pale flowers, ' 
Like hope, that lights a mourner's cheek 
I said (while 
The moon's smile 
Play'd o'er a stream in dimpling bllsa,) 
'*The moon looks 
On many brooka 
The brook can see no moon but this ;*'* 
And thus, I thought, our fortunes nm. 

For many a lover looka to thee. 
While oh ! I feel there ia but one. 
One Mary in the world for me. 



ILL OMENS. 

Air — Kitty of Cderaine ; or, Paddy's Resource. 

When daylight was yet sleeping imder the billow. 
And stars in the heavens still lingering ahone. 



] See the Hymn, attributed to AleoNia, E» /u*^to» MKmi* 
TO gi^e; ^eanTM — "I will carry my aword, hiddwi ia 
myrtles, like Hamiodius and Aristogiton,*' etc. 

8 *' Of such oelastiat bodies at are Ti«ble, the son eoteepted, 
the single moqn, as despicable as it is in compariaon to 



of the others, is much mure beneficial than they all put ti»- 
gether.*'— IrAMUra*^ Tkrory, etc 

In tke Eutretiens i'Ariate. amoog other ioMsiooa ••- 
blemp, we fipd a starry sky without a moon, with the vs^f^ 
AVa mille^ quoH ahseiu. 

3 This image was fuggeated hytbs foUowisg UmmwI<« 
which occurs somewhere in Sir William Jonss'a worita 
" The moon looks upon many night-llowora, the nig^-floi 
Bi»os but one moon." 
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Young Kitty, all bluBhing, roee up from her pillow, 
The last time ahe e*er waa to preaa it alone. 

For the youth, whom ahe treasured her heart and her 
soul in. 
Bad promised to link the last tie before noon ; 

And, when once the young heart of a maiden is stolen. 
The maiden henelf will steal after it soon ! 

As she look*d in the glass, which a woman iie*er 
misses. 

Nor ever wants time for a sly glance or two, 
A butterfly, fresh froa the night-flower*s kisses, 

Flew over the mirror, and shaded her new. 
Elnraged with the insect for hiding her graces, 

She brushM him — he fell, alas ! never to rise — 
** Ah ! such,*' said the girl, ** is the pride of our faces. 

For which the soul's innocence too often dies !** 

While she stole through the garden, where heartV 
ease waa growing, 
She cuU'd some, and kiss'd off its night-fallen dew ; 
And a rose, further on, look*d so tempting and glow- 

That, spite t>f her haste, Ae must gather it too ; 
But, while o'er the roses too carelessly leaning. 

Her zone flew in two, and the heart's-ease was lost — 
** Ah ! this means,** said the girl (and she sigh*d at its 
meaning,) 

Th»t love is scarce worth the repose it will cost !** 



BEFORE THE BATTLE. 
Air— 7^ Faiiy Queen, 

Br the hope within us springing. 

Herald of to-morrow's strife ; 
By that sun whose light is bringing 

Chains or freedom, death or life— 
Oh ! remember life can be 
No charm for him who lives not free ! 

Like the day-star in the wave, 

^inks a hero to lus grave, 
*Midst the dew-fall of a nation*s tears ! 

Happy is he o*er whose decline 

The smiles of home may soothing shine, 
And light him down the steep of years >— 

But oh ! how grand they sink to rest 

Who close their eyes on Victoiy*s breast ! 

O'er his watch-fire*s fading embers 
Now the foeman's cheek turns white. 

When his heart that field rememberi. 
Where we dimm'd his glory's light ! 

Never let him bind again 

A chain like that we broke from then. 
Hark ! the horn of combat calls-^ 
Ere the golden evening faUs, 

May we pledge that horn in triumph round !* 
Many a heart, that now beats high, 
In slumber cold at night shall lie, 

Nor waken even at victory's sound :— 

1 "The Iriih Coroa wat not entirely devoted to tnartial 
pnrpoeee. In the heroic ages oar anesMon qoaflM Mesdh 
•at «.f them, as lbs Daniih hontsn do their beverate at thie 
iav.'*-irslft«r. 



But oh ! how bless'd that hero's sleep, 
0*er whom a wondering world ahall weep! 



AFTER THE BATTLE. 
Air— 7^y Fair Botom, 

NiOHT closed around the conqueror's way. 

And lightnings show*d the distant hill, 
Where those who lost that dreadful day 

Stood, few and faint, but fearless still ! 
The soldier*s hope, the patriot*s zeal. 

For ever dimm*d, for ever cross*d — 
Oh ! who shall say what heroes feel. 

When all but life and honour 's lost ! 

The last sad hour of freedom's dream. 

And valour's task, moved slowly by, 
While mute they watch'd, till morning's beam 

Should rise, and give them hght to die ' — 
There is a world where souls are free, 

Where tyrants taint not nature's bliss ; 
If death that world's bright opening be. 

Oh ! who would live a slave in this 7 



OH ! T IS SWEET TO THINK. 
Air— 7^ku2y, ym Gander. 

Oh ! *! is swett to think that, wherever we rove, 

We are sure to find something blissful and dear ; 
And that, when we're far from the lips we love. 

We have but to make love to the lips we are near ! 
The heaH, like a tendril, accnstom'd to cling. 

Let it grow where it will, cannot flouriah alone, 
But will lean to the nearer and lovelier thing 

It can twine with itself, and make closely its own. 
Then oh ! what pleasure, where'er we rove, « 

To be doom'd to find something, still, that* is dear 
And to know, when far from the lips we love, 

We have but to make love to the lips we are near 

'Twere a shame, when flowers around us rise. 

To make light of tbe^rest, if the rose is not there ; 
And the world *s so rich in resplendent eyes, 

'T were a pity to limit one*s love to a pair. 
Love's wing and the peacock's are nearly alike. 

They are both of them bright, but they're change* 
able too. 
And, wherever a new beam of beauty can strike. 

It will tincture Love's plume with a different hue ! 
Then oh ! what pleasure, where'er we rove. 

To be doom'd to find something, still, that is dear. 
And to know, when far from the lips we love. 

We have but to make love to the lips we are near. 



1 I believe it is Marmontd, who Mjrs " qumtd »mn' a 
pa* e» que Fon sine, il fanU turner ce que Fan «."— There 
are to man? matter-of fact people, who take each Jeuat 
d^ esprit at thu defence ofiocoostancy, to he the actaalaad 
feoaine eentimenta of him who writes theoi, that they com 
pel ooe, in eelf-defence, to be as matter-of-lHct as them 
•elves, and to remind them, that Demoerilas waa not fhs 
worM nhviiologtst for having playfully contended that mmw 
was buck ; nor Erasmus in any degree the less wise f« 
having written an ingenious encominro of fi»llv. 
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THE IRISH PEASANT TO HIS MISTRESS. 

An ■ 
Theouoh grief and throagfa danger thy unile hath 

cbeer*d my way, 
Till hope leem'd to bud fiom each thorn that round 

me lay; 
Tba daifcer oar fbitone, the brighter oar pore love 

buii*dt 
Tai ihame into gloiy, till frar into leal wu tnmM : 

Oh! ilaTn aa I waa, in thy arma my apirit ftlt ftee, 

And bleaa'd eten the aonowa that fiiade me more 

daartothM^ 

Thy rital waa hoaour*d, while thoa weit wrong'd 

andacom*d; 
Tliy crown waa of briera, while gold her farowa 

adom'dt 
She wooM me to templea, while thou lay'tt hid in 

caieai 
H«r ffianda wen all maaten, while thine^ alaa! were 

Yet, cold in the earth, at thy feet I would rather be, 
Than wed what I loved not, or ton one thought 
from thee. 

Tliey ahuMler thee locely, who aay thy Towa are 

frail— 
Hadat thou been a fklae one, thy cheek had look'd 

letapale! 
Tliey aay, too, ao long thou haat worn thoae lingering 

chaina, 
Tliat deep in tby heart they have printed f^bmt mnOn 



Oh! do net heUere them—no chain ooald that aool 



When aUneth thy apirit, there liberty ehineth too !* 



ON MUSIC. 
Air— Bonlw of Banna, 

Whin through life unbleaa'd we rote, 

Loamg all that made life dear. 
Should loiiie notea, we uaed to lore 

Hi daya of boyhood, meet our ear. 
Oh how welcome breathes the strain ! 

Wakening thoughts that long have slept ; 
Kindling former smiles a^ain. 

In &ded eyes that long have wept ! 

like the gale that sig^ along 

Beds of oriental flowers. 
Is the grateftil breath of song, 

That once was heard in happier hours. 
FUIM with bahn the gale sighs on, 

Tlioai^ the flowers have sank in deadi ; 
So, when pleaaare*s dream ia gone. 

Its memory Uvea in Music's breath ! 

Mnaic !— oh ! how faint, how weak, 
Langoage fades before thy spell ! 

1 " WbM« Um Spirit of Dm JA»d ii, thw* is UbMljr. 
8i PmJ, 9 Corinibian*, iii. 17. 



Why should feeling ever speak. 

When thou canst bceathe her soul BO well 7 
Friendship's bahny words may feign, 

Love*s are even more false than they ; 
Oh ! 't is only Music's strain 

Can sweetly sooth, and not betray ! 



IT IS NOT THE TEAR AT THIS MOMENT 

SHED.' 

An — T%e Siipenee, 

It ia not the tear at this moment shed. 

When the cold turf has just been laid o'er him. 
That can tell bow beloved was the friend that 's fiod. 

Or how deep in our hearts we deplore him 
'Tia the tear through many a long day wept, 

Tlirough a life by his loss all shaded ; 
'T is the sad remembrance, fondly kept, 

When all lighter griefs have faded ! 

Oh ! thus shall we mourn, and his memory's light. 

While it shines through our heart, will improra 
them; 
For worth shall look fairer, and truth more bright. 

When we think Jiow he lived but to love them ! 
And, aa buried aainta have given perfume 

To shrines where they've been lying. 
So our hearts shall borrow a sweetening bloom 

FhMn the image he left there in dying! 



THE ORIGIN OF THE HARP. 
AiE — Oage Fane. 

T If believed that diis harp, which I vrak« now Ibt 

thee, 
Waa a Siren of old, who aong under the aeik , 
And who often, at eve, through the bright biDow 

roved. 
To meet, on the green shore, a yooth whom alie loved 

But she loved him in vain, fhr he left her to vreep. 
And in tears, aU the night, her gold ringleta to oteep^ 
Till Heaven look'd with pity on trae-love ao wans, 
And changed to thia aoft harp the aea-maiden'a foim. 

Still her boaom roee fiir— atill her cheek amiled the 



While her sea^beauties gracefhUy euifd round the 

fVame; 
And her hair, shedding tear-drops fh>m all its bvighi 

rings. 
Fell over her white arm, to make the gold atringa !* 



Hence it came, that thia aoft harp so kmg hath 

known 
To min^ love's language with aorrow'a aad tone ; 
Till thou di^ divide them, and teach the fbwi Imy 
To be love when I'm near thee, and grief when nway^ 



I These Knee were 
r and d«sr relitive. 

9 This thought wu wiageetud by 
preAxed to m ode vpoo St. CeciUa, p«bliel»ed 
■inee, by Mr. Hudson of Dablin. 



by the deatli of e very 



IRISH MELODIES 



NO. IV. 



Tail Number of The Melodiet ought to hate ap- 
peared iBoeh earlier; and the writer of the words ia 
aahamed to coafhai, tliat the delay of its pabUcatioii 
moat be imputed ekiiefly, if not entirely, to him. He 
fiada it neceanry to make thia atowa), not only for 
the porpoae of remoring aU Mame ftom the poblialier, 
but in conaeqoeBoe of a tmnoar, which haa been eir- 
cnlated indastrionaly in Dublin, that the Iriah Gotem- 
nsent had interfered to prevent the continoance of 
the Work. TUa would be, indeed, a revival of 
Heniy the Eighth*a enactments against Blinstrela, and 
it is very flattering to find that so much impoitance is 
attached to our compilation, even by auch persona aa 
the inventors of the report. Biahop Lowth, it ia true, 
waa of thia opinion, that erne song, like the Hymn 1o 
HarwtodiuM^ would have done more towards rousing 
the spirit of the Romana than aS the philippica of 
Cicero. But we live in wiser and less musical timea ; 
ballada have long lost their revolutionary poweia, 
and we question if even a ** Lillibullero** would pro- 
duce any very serioiis conaeqoencea at preaenL It ia 
needleas, therefore, to add, that there is no truth in 
the report ; and we tniat that whatever belief it ob- 
tained waa founded more upon the character of fAe 
Oovenwwnf than of Ike Work. 

The Airs of the laat Nuaaber, though flill of origi- 
nality and beauty, were perhaps, in general, too cu- 
riously selected to become all at once aa popular aa, 
we think, they deserve to be. The Public are re- 
mai^ably reserved towards new aojuaintancea in 
mnalci which, perhapa, is one of the reaaona why 
many modem compoaers introduce none but old 
fiiends to their notice. Indeed, it is natural that per- 
aoaa wbo love muaic only by association, should be 
alow in fe e li n g the charma of a new and strange 
melody; while those who have a quick aenaibility for 
thia enchanting art, will aa naturally aeek andeiqoy 
novelty, becauae in every variety of strain they fiatd a 
fteah combination of ideaa, and the sound haa acaroely 
reached the ear, before tlie iieait haa rapidly trans- 
lated it into aentimenL AAer all, however, it can- 
ndi be denied that the moat popular of our national 
Alia are alao the most beautiful ; and it haa been our 
wiah, in the presem Number, to select horn those 
Melodiea only which have long been lialened to and 
admired. The least known in the collection is the 
Air of **L(me^§ yomng Dman;*^ but it is one of those 
easy, aitleas straagera, whoae merit the heart ac- 
knowledgea iaataatly. 

T. M. 

Bury Sirtet, Si. Jamss**, 
iVbv. 1811. 



LOVE'S YOUNG DREAM. 
An—Tke Old Woman. 

Oh ! the days are gone, when Beauty bright 

My heart*a chain wove ! 
When my dream of life, flrom mom till night, 

Waa love, still love ! 
«T 



New hope may Uoom, 

And days may come 
Of milder, calmer beam. 
But there *s nothing half ao sweet in life 

As love*s young drepm ! 
Oh ! there 's nothing half so sweet in life 

As love's young dream ! 

Though the bard to purer feme may aoar. 

When wild youth *s paat ; 
Though he win the wise, who frown*d before, 

To smile at last ; 

He'n never meet 

A joy so sweet. 
In all his noon of feme. 
As when firrt he sung to woman's ear 

Hia soul-felt flame, 
And, at every dose, she blush*d to hear 

The one loved name ! 



spot 



Oh ! that hallow*d forai is ne*er forgot. 

Which firrt-Iove traced ; 
Still it lingering haunts the 

On memory's waste ! 

*T was odour fled 

As soon aa shed ; 
'T was morning's winged dream ; 
'T was a light that ne'er can ahine again 

On life's dull stream ! 
Oh ! *t was light that ne'er can shine again 

On life'a duU stream. 



THE PRINCE'S DAY.' 

AiE— ^t PatndeB Day. 

Though dark are our sorrows, to-day we H forget 
them. 
And amile through our tean, like a aun-beam in 
showers; 
There never wereheaila, if our ralers would let them. 
More foim'd to be gratefel and bleas'd than oois ! 
But, juat when the chain 
Has ceased to pain. 
And Hope haa enwreathed it round with flowers, 
liiere cornea a new link 
Our spirita to aink— 
Oh ! the joy that we taste, like the light of the poles. 

Is a flash amid darkneas, too brilliant to stay ; 

But, though 't were the last little spark in our souls. 

We must light it up now on our Prince's Day. 

Contempt on the minion who calls you disloyal ! 
Though fierce to your foe, to your frienda you are 

trae; 
An4 the tribute most high to a head tint ia royal 
la love ftom a heart that loves liberty too. 

While cowards who blight 

Your feme, your rig^ 
Would shrink from the blaxe of the battle array, 

The Standard of Green 

In front would be 



1 ThM tonf was written for a fet« in honour of tks Prinos 
of WalM*s Birtb-Day, clven by my friend, Major Bryan, al 
I kit Mat in the ooanty of Kilkenny. 
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Oil ! my life on your &tth ! were you summonM this 
minute, 

YouM cast every bitter remembrance away. 
And show what the arm of old £fin has in it. 

When roused by the foe, on her Prince's Day. 

He loves the Green Isle, and his love is recorded 

In hearts which have suffered too much to forget ; 
And hope shall be crown*d, and attachment rewarded, 
And £rin*s gay jubilee shine out yet ! 
The gem may be broke 
By many a stroke. 
But nothing can cloud its native ray ; 
"Each fragment wUl cast 
A light, to the last !— 
And thus, Erin, my country ! though Inroken thou art, 
There *s a lustre within thee that ne'er will decay ; 
A spirit which beams through each suffering part. 
And now smiles at their pain, on the Prince's Day ! 



WEEP ON, WEEP ON. 

AiE — T%e Song of Sorrow. 

Weep on, weep on, your hour is past, 

Your dreams of pride are o*er ; 
The fatal chain is round you cast. 

And you are men no more ! 
In vain the hero's heart hath bled. 

The sage's tongue hath wam'd in vain ; — 
Oh, Freedom ! once thy flame hath fled. 

It never lights again ! 

Weep on — perhaps in after days 

They'll learn to love your name ; 
When many a deed shall wake in praise 

That now must sleep in blame ! 
And, when they tread the ruin'd isle. 

Where rest, at length, the lord and slave, 
They'll wond'ring ask, how hands so vile 

Could conquer hearts to tnave. 

•* 'T was fate," they'll say, " a wayward fate 

Your web of discord wove ; 
And, while your tyrants join'd in hate, 

You never join'd in love ! 
But hearts fell off that ought to twine. 

And man profaned what God hath given, 
Till some were heard to cune the shrine 

Where others knelt to Heaven !'* 



LESBIA HATH A BEAMING EYE. 
Air — Nora Crema, 

Lesbia hath a beaming eye. 

But no one knows for whom it beameth ; 
Right and left its arrows fly. 

But what they aim at no one dreameth ! 
Sweeter 't is to gaze upon 

My Nora's lid, that seldom rises ; 
Few its looks, but every one. 

Like unexpected light, surprises ! 
Oh, my Nora Creina, dear ! 

My gentle, bashful Nora Creina ! 



Beauty lies 
In many eyes. 
But love in yours, my Nora Creina ! 

Lesbia wears a robe of gold. 

But all so close the nym]^ hath laoed it« 
Not a chann of Beauty's mould 

Presumes to stay where Nature placed itl 
Oh ! my Nora's gown for me. 

That floats as wild as mountain breeses, 
Leaving every beauty free 
To sink or swell, as Heaven pleases . 

Yes, my Nora Creina, dear ! 
My simple, graceful Nora Creina ! 
Nature^s dress 
Is loveliness — 
The dress you wear, my Nora Creina ! 

Leslxa hath a wit refined, 

But, when its points are gleaming round us. 
Who can tell if they're design'd 

To dazzle merely or to wound us 7 
Pillow'd on my Nora's heart. 

In safer slumber Love reposes- 
Bed of peace ! whose roughest part 
Is but the crumbling of the roses. 

Oh, my Nora Creina, dear ! 
My mild, my artless Nora Creina ! 
Wit, though bright. 
Hath not the light 
That warms your eyes, my Nora Creina ! 



I SAW THY FORM IN YOUTHFUL PRIME 
Air — DamhnaXL 

I SAW thy form in youthful prime. 

Nor thought that pale decay 
Would steal before the steps of time. 

And waste its bloom away, Mary ! 
Yet still thy features wore that light 

Which fleets not with the breath ; 
And life ne*er look'd more truly bright 

Than in thy smile of death, Mary ! 

As streams that ran o'er goUen mines. 

Yet humbly, cahnly glide. 
Nor seem to know the wealth that shines 

Within their gentle tide, Mary ! 
So, veil'd beneath the simplest guise. 

Thy radiant genius shone. 
And that which charm'd all other eyes 

Seem'd worthless in thy own, Mary * 

If souls could always dwell above. 

Thou ne'er hadst left that sphere ; 
Or, could we keep the souls we love. 

We ne'er had lost thee here, Mary ! 
Though many a gifted mind we meet. 

Though fairest forms we see. 
To live with them is iar less sweet 

Than to remember thee, Maiy !' 



1 I have here made a Teeble effort to imitate that ctxooi- 
site inacriptioa of Sbenstone*!, " Heu ! quaato nuniis ctf 
cum reliquis verasri qusm tui roeminiae **^ 
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BY THAT LAKE, WHOSE GLOOMY 8HORE.» 

Air— 7^ Broum Irish OirL 

By that lake, whose gloomy shore 
Skjr-lark neyer warbles o'er,* 
Where the cliflf hangs high and steep, 
Young Saint Kevin stole to sleep. 
** Here at least,'* he cahnly said, 
** Woman ne'er shall find my bed." 
Ah ! the good saint little knew 
What that wily sex c^ do. 

'T was from Kathleen's eyes he flew— 
Eyes of most anholy blue ! 
She had loved him well and long, 
Wbh'd him her's, nor thought it wrong 
Wheresoe'er the saint would fly. 
Still he heard her light foot nigh ; 
East or west, where'er he tum'd. 
Still her eyes before him bum'd. 

On tlie bold clifi^s bosom cast. 
Tranquil now he sleeps at last ; 
Dreams of heaven, nor thinks that e'er 
Woman's smile can haunt him there. 
But nor earth, nor heaven is free 
From her power, if fond she be : 
Even now, while cahn he sleeps, 
Kathleen o'er him leans and weeps. 

Fearless she had track'd his feet 
To this rocky wild retreat ; 
And when morning met his view, 
Her mild glances met it too. 
Ah ! your saints have cruel hearts! 
Sternly from his bed he starts. 
And, with rude repulsive shock. 
Hurls her from the beetling rock. 

Glendalough ! thy gloomy wave 
Soon was gentle Kathleen's grave ; 
Soon the saint (yet, ah ! too late) 
Felt her love, add moum'd her fate. 
When he said, ** Heaven rest her soul !" 
Round the lake light moaio stole ; 
And her ghost was seen to glide, 
Smiling, o'er the iatal tide ! 



SHE IS FAR FROM THE LAND. 
Air — Open the Door. 

She ia &r from the land where her young hero sleeps, 

And lovers are round her sighing ; 
But coldly she turns from their gaze, and weeps, 

For her heart in his grave is lying ! 

She sings die wild song of her dear native plains, 
Every note which he loved awaking. — 

Ah ! little they think, who delight in her strains, 
How the heart of the Minstrel is breaking ! 

1 This ballad w founded upon oao of the many glories re- 
lated of St. Kevin, whose bed in the rock b to be seeo at 
fileodaluugh, a most gloomy and romantic ipot in the county 
of Wicklow. 

9 There nre many other cnrioiis traditions eooeennof this 
•ke, which may be found in OiraMns, Cdgaa, ete. 



He had lived for his love, for his country he died. 
They were all that to life had entwined him^ — 

Nor soon shall the tears of his country be dried. 
Nor long will his love stay behind him. 

Oh ! make her a grave where the sun-beams rest, 
When they promise a glorious morrow ; , 

They'll shine o'er her sleep like a smile from the Weai 
From her own loved IsUnd of Sorrow ! 



NAY, TELL ME NOT. 
Air — Dennis f don* I be threatening. 
Nay, tell me not, dear! that the goUet drowns 

One charm of feeling, one fond regret ; 
Believe me, a few of thy angry frowns 
Are all I've sunk in its bright wave yet. 
Ne'er hath a beam 
Been lost in the stream 
That ever was shed fh>m thy form or soul ; 
The bairn of thy sighs. 
The light of thine eyes. 
Still float on the surface and hallow my bowl ! 
Then fancy not, dearest ! that wine can steal 
One blissful dream of the heart from me ! 
like founts that awaken the pilgrim's seal. 
The bowl but brightens my love for diee ! 

They tell us that Love in his fairy bower 

Had two bluah-roses, of Urth divine ; 
He sprinkled the one with a rainbow's shower, 
But bathed the other with mantling wine. 
Soon did the buds, 
That drank of the floods 
Distill'd by the rainbow, decUne and fade ; 
While those which the tide 
Of ruby had dyed 
All blush'd into beauty, Uke thee, sweet maid ! 
Then fancy not, dearest ! that wine can steal 
One blinful dream of the heart from me; 
Like founts that awaken the pilgrim's zeal. 
The bowl but brightens my love for thee. 



AVENGING AND BRIGHT 

Aim — Crooghan a Venee. 

AvKNOiNO and bright fell the swifl sword of EIrin' 
On him who the brave sons of Usna betray'd ! — 

1 The worda of Ibia aoof were suggested by the very 
ancieot Iriah alory, called " Deirdri, or the lameatahle fate 
of the aooa of UiDacb," which baa been iranclttted literally 
from the Gaelic, by Mr. O'Flanagan (veo vol. 1. of Trrniw 
acUons of the umtlie Soeietf of DnbUn^) and upon which 
It appears that the " Darthula" of Mac|iberaoo la founded. 
The treachery of Conor, King of Ulster, in putting to death 
the three aona of Uina, wai the cauae of a deaofaiinc war 
agminat Ulater, which terminated in the deatructioa of Kman. 
" Thia vtorv (aaya Mr. O'Flanagan) haa been from time im- 
memorial held in hich repute aa one of the three tragic 
atones of the Iriitb. Theae are, 'The death of the children 
of Touran;' 'The death of the children of Lear* (both re- 
garding Tnalha de Danana ;) and ihia, ' The death of the 
children of Uaoach,* which la a Mileaian atory.** In No. 
II. of theae Melodiea there ia a ballad upon the atory of the 
children of Lear or Lir : " Silent, oh Moyle !" etc. 

Whatever may be thooaht of those aanguine claima to 
antiquity, which Mr. O'Flanagan and othere advance fo' 
the literatnre of Ireland, it wocud be a veqf laaftMB%t«^vMu^ 
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For every fond eje lutb wakenM a tear in, 
A drop from hia beait-wounda thall weep o'er her 
Made. 

By the red cloud that hong over Conor^s dark dwel- 
ling,' 
When Ulad*t three ehampiona lay tleei^ in 

gore — • 
By the biilowB of war which, ao often, high awelling, 

Have wafted thcM heroea to lictory's ahore ! — 

We swear to revenge them ! — no joy ihall be taated, 
The harp ihall be silent, the maiden unwed ; 

Our halls shall be mute, and our fields shall lie wasted, 
Till vengeance is wreak'd on the murderer's head ! 

Yes, monarch! though sweet are our home recollee- 
tiona. 
Though sweet are the tears that ftom tendemeaa 
fiiU; 
Hiough sweet are oar friendships, oar hopes, oar af- 
fections. 
Revenge on a tyrant b sweetest of all ! 



WHAT THE BEE IS TO THE FLOWERET. 

AiK— TV YdUfm Hone. 

He.—'WnkT the bee is to the floweret. 
When he looks ft>r honey-dew 
Throogfa the leaves that close embower it. 
That, my love, I'll be to you ! 

She. — ^What the bank, with verdure glowing. 
Is to waves tfiat wander near, 
Whispering kisaes, while they're going, 
That ra be to yoo, my dear! 

8ke. — But they aay, the bee *a a rover, 

That he'D fly when sweets are gone; 
And, when onoe the kiss is over. 
Faithless brooks will wander on ! 

He.— Nay, if flowers w3l lose their looka, 
If aunny banka wSl wear away, 
'Tis hot right that beea and brooka 
SHbuld sip and kiss them, while they may. 



LOVE AND THE NOVICE. 

Air— C«an DmU Dduk. 

"Hkrs we dwell, in holiest bowen. 

Where angels of light o'er oar oriaona bend ; 
Where sighs of devotion and breathings of flowwa 
To Heaven in mingled odour aaoend ! 
Do not diatuib oar calm, oh Love ! 
So like ia thy fonn to the cheniba above. 
It well migfat deceive such heaita aa ours.* 



tt 



apoo oar nationality if the Gaelic retearchet of this gentle - 
mao did not meet with all the liberal encoarafenent wbieh 
Ibey merit 

1 "Oh Natei! view the clond that I here tee in the iky ! I 
see over Emon green a chining elood of blood- tinged red." 
-^DHrdri'g Stm£. 
3UWter. 



Love stood near the Novice and liaten'd. 

And Love is no novice in taking a him ; 
HQs laughing blue eyea now with piety glisten'd ; 
FGa rosy wing tnrn'd to heaven's own tiaL 
" Who would have thooght," the urchin criea, 
**That Love could ao well, ao gravely disgnise 
His wandering wings and wounding eyes 7" 

Love now warms thee, waking and aleeping. 
Young Novice ; to him all thy orisons rise ; 
He tinges the heavenly fount with his weeping* 
He brightens the censer's flame with his aigfas. 
Love ia the saint enahrined in ibj braaat, 
And angels themselves woald admit snch a gueii 
If he came to them clothed in Piety'a 



THIS LIFE IS ALL CHEQUER'D WITH 
PLEASURES AND WOES. 

Air— TV Bunch of Green Ruahee that grew ai ffcs 

Ifriiii. 



This life is all chequer'd with pleasures and 

That chaae one another, like wavea of the daepr- 
Each billow, as brightly or darkly it flowa. 

Reflecting our eyes aa they sparkle or weep. 
So closely our whima on our miseries tread. 

That the laugh is awaked ere the tear can be dried; 
And, as fast aa the rain-drop of FIty is shed. 

The goose-feathers of folly can turn it aade. 
But pledge me the cup— if existence would cloy, 

With hearta ever happy, and heads ever wise. 
Be ours the light Grief that ia sister to Joy, 

And the short brilliant FoUy that flaahea and diea ! 

When Hylaa waa sent with his urn to the fount. 

Through fields ftill of son-shine, with heart fidl of 
play, 
Lig^ rambled the boy over meadow and naoutt. 

And neglected his task for the flowers on the way.* 
Thaa aome who, like me, ahoald have drawn and 
have taated 

The fountain that nma by Fhilosophy'a ahriae. 
Their time with the flowera on the maigin have 
wasted. 

And left their light urns aU aa empty aa miae! 
But pledge me the gobletp— while Idleneaa we a ve a 

Her flowereta together, if Wiadom can aee 
One bright drop or two, that haa fallen on the leavab 

Fh>m her fountain divine, *t is sufiieient for nae ! 



No. V. 

It is hot fair (o those who take an interest in this 
Work, to state that it ia now very near ita termination, 
and that the Sixth Number, which shall apeedily ap- 
pear, will, most probably, be tlie last of the aeriea. 

It ia not so much from a want of materiala, and 
still less from any abatement of xeal or industry, thai 
we have adopted the resolution of bringing our taak 
to a close ; but we fbel ao proud, for our eoantry'a 

1 Propoetio llorem imMulit oAeto.— JVofMTl. 1. L eUf fa. 
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«ln and oar own, of the iatereit which thii purely 
Inah Work turn excited, and io anxious leat a particle 
of that intereat should be loet by any ill-jodged pro- 
tracJon of its existenoe, that we think it wiaer to take 
away the cup from the lip, while ita flavoor is yet, 
we tmat, fiesh and sweet, than to risk any longer 
trial of the charm, or gire ao much as not to leare 
rome wish for more. In speaking thus I aUude en- 
tirely to the Airs, which are, of coarse, the main atp 
traction of these Tolumes ; and, though we haire still 
many popular and delightful Melodies to prodooe,* 
yet it cannot be denied that we riioold aoon expe- 
rience some difficulty in equalling the richness and 
novelty of the earlier Numbeia, for which, as we had 
the choice of all before us, we naturally seleoted only 
the most rare and beautifuL The Poetry, too, would 
be sure to sympathize with the decline of the Music, 
and, however feebly my words have kept pace with 
the exoeUemce of the Airs, they would follow their 
faUing offt I fear, with wonderful alacrity. So that, 
altogether, both pride and prudence counsel us to 
stop, while the Work is yet, we believe, flonrishing 
and attractive, and, in the imperial attitude, **8tanlet 
tnori,** before we incur the charge either of altering 
for the worse, or, what is equally unpardonaUe, con- 
tinuing too long the same. 

We b^, however, to ssy, it is only in the event of 
our (ailing to find Airs as exquisite as most of those 
we have given, that we mean thus to anticipate the 
natural period of dissolution, like those Indians who 
pot their relatives to death when they become feeble. 

T. M. 

Mayfdd Cottagt^ AMownB, 
December, 1813. 



OH, THE SHAMROCK ! 
Air— Afley Crtiker, 

Theouoh Elrin's Isle, 

To sport awhile. 
As Love and Valour wander'd, 

With Wit, the sprite. 

Whose quiver bright 
A thousand arrows squandered ; 

Wherever they paas, 

A triple grass' 
Shoots up, with dew-drops streaming. 

As softly green 

As emeralds, seen 
Through purest crystal gleaming ! 
Oh, the Shamrock, the green, inunortal Shamrock, 



Deditkf which I have 
hitherto onTj withheld, from the diffldeoce I feel in treadinf 
upon the tame g roond with Mr. Campbell, whose beaatiful 
word* to thie fine air have taken too 'Ugf*tS poeeeeeion of aU 
aan and hearta, for me to thtnk of prooocrof any impvearion 
after him. I aappoae, however, I moal attempt it for the 
next Number. ^ 

9 Saint Patrick u said to have made ass of ttiat speciea 
of the trefoil, in Ireland called the Bhaaroek, in explaining 
tbe doctrine of the Trinity to the pagan Iriah. I do not 
know if there be aaj otbw roaaon for oar adoption of thia 
plant as a natkmal emblem. Hops, amonf the ancients, 
was aumetimea represented aa a beautiftil child, ** atanding 
upon tip-toes, and a trefoil or three-coloured f raaa in her 



Choeenleaf 
Of bard and ehiel^ 
Old Elrin*a native Shamrock ! 

Says Valour, ** See, 

They spring for me, 
Those leafy gems of morning !** 

Says Love, ** No, no. 

For me they grow. 
My fragrant path adorning !** 

But Wit perceives 

The triple leaves. 
And cries, ** Oh ! do not sever 

A type that blends 

Three god-like friends. 
Love, Valour, Wit, for ever 1" 
Oh, the Shamrock, the green, inmiortal Shamrook . 

Chosen leaf 

Of bard and chief. 
Old Erin's native Shamrock ! 

So, firmly fond 

May last the bond 
They wove that mom together, 

And ne*er may fall 

One drop of gall 
On Wit*s celestial feather ! 

May Love, as shoot 

His flowers and firuit. 
Of thorny falsehood weed 'em ! 

Iby Valour ne'er 

Hia standard rear 
Against the cause of Freedom ! 
Oh, the Shamrock, the green, immortal Shamrock ! 

Choeenleaf 

Of bard and chie^ 
Old Erin's native Shamrock ! 



AT THE MID HOUR OF NIGHT. 

Air — MoUy, nty Dear, 

At the mid hour of ni^it, when stais are weeping, I fly 
To the kme vale we loved when Ufe was warm is 
thine eye. 
And I think that if spirits can steal from the regiona 

of air 
To revisit past sceaes of delight, thou wih come to 
me there. 
And tell me our love is remembered, even in the sky ! 

Ilien I sing the wild song it once was rapture to hear, 
When our voices, commingling, breathed like one on 
the ear. 
And, aa Echo fiir off through die vale my aad oir 

aon rolls, 
I think, oh, my love ! 't is thy voice from the king- 
dom of souls,' 
Faintly answering still the notes that once were ao 
dear. 

1 "There are ooantriea,'* sajs Montaigne, "where they 
believe lbs aoola of the happjr hve ia all maaosr ef libertv 
in deligbtflil flelda : and that it is those souls, tepsatfng the 
words wa otter, wUeh ws call Eebo.** 
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ONE BUMPER AT PARTING. 
AiK—MttU Roe in the Morning. 
Owe bumper at parting ! — though many 

Have circled the board since we met, 
The fullest, the saddest of any 

Remains to be crown'd by us yet. 
The sweetness that pleasure has in it 

Is always so slow to come forth, 
That seldom, alas, till the minute 

It dies, do we know half its worth ! 
But fill— may our hfe's happy measure 

Be all of 6uch moments made up ; 
They're bom on the bosom of pleasure, 

They die 'midst the tears of the cup. 
As onward we journey, how pleasant 

To pause and inhal^t awhile 
Those few sunny spots, like the present. 

That 'mid the dull wilderness smile ! 
Bu; Time, Uke a pitiless master, 

Cries, " Onward !" and spurs the gay houn ; 
And never does Time travel faster 

Than when his way lies among flowen. 
But, come — may our life's happy measure 

Be all of such moments made up ; 
They 're bom on the bosom of pleasure, 

They die 'midst the tears of the cup. 

This evening we saw the sun sinking 

In waters his glory made bright — 
Oh ! trust me, our farewell of drinking 

Should be Uke that farewell of light 
You saw how he finish'd, by darting 

His beam o'er a deep billow's brim — 
60 fill up !— let 's shine, at our parting, 

In full liquid glory, like him. 
And oh! may our life's happy meanue 

Of moments like this be noade up ; 
'T was bora on the bosom of pleasure, 

It dies 'mid the tears of the cup ! 



T IS THE LAST ROSE OF SUMMER. 
Aia — Groves of Blarney. 
'T 18 the last rose of summer, 

Left blooming alone ; 
All her lovely companions 

Ate faded and gone ; 
No flower of her kindred. 

No rose-bud is nigh. 
To reflect back her blushes. 

Or give sigh for sigh ! 

I '11 not leave thee, thou lone one ! 

To pine on the stem ; 
Since the lovely are sleeping, 

Go, sleep thou with them. 
Thus kindly I scatter 

Thy leaves o'er the bed. 
Where thy mates of the garden 

Lie scentless and dead. 

So soon may / follow. 

When friendships decay, 
And from Love's shining circle 

The gems drop away ! 



When true hearts lie wither'd. 
And fond ones are flown. 

Oh ! who would inhabit 
This bleak world alone 7 



THE YOUNG MAY-MOON. 

AiK^The Dandy O! 

Tm young May-moon is beaming, love ! 
The glow-worm's lamp is gleaming, love ! 
How sweet to rove 
Through Moma's grove,' 
While the drowsy world is dreaming, love . 
Then awake !— -the heavens look bright, my deu ! 
*T is never too late for delight, my dear ! 

And the best of all ways 

To lengthen our days. 
Is to steal a few hours from the night, my dear ! 

Now all the world is sleeping, love ! 
But the sage, his star-watch keeping, love : 
And I, whose star. 
More glorious far. 
Is the eye from that casement peeping, love ! 
Then awake ! — till rise of sun, my dear ! 
The sage's glass we '11 shun, my dear ! 

Or, in watching the flight 

Of bodies of light. 
He might happen to take thee for one, my dear I 



THE MINSTREL-BOY 
Air — The Moreen. 
The Minstrel-Boy to the war is gone. 

In the ranks of death you '11 find him ; 
His fiuher's sword he has girded on. 

And his wild harp slung behind him.— 
** Land of song !" said the warrior-bard, 

"Though all the world betrays thee. 
One sword, at least, thy rights shall guard. 

One faithful harp shall praise thee '." 

Hie Minstrel fell ! — but the foeman's chain 

Could not bring his proud soul under ! 
The harp he loved ne'er spoke again. 

For he tore its chords asunder ; 
And said, ** No chains shall sully thee, 

Thou soul of love and tnravery ! 
Thy songs were made for the pure and fi«e 

They shall never sound in slavery !" 



THE SONG OF O'RUARK, PRINCE OF 
BREFFNI.« 

« 

Aia — The pretty Qirl milking her Com. 

Thb valley l9 Bmiling before me. 
Where lately I left her behind ; 



1 " St^ds lilcntly to Morna'« grovo." 

8«e a translation fram the Irish, in Mr. Bunting's collec- 
tion, by John Drown, one ofmy earlieal college conipaniuas 
and frionds, wboae death waa aa singularly melaoclioly and 
unrorlunate as his life had been amiable, booourablR, and 
exoEDpIary. 

2 Theae staDzas are Tounded upon an event of naost »«• 
lancholy importance to lidand, if, aa we are toM bv ow 
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Should (hiDe when her pilgTim relum'd ; 
Boti'IboDgh dtrkneH begta to inTald me. 
No lamp fTQin the batiLemBnti bum'd I 



jTban, with (ouli ever udeni ukd pan u tba dune. 
We ibould lore, u they loved in iKe fint golden tUDej 
Thegkiw oftbe (BDihuke, the balm of the air, 
I Woild ned to our heaili, and nuke all nmiDWr then ! 
With alTeciion, u fiee 
From decline u the bowen) 
Ji Hope, like the bee, 



A. if the loved 


leniuiil 


J dead !- 


Ah! would il we 






Bui DO— (he jD 


ngfalM 


one had fled. 


And than hung t 


elule,( 


lal could aoHen 






blim. 


While Ihe hand il 


at had » 


aked it ao ollGI 


Now thraijb'd i 


a proud riinl'i kill 



ringilwajio, 



When Breflni'i good (iroid would have lougl 
That nuui, through a miltion of foemen. 

Who darrdbuiio doubt thee tntJIovj'b.' 
While now — oh, degenerate daughter 

Of Ekin l—bow fall'n ia Ihj fame ! 
And, ibrongfi agea of bondage and ilaughteri 

Our country ahall bleed for Ihj ihame. 
Already Ihe cuiae ia upon tier, 

Aod Btrangera her valhet profuw ; 

And tyrwit* they long will remain ! 
Bet, onward ! — the green banner rearing. 

Go, fleah overj aword to the hik \ 
On DDT aide ia ViiTtii and ErinI 

On Uuirt la thC Saiok and Cdji.t. 



OH ■ HAD WE SOME BRIGHT LITTLE ISLE . 
OF OUB OWN. 
Ait—Slirda no Outra. 
Oh! had weiomc bright lillle iaie of oni own, 
in a blue anmmer ocean, lar off and aJone, 
When a leaf never die* in the ■till-Uooming bowen. 
And iba bee banqueia on ihroiij||i,a whole year of 

Where the aun lorea to pauae 

With ao food a delay, 
"nill Ihe Bight only dnwi 
A thin veU o'er the day ; 
When matir to feel thai we tnatbe, Ihat we live, 
it wonh the beal joy that lite elaewhere can give ! 



long day of li{ 



FAREWELL!— BUT, WHENEVER YOU 
WELCOME THE HOUR. 

An— Mail Rooae. 
FAIIWKI.L !— but, whenever /ou wekome Ihe hour 
Thalawakonalhenight-aongofmlhh in your bower, 
Then think of (he friend whn one* x^elcoraed it too, 
And forgot hia own grieft to he happy with you. 
Ilia gneft may return — not a hope nu^ rcihnin 
Of the few thai have brigbtei " ' 



Bttheah 



lion, ihal threw 




>und him, whde lingerug with 
you; 
And alill on Ihal evening, when pl^aun GUa up 
To the higbeit top apariile each heart and each cup, 
Where'er my path Uea, be il gloomy or hfighl, 
My^onl, hnppy fiicnda ! ahallbc with you tliat night, 
Shall join in your revcla, yooraporia, and your wilea. 
And rrium to me beaming all o'er with your onilea ! — 
Too bleaa'd, if il lella me that, 'mid Ihe gay cheer, 
Some kiwt voice had murmur'd, " I wiah he were 



Let Fate do her woral, then aie nlica of joy, 
Biighl dream of the paat, which ihe cunDot daatroj : 

And bring back the Tiialurea that joy uaed to wear. 
Long, long b« my heart with aucb memoriea Gll*d ! 
Like Ihe taae in which roica haie once been diatill'd— 
You may break, you mny ruin the vaae, if you will, 
But Ihe acent of the roaca will hang round il atiU. 



la o'er wlica Folly mide me rove, 
And now ibe veatal Reason 
Shall walch Ihe fire awaked by Love 
Although thia heart waa early blown. 
And faircM handl dialurh'd Ihe itm, 
Tliry only ahook aomr btoaaoma down, — 
Ii3 fVnii has all been kept for the*. 



Tbenc 



—the M 



hen &.lly made n rove, 
>ie vi^al Reaaon 
Shall wBlcb the fiie awaked by Lote 
And though my luU no longer 

Hay aing of I^adon'a ardent apell. 
Yet, uuat me, all Ibe alronger 
1 bel Ihe blin I do not lell 
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Thie bee through many a garden roves. 

And hums his lay of courtship o'er, 

But, when he finds the flower he ^ves, 

lie settles there, and hums no more. 

Then doubt me not— the season 

Is o*er jurhen Folly kept me free, 
And now the restal Reason 
Shall guard the flame awakid by thee. 



YOU REMEMBER ELLEN.» 
Ai^— Were I a Clerk. 
You remember Ellen, our haml«t*s pride. 

How meekly she bless'd her humble lot. 
When the stranger, William, had made her his bride. 

And love was the light of their lowly cot 
Together they toil'd t&rough winds and rains 

Till William tt length, in sadness, said, 
** We must seek omt fortune en other plains ;*' 

Thep, sighing, she left her lowly shed. 
*■ 
Tb^ roam'd a long and a weary way, 

Nor much was the maiden's heart at ease. 
When now, at close of one stormy day. 

They see a proud castle among the trees. 
** To-night,*' said the youth, ** we*U shelter there ; 

The wind bio w% cold, the boor is Iste:" — 
So be blew the horn with a chieAam's air. 

And the porter bow'd as they pass*d the gate. 

** Now, welcome. Lady !" exclaim'd the youth,— 

** This castle is thine, and these dark woods all'* 
She believed him wild, but his words were truth. 

For Ellen is Lady of Rosna Hall !— ^ 
And dearly the Lord of Rosna loTes 

What William the stranger woo'd and wed ; 
And the light of bUss, in these lordly groves, 

Is pure as it shone in the lowly shed. 



FD MOURN THE HOPES. 
Aim— 7^ Rote Tree. 
Td mourn the hopes that leave me. 

If thy smiles had left me too ; 
I'd weep when friends deoeiTe me. 

If tboa weit, like them, untrue. 
But, while Fve thee before m&^ 

With heart so warm and eyes so bright. 
No clouds can linger o'er me«— 

That smile turns them all to li|^! 

*T is not in fkte to harm me, 

While fkte leaves thy lore to me ; 
*T is not in joy to chana me. 

Unless joy be ahared witUrhee. 
One minute's dream about dwe 

Were worth a long, an endless year 
Of waking bliss without thee. 

My own love, my only ^ar! 

And, though the hope be gone, love. 
That long sparkled o'er our way. 

Oh ! we shall jonniey on, love. 
More saiely without its ray. 



Fur better hgfats shall win me 
Along the path Fve yet to roaiiv— * 

The mind that bums within me. 
And pure smiles from thee at home. 



Thus, Wben the lamg that 

The traveller, at first goes out. 
He feels awhile benighted. 

And looks around, in fear and doubt. 
But soon, the prospect clearing, 

By cloudless star-light on he IMtdu, 
And thinks no lamp so cheering 

As t|iat light which Heaven sheds ! 



No. VI. 



In pfesenting this Sixth Number as our laac, and 
bidding adieu to the Irish Harp for ever, we shall not 
answer very confidently for the strength of our reso- 
lution, nor feel quite sure that it uMfnol prove, after 
all, to be only one of those eternal larewc^ which a 
lover takes of his mistress occasionally. Our only 
motive indeed for disctMitinuing the Work wae a fear 
that oat treasures were beginning to be exhaosted, 
and an nnwiDingneis to descend to the gathering of 
mere seed-pearl, after the very valuable gems it has 
been oar lot to string together. But this intentiom, 
which we ann^nced in our Fifth Number, hm ex- 
cited an anzie^ in the lovers of Irish Afosic, not only 
pleasant and flattering, but highly owflil to m; for 
the various contributions we have received in ccm- 
sequence have enriched our collection with so many 
flboioe and beautifiU Airs, that, if we kvep to our m* 
solution of publishing no more, it will certainly be an 
instance of forbearance and self-command oncipm- 
pled in the history of poets and musicians. 

Mayfidi, AMnmrne^ T. M. 

Marek, 1819. 



1 Tkis Ballad was iuggosled bv a wall-known and iota- 
MaliBf story, told of a certain nobw family tiTBoffland. 



COME O'ER THE SEA. 
AiE-i<7iaiJUA ma Ckrm, 

ComE o'er the eaa, 

Maiden! with me, 
Hfaw dmragfa sunshum, iiiMmt aidi 

SoMOM may roUr 

Bat the true sool 
Bump the same, where'er it goes. 
Let &te frown on, so we love and part not ; 

'T is lile where fibov art, 't is death where tlM ut Mt 
Then, eome o'er the see. 
Maiden t with me, 
Cenm wherever the wild wind blow ; 
ns may roll, 
^n.jm^M\ the true soul 
Bmipj^Bme, where'er it goee 




^iwttfiei 
le for the free. 
Land Ibiieourts and ohaina alone T 
" Here we are slaves, 
But, on the waves, 
liove and liberty 's all oar ow»! 



UU6H MELODIES. 



|ta aja to mUh, ud no uagus lo wood 
Allauth foifol, iBd all benen (raawl w 
lira, come o'ar ths Ma, 
HwdsD '■ niih OK, 



HAS SORROW THY YOUNO DAYS 
SHADED! 
Air— Sly Panic*. 
Hai torrew tbjr jooDg da/i ibaded, 

Ai elondi o'er the nuiniing Beet 1 
Too Tm have tboM ]roiing dijt fided, 

Thai, oran in fonow, were awed 7 
Doe* Tune with hii cold wing wither . 

Each feeling Ihai once wu dear T— 
linn, child of nuafbmuM ! cone hither, 

m weep with thai, laai Ibr tear. 
Hu Joie U Ihal aoul, ao lender, 

Boao lika our I^geuian mine,' 
Where apatUea orroldeo iplendoiu 

All a*er the nirfacs thine — 
But, if in puraait we go deeper, 

AUniad bj the gleam that ahono, 
Ah I lalaa aa Iba dream of the aleaper, 

like Love, the bright ore ia gone. 
Haa Hope, lilte the iMid in Ihe alorj,* 

Thai flillcd from tree to tree 
With the uhamau'a ghuering glorj— 

Haa Hope been thai bird to iheeT 
Go btanch afler branch alighting, 

The gem did ibe alill diaplaj. 
And, when naareat and moit iniitiiig. 

Then waA (he fair gem away ! 
If thoa the aweal Houn have fleeted, 

When SoiTOW herteiriook'd bright ; 
ITlhlu the fond hope haa cheated. 

That led thee along lo light ; 
If thus, toe, the cold world wither 

Coon, child of nuBTanuDe! come hither, 
ni waep with thee, leai fhr tear. 



NO, NOT MORE WELCOME. 

Ko, not note welcome the fairy niunhara 
Of muaic tki\ on the ileeper'a car. 

When, bair^waking flom fsarflil alumhan, 
HIb thinka the full qnire of HaaTao ja oeary- 

Thau c«B>e thai voice, when, all fora^ao, 
llii* beait long bad aleeping lain. 



TM bird baniaf fsl^t rii». SIIM nor i:., 

lU dnipit; bM^Mi b.*np™d^, ihTb""'!.' 
nUd aiain," tic.— ArUiu .Wrliu.Biarjat 
■MaaaajlbaPr^iiiirfClJi- 



Nor thought ita cold pulae would ever waken 

To aoch benign, bicaa'd aounda again. 
Sweet Totce of comfoit 1 'I wu tike the ataating , 

Of aummer wind through aome wreathed ahell— 
Each aecret winding, each inmoii feeUog 

Of aU m; aoul echoed to ita apell ! 
T waa whinper'd bnlm— 't wuh suuhine apoken!— 

rd live jeara of grief and patn. 
To have my long ileep df jorrow broken 

By aucb benign, bleaa'd aouoda again! 



WHEN FIRST I MET THEE. 

Air— O Potriol .' ^/ron BM. 
Whin fiiat I met ibee, warm and Toung, 

There (bone auch truth about thee. 
And OB thy lip auch pnmiaa hung, 

1 did not dare lo doubt thee. 
I aaw thee cAian^, yet atill reTled, 

8till clung with hope the fonder, ' 
And thDugh% though falie to all bnida. 
From me thou couldtt not wander. 
Bui go, deceiver ! go,^ 

The bean, whoae hopea could mike U 
Trual one so fUae, ao low, 

Deaerraa that thou ahouktrt braak it! 

When every tongue thy (blliea named, 

1 Bed the unwelcome uoryi 
Or found, in even the laulti they blamed, 

Borne gleama of fuluie glory. 

Cooipticd 10 HTong, to alight lliee ; 
The heart that now thy faUebood tenda, 
WouW then have bled to right thee. 
But go, deceiver ! go,— 

Some day, perhape, thou'lt waken 
From pleaaure'a dream, to know 
The giief of hearta furaaken. 

Even now, though youth ila Uoom baa abed. 

No lighta of age adorn tbee ; 
The few who loved tbee once have Oed, 

And they who flatter acom thee, 
lliy midnight cup ia pledged to alavn, 

No genial tiea enwreathe il( 
The amiliiig there, like Ught on gravia, 

Haa rank, cold faeaita beneath il I 
Go — go — though worlda were thine. 



0ns la 






For all thy giulty aplendour ! 
And daya may come, thou falie one l ye^ 



On bei who, in thy fonune't fnL, 
With amilea bad atill leceiied then, 

And gladly died to prove thee alt 
Her lancy Aral believed tbee. 



''Ha weekneaa to upbnid thee , 
Hate cannot wiah thee wotee 
nan goik aod thaaa hm Made 
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WHILE HISTORY'S MUSE. 
Air — Paddy Whadi. 

"Wtiiix History's Muse the memorial was keeping 

Of all that the dark hand of Destiny weaves, 
Beside her the Genius of Erin stood weeping, 

For hers was the story that blotted the leaves. 
But oh ! how the teajr in her eyelids grew bright, 
When, after whole pages of sorrow and shame. 
She saw History write. 
With a pencil of light 
That illumed all the volume, her Wellington's 
name! 

**Hail, Star of my Isle !" said the Spirit, all sparkling 
With beams, |>uch as break from her own dewy 
skies ; — 
"Through ages of sorrow, deserted and darkling, 
I've watch'd For some glory like thine to arise. 
For, though heroes I've number'd, unUeas'd was 
their lot, 
A,pd unWllow'd they sleep in the cross-ways of 
Fame ; — 4. 

Alt, oh ! there is not 
One dishonouring blot 
On the wreath that encircles my Wellington's 
name! 

" Y^ *^ ^ ^^^ crown of thy toils is remaining, 

The grandest, the purest even tkou hast yet known ; 
Tliough proud was thy task, other nations unchaining. 
Far prouder to heal the deep wounds of thy own. 
At the foot of that throne, fo^ whose weal thou hast 
stood, 
Go, plead for the land that first cradledthy fame— 
And, bright o'er the flood 
Of her tears and her blood. 
Let tho rainbow of Hope be her Wellington's 



name 



f»» 



THE TIME I' VE LOST IN WOOING. 
Air — Peoi uport a Trencher, 

The time I 've lost in wooing. 
In watching and pursuing 

The light that lies 

In Woman's eyes, 
Has been my heart's undoing. 
Though Wisdom oft has sought me, 
I scom'd the lore she brought me, 

My only books 

Were Woman's looks. 
And foUy 's all they 've taught me. 

Her smile when Beauty granted, 
I hung with gaze enchanted. 

Like him, the Sprite,' 

Whom maids by night 
Oft meet in glen that 's haunted. 



1 Thb alladea to a kind of Iriih Fairy, which is to be met 
with, they say, in the fielib. at dutk :— •• long as yoo keep 
yonr eyes upon him, he is fixed and in your power ; but the 
nomeot you look away (and he is Ingentou* in furniihing 
some indncement) he rannheff. I had thooghl that this wa* 
the eprite whieh we oaU the Leprechaun; but a high 



aolbority upon each eubjects. Lady Morgan (in a note upon 
bw naUonal and intereetii» Novel, 0*Donnel,) hai given a 
very diflbrent aecoont of that goblin. 



Like him, too, fieau^ won rae 
But jirhiie her eyes were on 

If once their ray 

Was tum'd away. 
Oh ! winds could not outrun me. 

And are those follies going ? 
And is my proud heart growing 

Too cold or wise 

For brilliant eyes 
Again to set it glowing ? 
N<^*-vain, alas ! the endeaveur 
From bonds so sweet to sever ^— 

Poor Wisdom's chance 

Against a glance 
Is now as weak as ever t 



WHERE IS THE SLAVE? 

Air — Sum (upts not horn. 

Where is the slavey so lowlv, 
Condemn'd to ehains unholy. 

Who, could he bunt 

His bonds at first. 
Would pine beneiUh them slowly 7 
What soul, whose wrongs degrade it, 
Would wait till time decay'd it. 

When thus its wing 

At once may spring 
To the* throne of Him who made it 7 
Farewell, Erin ! — ^farewell all 
Who live to weep our fiJl ! 

Less dear the laurel growing; 
Alive, untouch'd, and blowing; 

Tlian that whose braid 

Is pluck'd to shadb 
The tNTows with victory gtowing ! 
We tread the land that bore us. 
Her green flag glitters o'er us. 

The friends we 've tried 

Are by our side. 
And the foe we hate before na ! 
Farewell, Erin ! — ^(arewell all 
Who live to weep our fall ! 



COME, REST IN THIS BOSOM. 
Air — haugK Shading, 
Come, rest in this bosom, my own stricken deer 7 
Though the herd have fled from thee, thy honiB li 

still here ; 
Here still is the smile, that no cloud can o'ercaal 
And the heart and the hand all thy own to the bit ! 



Oh t what was love made for, if 't is noc the 
Through joy and throu^ torrents, throug;h glofy aii 

shame? 
I know not, I ask not, if guik 's in that heart, 
I but know that I love thee, whatever thoa sit ! 

Thou hastcall'd me thy Angel in moments of falini 
And thy Angel I' 11 be, 'mid the honrors of tbH^^ 
Through the furnace, unshrinking, thy steps .9 pvc 

And shield thee, and save thee, or — perish then too ! 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 



It ia Cioero, I believe, who aays ** naivra ad mth 
ioidHchmar;** and the abandonctfof wild indigenous 
min, which almost erery country except England 
powenni, safliciently provea the truth of his asser- 
tion. The lovers of this simple but interesting kind 
of music are here presented with the first number of 
a collection, whidi I trust their contributions will 
enable us to continue. A pretty air without words 
resembles one of those Aa(^ creatures of Plato, which 
are described as wandering, in search of the remain- 
der of themselves, through the world. To supply 
this other half, t^ uniting with congenial words the 
many fiigitive melodies which have hitherto had none, 
or only such is are unintelligible to the generality of 
their haareia, is the olgect and ambition of the pre- 
sent work. Neither is it our intention to confine 
oorselves to what are strictly called National Melo- 
dies, bat, wherever we meet with any wandering and 
beaotiAil air, to which poetry has not yet assigned a 
worthy home, we shall venture to claim it as an estray 
swao, and enrich our humble Hippoerene with its 
■ong. 

T.M. 
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No. I. 



A TEMPLE TO FRIENDSHIP.' 
SpamAAir. 

*• A TSMFLK to Friendship,*' said Laura, enchanted, 

**I *a build in this garden— the thought is divine ! 
Her temple was built, and she now only wanted 

An image of friendship to place on the shrine. 
She flew to a sculptor, who set down before her 

A Friendship, the fkirest his art could invent, 
But so cold and so doll, that the youthAil adorer 

Saw plainly this wis not the idol she meant. 



** Oh! never,** she cried, ** could I think of enshrining 

An image whose looks are so joyless and dim ! 
But yon little god upon roses reclining, 

We*ll make, if yon please. Sir, a Friendship of him.** 
So the bargain was struck ; with the little gbd laden 

She jo3rfolly flew to her shrine in the grove : 
'■Farewell,** said the sculptor, **you *re not the first 
maiden 

Who came but for Friendship, and took away Love. 



n 



FLOW ON, THOU SHINING RIVER 

Portuguue Air, 

Flow on, thou shining river ; 
But, ere thou reach the sea. 
Seek Ella*s bower, and give her 
The wreaths I fling o'er thee. 
And tell her thus, if she '11 be mine. 
The current of our lives shall be. 
With joys along their course to shine, 
like those sweet flowers on thee. 

But if, in wandering thither, 

lliou find'st she mocks my prayer. 
Then leave those wreaths to wither 
Upon the cold bank there. 
And t^ her — thus, when youth is o'er. 

Her lone and loveless charms shall be 
Thrown by upon life's weedy shore. 
Like those sweet flowers from thee. 



ALL THAT'S BRIGHT MUST FADE. 

Inditm Air. 

All that *s bright must fade,— 

The brightest still the fleetest; 
All that *s sweet was made 

But to be lost when sweetest. 
Stars that shine and fall ;— 

The flower that drops in springing ;— 
These, alas ! are types of aU 

To which our hearts are clinging 
All that *8 bright must fade,— 

The brightest still the fleetest ; 
All that *8 sweet was made 

But to be lost when sweetest! 

Who would seek or prize 

Delights that end in aching 7 
Who would trust i,t ties 

That every hour are breaking 7 
Better fkr to be 

In utter darkness lying, 
Than be blest with light, and see 

That light for ever flying. 
All that *s bright must fade,— 

The brightest still the fleetest ; 
All that *s sweet was made 

Bat to be lost when sweetest ! 



1 Ths thoof ht is taken from a song by Ls Pri«ar eallsd 
<»Ls0latnsdsrAfluii«.** 



SO WARMLY WE MET. 
HuHgaritm Air, 
So warmly we met and so fondly we parted. 

That which was the sweeter even I could not tell-* 
That first look of welcome her sonny eyes darted, 
Ot that tear of passion which bless'd our farewell 
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To meet was a heaven, and to pan thus another, — 
Oar joy and our sorrow seemM rivals in Miss ; 

Oh ! Cupid*s two eyes are not liker each other 
In smiles and in tears, than that moment lo this. 

Hie first was like day-break — new, sudden, delicious, 

The dawn of a pleasure scarce kindled up yet— 
The last was that fiirewell of daylight, more precious. 

More glowing and deep, as *t is nearer its set. 
Our meeting, though happy, was tinged by a sanx>w 

To think that such happiness could not remain ; 
While our parting, though sad, gave a Hope that to- 
morrow 

Would bring back the blest hour of meeting again. 



THOSE EVENING BELLS. 

Air— 7^ BdU of St, PtienburgK 

Those eyening bells ! those evening bells ! 
How many a tale their music tells, 
Of youth, and home, and that sweet time, 
When last I beard their soothing chime ! 

Those joyous hours are past away ! 
And many a heart that then was gay, 
Within the tomb now darkly dwells. 
And hears no more those evening bells ! 

And so 't will be when I am gone ; 
That tuneful peal will still ring on. 
While other bards shall walk these delli, 
And sing your praise, sweet evening bells ! 



• SHOULD THOSE FOND HOPES. 
Portuguue Air. 

'Should those fond hopes e*er forsake thee. 

Which now so sweetly thy heart employ ; 
Should the cold world come to wake thee 

From all thy visions of youth and joy; 
Should the gay fKends for whom thou wouldst banish 

Him who once thought thy young heart his own, 
All like spring birds, fidsely vanish. 

And leave thy winter unheeded and lone ;— 

Oh ! 't is then he thou hast slighted 

Would come to cheer thee, when aU seem*d o*er ; 
Then the truant, lost and blighted, 

Would to his bosom be taken once more. 
like that dear bird we both can remember, 

Who left us while summer shone round, 
But, when chilTd by bleak December* 

Upon our threshold a welcome still found. 



REAS(»r, FOLLY, AND BEAUTY. 

IlaUan Air, 

Rbason, Folly, ^nd Beauty, they say. 
Went on a party of pleasure one day : 

FoUy play*d 

AroQDd the maid, 



Tlie bell of his cap rung merrily oat; 

While Reason took 

To his sermon-book — 
Oh ! which was the pleasanter no one need doubt 

Beauty, who likes to be thought very sage, 
Tum*d for a moment to Reason's dull page, 

TiU Folly said, 

" Look here, sweet maid !*'^ 
The sight of his cap brought her back to herself; 

While Reason read 

His leaves of lead. 
With no one to mind him, poor sensible elf! 

Then Reason grew jealous of Folly's gay cap ; 
Had he that on, he her heart might entrap— 

"There it is," 

Quoth Folly, "old quiz r 
But Reason the head-dress so awkwardly wore. 
That Beauty now liked him still lees than befoiv ; 

While Folly took 

Old Reason's book. 
And twisted the leaves in a cap of such 7>hi, 

That Beauty vow'd 

(Though not aloud,) 
She liked him still better in that than his own I 



FARE THEE WELL, THOU LOYELY CM«B 

Sicilian Air. 
FiJiK thee well, thou lovely one ! 

Lovely still, but dear no more; 
Once his soul of truth is gone. 

Love's sweet life is o'er. 
Thy words, whate'er their flattering spell. 

Could scarce have thus deceived ;* 
But eyes that acted truth so well 

Were sure to be believed. 
Hien, fare thee well, thou lovely one ! 

Lovely still, but dear no more ; 
Once bis soul of truth is gone. 

Love's sweet life is o'er. 

Yet those eyes look constant still. 

True as stars they keep their light ; 
Still those cheeks their pledge fi^fil 

Of blushing always bright 
'T is only on thy changeful heart 

The blame of falsehood lies; 
Love lives in every other par^ 

But there, alas ! he dies. 
Then fare thee well, thou lovely one! 

I<ovelf still, but dear no moce ; 
Once his soul of truth is gone. 

Love's sweet Itfe is o'er. 



DOOTTHOU REMiaiBQL 

Port^gue$e Air. 
Dost thou remember that place so lonefy 
A place for lovers and lovers only. 

Where first I told thee all my secret sighs ? 
When as the moon-beam, that trembled o'er thee. 



1 Tim metre of the wordf Is here necf arily Mcrificed to ^^^"^ thy blushes, I knelt before thee, 
*** *'* I And read my hope's sweet *iim»ph in 



inthMe sgfBs, 
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Nerwr saw the brook. 
But tumbled headlong in it ! 

While I touch the itring, etc. 

How the wise one smiled. 

When Mife o'er the torrent, 
At that youth, bo wild, 

Dripping fromthe current ! 
Sense went home to bed ; 

Genius, left to shiver 
On the bank, 't ia^aid. 

Died of that cold river ! 

While I touch the fltring, etc. 



THEN, PARE THEE WELL! 
Old EnglUh Air. 
Then, fkre thee well ! my own dear lore. 

This world has now for us 
No greater grie^ no pain above 
I\e pain of parting thus, dear love! the pain of {Mut- 
ing thus! 

Had we but known, since first we met. 

Some ftw short hours of bliss. 
We might. Hi numbering them, forget 
The deep, deep pain of this, dear love ! the deep, deq> 
pain of this! 

But, no, alas ! we've never seen 
One glimpse of pleasure's ray. 
But still there came some cloud between, ' 
And chaaed it all away, dear love! and chased it aU 
away! 

Tec, e'en couid those sad moments last. 

Far dearer to my heart 
Wefe hours of grief^ together past. 
Than yean of mirth apart, dear love ! thai\ yean of 
mirth apart! 

Farewell ! our hope was bom in fins, 

And nursed 'mid vain regrets ! 
like winter suns, it rose in tears. 
Like them in teara it sets, dear love ! like them in 
tearaitsets! 



GAH^Y SOUNDS THE CASTANET. 
Matle$e Air. 

Gailt sounds the castanet, 

Beating time to bounding fiet. 
When, after daylight's golden set, 

Maids and youths by moonhgfat meet. 
Oh ! then, bow sweet to move 

Through all that maze of mirth. 
Lighted by those eyes we love 

Beyond all eyes on earth. 

Tlien, the joyoos banquet spread 

On the cool and fragrant ground. 
With night's bright eye-beams overiwad. 

And still bri^iter sparkling round. 
Oh ! then, how sweet to say 

Into the loved one's ear, 
Thoughts reserved through many a day 

To be thus whisper'dkiare. 



When the dance and feast are done, 

Arm in arm as home we stray, 
How sweet to sc^e the dawning sun 

f O'er her cheeks* warm blushes play ! 
"^en, then the farewell kiss, 
r And words whose parting tone 
Lingen still in dreams of bliss, 
* That haunt young hearts alonsk 



LOVE IS A HUNTER-BOY. 

Lcmguedodan Air, 

LovB is a hunter-boy, 

Who makes young hearts his prey. 
And in his nets of joy 

Ensnares them night and day. 
In vain conceal'd they lie — 

Love tracks them every where ; 
In vain aloft they fly — 

Love shoots them flying there. 

But *t is his joy most sweet. 

At early dawn to trace 
The print of Beauty's feet. 

And give the tremUar chase. 
And most he loves through snow 

To trace those footsteps fair, 
For then the boy doth know 

None track'd before him there. 



COME, CHASE THAT STARTING TEAR 

AWAY. 

French Air, 

CoMK, chase that starting tear away, 

Ere mine to meet it springs ; 
To-night, at least, to-night be gay, 

Whate'er to-morrow brings ! 
like sunset gleams, that linger late 

When all is dark'ning fast. 
Are hours like these we snatch from Fat^- 

The brightest and the last. 

Then, chase that starting tear, ete. 

To gild car dark*ning life, if Heaven 

But one Imght hour allow. 
Oh ! think that one Imght hour is given. 

In all its splendour, now ! 
Let *s live it out — then sink in night, 

like waves that from the shore 
One minute swell — are touch'd with lig^ — 

Then lost for evermore. 

Then, chase that starting tear, ete. 



JOYS OF YOUTH, HOW FLEETING i 

Portuguem Air. 
Whisp^rinos, heard by wakeftil maids. 

To whom the ni^t-stars guide us— 
Stolen walks through moonlight shades, 
With those we love beside us. 
Hearts beating, at meetings- 
Tears starting, at parting ; 
Oh ! sweet youth, how soon it fkd/^s ! 
Sweet joys of youth, how fleetirvQ:'. 
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HEAR MB BUT ONCE. 

French Air, 

Hkak bw but once, while o*er the gnve, 

In which our love lies cold and dead, 
I count each flatt*ring hope be gare, 

Of joya now loat and channs now fled. 
Who could baye thought the anile he were, 

When fint we met, would fade away? 
Or thai a chill would e*er come o'er 

lliofe e jee ao bright through many a day 7 



No. in. 

WHEN LOVE WAS A CHILD. 

SwediA Air. 

Wbsn Loto waa a child, and went idling round 
*Mong floweiB the whole ■ummer'a day, 

One mom in the valley a bower he found. 
So aweec, it allured him to itay 

O'erfaead, firom the trees, hung a garland fiur 

A fountain ran daridy beneath — 
T was Pleaaure that bung the bright flowers iqp there; 

Love knew it, and jump'd at the wreath. 

But Love didn't know — and at bis weak years 

What urchin was likely to know 1— 
TbMt Sorrow had made of her own salt tears 

That fountaia which murmur'd below. 

He can|^ at the wreith— but with too much haste, 

As boys when impatient will do- 
It fell in those waters of briny taste. 

And the flowers were all wet through. 

Yet this is the wreath he wears night and day, 

And, though it all sunny appears 
With Pleasure's own lustre, each leai^ they say, 

StUl tastes of the Fountain of Tears. 



SAY, WHAT SHALL BE OUR SPORT 

TO-DAY? 

SicHitmAir. 

Bk% what shall be our sport to-day 7 

There 's nothing on esjth, in sea, or air. 
Too blight, too bold, too high, too gay. 

For spirits like mine to dare ! 
'T is like the returning bloom 

Of those days, alaa! gone by, 
When I loTed each hour— I scarce knew whonv— 

And was bless*d— I scarce knew why. 

Ay, those were days when life had wings, 

And flew— oh, flew so wild a height. 
That, like the lark which sunward springs, 

'T was giddy with too much light ; 

nd, though of some phmes bereft. 

With that sun, too, nearly set, 
I *Te enough of Kght and wing still left 

For a few gay soarings yet. 



BRIGHT BE THY DREAMS ! 

WAA Air. 

BniGHT be thy drea m s m ay all thy weeping 
Turn into smiles while thou art sleeping : 
Those by death or seas removed. 
Friends, who in thy springtime knew thee, 

All thou 'st ever prized or loved. 
In dreams come smiling to thee ! 



There may the child, whose love lay 
Dearest of all, come while thou aleepest ; 
StiU the same— no charm forgot — 
Nothing lost that life had^given ; 

Or, if changed, but chaf^^^ to what 
13100 *lt^ her yet in Heaven \ 



GO, THEN— T IS VAIN. 

SieiUimAir,. 

Go, thai — *t is vain to hover 

Thus round a hope that's dead * 
At length my dream is over, 

T was sweet— 'twas fiJse— 'tis fled ! 
Farewell ; since nought it moves tbee^ 

Such truth as mine to see ^ 
Some one, who far less loves thee, 

Peihaps more bless'd virill be. 



Farewell, sweet eyes, whose brightimss 

New life around me shed ! 
Farewell, fklse heart, whose light n e e s 

Now leaves me death instead ! 
Cro, now, those charms surrender 

To some new lover's sigh. 
One who, thou^^ far less tender. 

May be more bless'd thaii I. 



THE CRYSTAL HUNTERS. 
SwiuAir, 

Cek mountains bright widi snow and li|^ 

We Ciystal Hunters speed along. 
While grots and caves, and icy waves. 

Each instant echo to our song ; 
And, when we meet with stores of gem. 
We grudge not kings their diadens. 
O'er mountains bright with snow and lightt 

We Crystal Hunters speed along. 
While grots and caves, and icy wavea^ 

Each instant echo to our song. 

No lover half so fondly dreams 
Of sparkles from bis lady's eyea» 

As we of those refieshing gleams 
That tell where deep the crystal liea ; 

Though, next to crystal, we too grant 

That ladies' eyes may most enchanL 
O'er mountains, etc 

Sometioies, when o'er the Alpine roaa^ 
The golden sunset leaves ita rmy. 

So like a gem the flow'ret glowa. 
We thither bend our headlong waT . 
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And, though we find no trMfore there. 
We Um the roee that ahinee m fth*. 
O'er moontaine, etc. 



ROW GENTLY HERE 

rAMteM Air. 

How gentlj hera^ mj gondolier; go loftlj wake the 



Tltat not an ear on earth maj hear, but hen to whom 

we glide. 
Had Heaven but tongnei to apeak, aa well aa ataiiy 

ejeatoaee. 
Oh ! think what talea *t would ha?e to tell of wand*ring 

joutha like me ! 

Now feat thee here, mj gondolier; hoah, hoah, for 

op I go, 
To dimb jon light balconj'a height, while thou 

keep*at watch below. 
Ah! did we take for heaven above but half aoch 

paina aa we 
Take day and night for woman*B love, what angela 

weahooldbe! 



OH! DAYS OF YOUTH. 
J'Vnidk Air, 

Oh ! days of youth and joy, long clouded. 

Why thua for ever haunt my view t 
When in the grave your hgfat lay ahrooded. 

Why did not Memory die there too 7 
Vainly doth Hope her strain now aing me, 

Whiapering of joys that yet remain — 
No, no, never can thia life bring me 

One joy that equal's youth'i tweet pain. 

Dim liea the way to death before me, 

Cold winds of Time Mow round my brow ; 
Sunahine of youth that once fell o*er me. 

Where ia your warmth, your glory now 7 
*TiB not that then no pain could sting me-^ 

'T ia not that now no joys remain ; 
Oh ! it ia that life no more can bring me 

One joy so sweet aa that worst pain. 
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WHEN FIRST THAT SMILE. 

Venetian Air. ^ 

Wren first that amile, like sunshine, bless*d my sight. 
Oh ! what a viaion then came o*er me ! 



{ Long years of love, of calm and pure delight, 
^^ SeemM in that smile to pass before me. 
N^Tv did the peasant dream, ne*er dream of summer 
skies. 
Of golden ftuit and harvests springing. 
With fbnder hope than I of thoae aweet eyea, 
And of the joy their light waa bringing. 

Where now are all those fondly promised hoonT 
Oh! WMH^ &ith is like ksr brightoam, 

Fa^ng as fhst aa rainbows or day-floweii, 
Or au|^ that 'a known for graoe imd Hghtnaai. 



Short aa the Persian'a prayer, hia prayer at dose of 
day. 

Must be each vow of Love*a repeating ; 
Quick- let him worship Beanty'a predooa ray — 

Even while he kneels that ray ia fleeting ! 



PEACE TO THE SLUMBERERS ! 

Atr. 



Peacv to the slumberers ! 

They lie on the battle plain, 
l^^th no shroud to cover them ; 

The dew and the sunmter rain 
Are all that weep over them. 

Vain was their bravery ! 

The fallen oak liea where it lay. 
Across die wintiy river ; 

But brave hearta, once swept away. 
Are gone, aka ! for ever. 

Woe to the conqueror ! 

Our limbs ahall lie aa cold aa theirs 
Of whom his sword bereft as. 

Ere we forget the deep arrears 
Of vengeance they have left ua ! 



WHEN THOU SHALT WANDER. 

SidHan Air, 

When thou sbalt wander by that sweet light 
We used to gaze on so many an eve. 

When love was new and hope was brig^ 
Ere I could doubt or thou deceive^ 

Oh ! then, remembering how swift went by. 

Those hours of transport, even thou may'st sigh. 

Yes, proud one ! even thy heart may own 
That love like ours was far too sweet 

To be, like sununer garments thrown aaide 
When peat the 8ummer*s heat ; 

And wish in vain to know again 

Such dajrs, such nights, as bless*d thee then. 



WHO *LL BUY MY LOVE-KNOTS T 

Porfu^ruese Atr. 

Htmbn late, his love-knots selling, 
Call*d at many a maiden'a dwelling : 
None could doybt, who saw or knew them, 
Hymen's call was welcome to them. 

** Who *n buy my love-knots ? 

Who*llb>ymylev»-knou7'* . 
Boon aa that sweet cry resounded. 
How his baskets were surrounded ! 

Bfaida who now first dream*d of trying 
These gay knots of Hymen*s lying ; 
Damea, who long had sat to watch him 
Fusing by, but ne*er could catch him ; — 

** Who *11 boy my love-knoU 7 

Who 'U boy my love-knots 7** 
All at thai sweet cry aasembled ; 
Some langh*d, some blash*d, and idne trembled 
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'* Here are knots,*' said Hymen, taking 
Some loose flowers, ** of Love's own making ; 
Here are gold ones — ^you may trust 'em" — 
(Hiese, of course, found ready custom.) 

** Come boy my love-knots ! 

Come boy my love-knots ! 
Some are labell'd * Knots to tie men* — 
' Love fhe maker' — * Bought of Hymen.* 



ff 



Scarce their bargains were completed, 
When the nymphs all cried, " We *re cheated ! 
See these flowera — ^they 're drooping sadly ; 
This gold-knot, too, ties but badly — 

Who 'd buy such love-knots 7 

Who 'd buy such love-knots 7 
Even this tie, with Love's name round it — 
All a sham — he never bound it" 

Love, who saw the whole proceeding. 
Would have laugh'd, but for good-bneding^ 
While Old Hymen, who was used to 
Cries like that these dames gave loose to— 

** Take back our love-knots ! 

Take back our love-knots !" — 
Coolly sud, ** There 's no returning 
Wares on Hymen's hands — Good morning !'* 



SEE, THE DAWN FROM HEAVEN. 

Sung at Romef on Christmaa Eve, 

Skk, the dawn from heaven is breaking o'er our sight, 

And Earth, from sin awaking, hails the sight ! 

See, those groups of Angels, winging from the realms 

above. 
On their sunny brows from Eden bringing wreaths 

of Hope and Love. 

Hark — their hymns of glory pealing through the air. 

To mortal ears revealing who lies there ! 

In that dwelling, dark and lowly, sleeps the heavenly 

Son, 
He, whose home is in the skies, — the Holy One ! 



No. IV. 

NETS AND CAGES. 
SwedUkair, 

CoMX, listen to my story, while 

Your needle's task you ply ; 
At what I nng some maids will smile, 

While «ome, perhaps^ may sigh. 
Though Love's the theme, and Wisdom blames 

Such florid songs as ours, 
Yet Truth, sometimes, like eastern dames, 

Can speak her thoughts by flowers. 
Then listen, maids, come listen, while 

Your needle's task you ply ; 
At what I sing there 's some may smiley 

While some, perhaps, wUl sigh. 

Young Cloe, bent on catching Loves, 
Audi nets had leam'd to firame, 



That none, in all our vales and groves. 

Ere caught so much small game : 
While gentle Sue, less given to roam. 

When Cloe's nets were taking 
These flights of birds, sat still at home. 

One small, neat Love-cage making. 
Come, listen, maids, etc. 

Much Cloe laugh'd at Susan's task; 

But mark how things went pn : 
These light-caught Loves, ere you could aak 

Their name and sge, were gone ! 
So weak poor Cloe's nets vtrere wove. 

That, though she charm'd into them 
New game each hour, the youngest Love 

Was able to break through them. ^ 

Come, listen, maids, etc. 

Meanwhile, young Sue, whose cage was WToai^ 

Of bars too strong to sever. 
One Love with golden pinions caught. 

And caged him there for ever ; 
Instructing thereby, all coquettes, 

Whate'er their looks or ages. 
That, though 't is pleasant weaving Nets, 

'T is wiser to make Cages. 
Thus, maidens, thus do I beguile 

The task your fingers ply — 
May all who hear, like Susan sm3e. 

Ah ! not like Cloe sigh! 



WHEN THROUGH THE PlAZZETTA 

Venetian Air. 

When through the Piazzetta 

Night breathes her cool air. 
Then, dearest Ninetta, 

I '11 come to thee there. 
Beneath thy mask shrouded, 

I '11 know thee a&r. 
As Love knowa, though clouded. 

His own Evening Star. 

In gart), then, resembling 

Some gay gondolier, 
I *11 whisper thee . trembling, 

**Our bark, love, is near : 
Now, now, while there hover 

Those clouds o'er the moon, 
'T will waft thee safe over 

Yon silent Lagoon.** 



GO, NOW, AND DREAM. 

Sicilian Air, 

Go, now, and dream o'er that joy in thy alonu 
Moments so sweet again ne'er shalt thou number 
Of Pain's bitter draught the flavour never flies. 
While Pleasure's scarce touches the lip ^re it diss 

That moon, which hung o'er your parting, so splettd> 

Often wfll shine again, bright as she then did 

But, ah ! never more will the beam ahe saw bom 
In those happy eyes at your meetinjg return. 
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TAKE HENCE THE BOWL. 
rhopobtaa JLtf, 

Take hence the bowl ; thou^ betming 

Brightly u bowl e*re thone, * 
Oh! it but sett me dretming 

Of dayi* of nigfaii now gone. 
Tliero, in its clear reflection, 

Ai in t winrd'g gkM, 
Loet hopee and dead affection, 

like ahadea, before me paaa. 

Each cap I drain brings hither 
Some friend who once sat bj — 

Bright lipa, too bright to wither, 
Warm hearti, too warm to die ! 

Tin, aa the dream comes o*er me 
Of thoae long vanished years. 

Then, then the cup before me 
taming idl to tears. 



FAREWELL, THERESA. 
Vtnttuui Jut, 

Fa&kwell, Theresa! that cloud which over 
Yon moon thia moment gath*ring we see, 

Shall acaroe from her pore path have pass*d, ere thy 
lover 
Swift o*er the wide wave shall wander from thee. 

Long, like that dim dead, I *ve hang around thee. 

Darkening thy prospects, sadd'ning thy brow ; 
With gay heart, Theresa, and bright cheek I found 
thee; 
Ok! think how changed, love, how changed ait 
thou now ! 

Alt here I free thee: like one awaking 
From fearfhl slumber, this dream though tell ; 

Tlie bright moon her spell too is breaking, 
Piut are the dark clouds ; Theresa, farewell ! 



HOW OFT WHEN WATCHING STARS 

StHfoyard Air. 

How oft, when watching stan grow pale. 
And round me sleeps the moonlight scene. 

To hear a flute through yonder vale 
I from my casement lean. 

"Oh! come, my love !'* each note it utters aeema to 

'* Oh! come, my love ! the night wears &8t away! 
No, ne*er to mortal ear 

Can words, though warm they be. 
Speak Fasaion's language half so clear 
Aa dp thoee notes to me ! 

llien quick my own light hite I seek. 
And strike the chords with loudest swell ; 

And, though they nought to others speak, 
He knowa their language well 
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** 1 come, my love !" each sound they utter seems to 

»y; 

** I come, my love ! thine, thine till break of day.* 
Oh ! weak the power of words. 

The hues of painting dim. 
Compared to what thoee simple chorda 

Then say and paint to him. 



WHEN THE FIRST SUMBIER BEE. 

German Atr. 

When the first summer bee 
O'er the young rose shall hover, 
Then, like that gay rover, 
m come to thee. 
He to flowers, I to lips, full of sweets to the brim— 
What a meeting, what a meeting for me and him ! 

Then, to every Inight tree 
In the garden he '11 wander. 
While I, oh ! much fonder. 
Will stay with thee. 
In seareh of new sweetness through thooaands he'* 

run. 
While I find the sweetness of thousands in one. 



THOUGH 'T IS ALL BUT A DREAM 

Fimdi Air 

Though *t iaall but a dream at the best. 

And still when happiest soonest o*er, 
Yet, even in a dream to be bless'd 

Is so sweet, that I ask for no more. 
The bosom that opes with earliest hopes, 

The soonest finds thoee hopes untrue, 
Aa flowers that first in spring-time bant, 

The earliest wither too ! 
Ay — 't is all but a dream, etc 

By friendship we oft are deceived. 

And find the love we clung to past; 
Yet friendship will still be believed. 

And love trusted on to the lasL 
The web in the leaves the spider weaves 

Is like the chann Hope hangs o*er men ; 
Though often she sees it broke by the braese, 

She spins the bright tissue again. 
Ay — *t IB all but a dream, etc. 



*T IS WHEN THE CUP IS SMILING. 
Italian Air. 

*T 18 when the cup is snuling before us. 

And we pledge round to hearts that are trae, boj 
true. 
That the aky of this life opens o*er ua. 

And Heaven gives a glimpse of its blue. 
Talk of Adam in Eden reclining. 

We are better, far better off thus, boy, thus ; 
For him but two bright eyes were shining— 

See what nomben are sparkling for as ! 
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When on one tide the gimpe-jnice ii dancing, 

And on t* other t blue eje beims, bo j, beami, 
T ii enoa^, t*wixt the wine and the glancing, 

To disturb even a saint from his dreams. 
Though this life like a river is lowing, 

I care not how fast it goes on, boy, on, 
WhUe the grape on its bank still is growing. 

And sach ejes lif^ the waves as thej ran. 



WHERE SHALL WE BURY OUR 
SHAME T 

iV«^w«(dk Ah*. 

Whxks shall we barj oar shame? 

Where, in what desolate place, 
Hide the last wreck of a name 

Broken and stain*d bj disgrace? 
Death may dissever the chain. 

Oppression will cease when we're gone : 
But the dishonoor, the stain, 
as we may, will live on 



Was it for this we sent out 

liberty's cry fVom oor shore ? 
Wss it for this that her shoot 

Thrill'd to the worki*s very core ? 
Tims to live cowarda and slaves. 

Oh ! ye ftee hearts that lie dead ! 
Do yon not, e*en in your graves, 

Sfaodder, as o'er yon we tread? 



NE'ER TALK OF WISDOM'S GLOOM\ 
SCHOOLS. 

Makratta Air, 

Nk'kr talk of Wisdom's gloomy schoob ; 

Give me the sage who 's able 
To draw his morsl thonghts and roles 

From the sonshine of the table ; — 
Who learns how lightly, fleetly pa« 

This world and all that 's in it, 
FVom the bumper that but crowns his 

And is gone again next minote. 

The diamond sleeps within the mine. 

The pearl beneath the water, — 
While Troth, more precious, dwells in 

The grape's own rosy daughter ! 
And none can prize her charms like him. 

Oh ! none like him obtain her. 
Who thus can, like Leander, swim 

Through aparUing floods to gain her ! 



HERE SLEEPS THE BARD ! 
J^ghlandAir. 

Hbke sleeps the Bard who knew so well 
All the sweet windings of Apollo's shell. 
Whether its music roll'd like torrents near. 
Or died, like distant streamlets, on the ear ! 
Sleep, mute Bard ! unheeded now. 
The storm and lepbyr sweep thy lifeless brow 9— 
That storm, whose rush is like thy martial lay ; 
Tliat bceeM which, like thy Urnraong, dioa awiy 
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TO TUB REV. THOAfAS PARKINSON, D. D. 

AmOB^SACON OF LBIOKSTBft, CHANOBLLOR OF CHSfTBft, AND RBOTOft OF KXfilWORm 

d(0 Kttmtft of **Sbattta Sbonau** in Ittmttnta, 

•T Hlf OBLIOID AND FAITHFUL FBIBND, 

SkpertmCoitage,Ikazet,iiay22,l8ZL THOMAS MOOSE. 



No. I. 

THOU ART, OH GOD! 
Atr— Unknown.* 

■*Tlw day it thine; Um niflit alM it Uum: thoa hatt pr»- 
pcrtd Um liglit and the tan. 
^'Thoo hatt tet aH Um bord«n of Um earth; dio« 
iMtauner and winter.**— P«c/m Lxxit. 16, 17. 

Thou art, ok God ! the life and light 
Of all thit wondrooa world we tee ; 

Ita glow by daj, ita amile bj night, 
Are bat reflectiona caoght from thee. 

Where'er we turn thy gloriea ahine. 

And an thinga &ir and bright are lliine ! 

When Day, with ftrewell beam, delaya 
Among the opening clouda of Even, 

And we can ahnoat think we gaze 
Throng^ golden viataa into heaven— 

Tlioae haea, that make the Ban*s decline 

So aoll, ao radiant. Lord ! are Thine. 

When Night, with winga of atarry glooai, 
0*enhadowB all the earth and akiea, 

lihe aomt dark, beanteona bird, whoee plmne 
la aparkling with ummmbered eyee— 

That aacred gloom, thoae firea divine. 

So grand, ao coantleaa. Lord ! are Thine. 

When yoolhihl Spring aroond oa breathea, 
Tliy Spirit warma her fragrant aigh ; 

And every flower the Sommer wreathea 
la bom beneath that kindling eye. 

Where'er we torn, thy gloriea ahine. 

And aU thinga fair and bright are Thine ! 



THIS WORLD IS ALL A FLEETING SHOW. 



) 



Thib woild ia all a fleeting ahow. 
For man* a illnaion given ; 



1 I have beaid that tMt air it by Um late Mn. Sheridan. 
ItiitiiBgto thebeantiltal otdwoida, "Ifioeoatet thoa*rt 
^TndCur." 
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The amilea of Joy, the taara of Woe, 
Deoeitfol ahine, deeeitfbl flow- 
There *a nothing Crae but hmnm ! 



And fUae the light on Glory*a plume, 

Aa fading hnee of E?en ; 
And Love, and Hope, and Beanty*a bloom 
Are bloaaoma gathered for the tomhy — 

There *a nothing bright hot hearen ! 

Poor wanderera of a atormy day, 

fmm ware to ware we*re driven, 
And fancy'a flaah, and Reaaon*a ray, 
Serve bat to light the troubled way— 
Hiere *a nothing calm hot heaven! 



FALLEN IS THY THRONE. 
A«r— Martini. 
Fallxn 18 thy throne, oh brael I 

Silence ia o*er thy plaina ; 
Thy dwellinga all lie deaohite. 

Thy children weep in chaina. 
Where are the dewa that fed thee 

On Etham*B barren ahore 7 
Tliat fire from heaven which led thee. 

Now lig^ thy path no more. 



Lord ! thou didat love 

Onoe ahe waa all thy own; 
Her lore thy ftireat heritage,* 

Her povrer thy glory*a throne :* 
Till evil came, and blighted 

Thy kwg-loved olive-tree ;* 
And Salem*a ahrinea were hgfaled 

For other Goda than Thee ! 

ThieA ennk the atar of Solyma— 
Then paaa*d her gilory*a day. 

Like heath that, in Uie wjldemeaa,^ 
The wihl wind whirla away. 



1 " I have left mine heritafe ; I have given the dearly.be* 
loved of my tool into the handt of her eneoaiet.**— .AmieiaA 
xii.7. 

9 ** Do not diwraee the Uuooe of Uiy glory.**— >/«r. zi v. 81. 

3 " The Lot d called thy name a green olive-tree ; fidr 
and of ffoodly frail,*' ece.— %/«r. zi. Ut. 

4 '•Forheihall be likeUM heaUi ia Um detert** 
zvil. 0. 
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Silent and waste her bowera, 
Where once the mighty trod, 

And sunk thoee guilty towera, 
WhUe Baal reignM aa God ! 

"Go/* — said the Lord — "Ye conquerora ! 

Steep in her blood your aworda, 
And rase to earth her battlementa,' 

For they are not the Lord'a ! 
Till Zion's mournful daughter 

0*er kindred bonea shaU tread. 
And Hinnom*B Tale of alaugfater* 

Shall hide but half her dead !" 



WHO IS THE MAH)? 

8T. JEROME'S LOVE.' 

Air— BsKTHoyvN. 

Who ia the maid my spirit seeks. 

Through cold reproof and slander^a blight? 
Has tfte Love'a rosea on her cheeks 7 

Is her' 8 an eye of thia world*a light? 
No« — ^wan and sunk with midnight prayer 

Are the pale looks of her I love ; 
Or if, at times, a light be there. 

Its beam ia kindled from above. 

I chcTe not her, my aours elect. 

From those who seek their Maker*a ahrine 
In gema and garlands proudly deck*d. 

As if themselvep were things divine ! 
No— Heaven but faintly warms the breast 

That beats beneath a broider*d veil ; 
And ahe who comes in glittering vest 

To monm her frailty, still is frail.^ 

Not ao the faded form I prize 

And love, because its bloom is gone ; 
The glory in those sainted eyes 

Is all Uie grace her brow puts on. 
And ne*er was Beauty's dawn so bright, 

So touching as that form*a decay. 
Which, like the altar's trembling light. 

In holy lustre wastes away ! 



THE BIRD, LET LOOSE. 

Air— Bkkthovkn. 
The bird, let loose in eastern skies, 
When hastening fondly home, 

1 " Tako away her batUementt ; for thoy are not the 
Lord's."— Jer. v. 10. 

9 " Thcreforo, behold, the dayi eome, eaith the Lord, that 
it shKli no more be called Topliet, nor the Valley of the Son 
orHinnora, but the Valley otSlaufhter; for they shall bory 
in Tophet till there be no place." — Jer. vii. 32. 

3 These lines were augfeated by a paaaage in St. Jerome's 
repty to some calomnious remarks that had been circulated 
upon his intimacy with the matron Paula : — " Numquid me 
Te«t09 aericB, oitentes remm», picta facies, aut auri rapuit 
arobifio 1 Nulla fuit alia Romx matronarum, qua roeam 
poeait edomare meotem, nisi lufeos atque jejonaoa, fletu 
peoe eseata.'*— Epue. " Si $iH putem.'^ 

4 Ov ysp xavr«90£iivTi|r tanfv^vrmv itt. — CkrfgOtt. 
Romil. 8. in Gpist ad Tim. 

5 The carrier-pigeoQ, it u well koown, flies at an elevated 
pileh. in order to sormount every obstacle betwssn her and 
OS place to which tht Is dsstioea. 



Ne'er stoops to earth her wing, nor 

Where idle warblers roam. 
But high she shoots through air and light, 

Above all low delay. 
Where nothing earthly bounds her 

Nor shadow dima her way. 

So grant me, God ! frcMn every care 

And stain df paaaion free, 
Alofl, through Virtue's purer air, 

To hold my course to Thee !■ 
No sin to cloud — no lure to stay 

My Soul, as home she springs ;<— 
Thy stmshlne on her joyful way. 

Thy freedom in her wings ! 



OH! THOU WHO DRY'ST THE MOURN- 
ER'S TEAR ! 

Air— Hatdw. 



^ Re healeth the broken in heart, and bindetk op 
woonds."— P«aZsi cxlvii. 3. 



Oh ! Hiott who dry'st the moanier*s tear. 

How dark thia world would be. 
If, when deceived and wounded here, 

We could not fly to Thee. 
The friends who in our stmshlne live. 

When winter comes, are flown ; 
And he who has but tears to give. 

Must weep those tears alone. 
But Thou wilt heal that broken heart. 

Which, like the planta that throw 
Their fragrance from the wounded part. 

Breathes sweetness out of woe. 

When joy no longer soothes or cheers. 

And even the hope that threw 
A moment's sparkle o'er our tears, 

Is dimm'd and vanish'd too ! 
Oh ! who would bear life's stormy doom. 

Did not thy wing of love 
Come, brightly wafting through the g^oora 

Our peace-branch from above ? 
Then aorrow, touch'd by Thee, grovrs faiigirt 

With more than rapture'a ray ; 
As daikneaa shows us worlds of light 

We never saw by day ! 



WEEP NOT FOR THOSE. 
Air — AvisoN. 

Wekp not for those whom the veil of tlie tomfa^ 

In life's happy morning, hath hid from oar eyes, 
Ere sin threw a blight o'er the spirit's young blooa^ 

Or earth had profaned what was bom for the skies 
Death chill'd the fair fountain ere sorrow had stain'd k 

'Twaa frozen in all the pure light of its coone. 
And but sleeps till the sunshine of heaven ha* mi 
chain'd it. 

To water that Eden where first was ita aouree ! 
Weep not for those whom the veil of the tomb^ 

In life's happy morning, hath hid from cor eyes^ 
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En tin threw a Uigfat o'er the tpirit's young bloom, 
Or earth had profaned what waa bom for the akiea. 

Houm not for her, the joung Bride of the Vale,* 

Our gayeat and loreliest, lost to ub now, 
Ere hfe*B early lustre had time to grow pale. 

And the garland of loye Mraa yet fresh on her brow ! 
Oh ! then waa her moment, dear spirit, for (tying 

From this gloomy world, while its gloom waa un- 
known — 
And the wild hymns she warbled so sweetly, in dying. 

Were echoed in heaven by lips like her own ! 
Weep not for her, — in her spring-time ahe flew 

To that land where the winga of the aoul are oo- 
fhrl'd. 
And now, like a atar beyond evening's cold dew, 

Looka radiantly down on the tean of thia world. 



THE TURF SHALL BE MY FRAGRANT 

SHRINE. 

Atr— Stbvknson. 

Ths turf shall be my (Vagrant shrine ; 
My temple. Lord ! that Arth of thine ; 
My cenaer*B breath the mountain ain. 
And silent thoughts my only prayers.* 

My choir shall be the moonlight waves, 
When murmuring homeward to their cavea. 
Or when the stillness of the sea. 
Even more than muaic, breathea of Thee ! 

I *11 seek, by day, some glade unknown. 
All light and silence, like thy throne ! 
And the pale stars ahall be, at night, 
The only eyea that watch my rite. 

Thy heaven, on which 't ia blias to look, 
Shall be my pure and shining book. 
Where I shall read, in words of flame, 
The gloriea of thy wondroua name. 

I *11 read thy angcif in the rack 

That clouds awhile the day-beam'a track ; 

Thy mercy in the azure hue 

Of aonny brigfatneaa breaking through ! 

There *a nothing bright, above, below. 
From flowera that bloom to stan that glow. 
But in its light my soul can see 
Some feature of the Deity ! 

There *s nothing dark, below, above. 
But in ita gloom I trace thy love. 
And meekly wait that moment when 
Thy touch shall turn all bright again ! 



1 Thb Meood verse, which I wrote long after the llrrt, 
aUo4ee lo the fkte of a verv lovely and amiable girl, the 
dauf htei of the late Colooef Bainbrigce, who waa married 
la Aabboume ehurch, October 31, 161o, and died of a fever 
ia a few weeks after : Iho aound of her marriafe-bella seem- 
ed scarcely oot of oar ears whea we heard of her death. 
Darinc kmt last dcUriom she suof several hymns, in a voice 
even deajer and sweeter than usual, and amoog them were 
some from the preeeat collection (particularly, "There 's 
oothinf bright but Heaven,**) which this very interestiof 
girl had ofMB heard daring the sununer. 

i P»i oraat tacite. 



SOUND THE LOUD TIMBREL. 

MIBIAM*8 BONO. 

Aw'— AvisoN.* 

" And Miriam, the Prophetess, the sister of Aaroo, took a 
timbrel in her hand ; and all |he women went out after her 
with timbrels and with dance«." — Ezod. xv. SO. 



SoiTND the loud timbrel o*er Egypt's dark 
Jehovah baa triumph'd, — ^his people are free. 
Sing — ^for the pride of the tyrant ia broken. 

His chariots, his horsemen, all splendid and bnv»— 
How vain waa their boaating ! — ^The Lord hath but 
spoken. 

And chariots and honemen are aunk in the wave. 
Sound the loud timbrel o'er Egypt'a dark sea ! 
Jehovah haa triimiph'd,— hie people are firee. 

Pnme to the Conqueror, praiae to the Lord ! 

Hia word was our arrow, his breath waa oor sword !- » 

Who shall return to tell Egypt the atory 

Of those she sent forth in the hour of her pride 7 
For the Lord hath look'd out from his pillar of glory,* 

And all her brave thouaanda are daah'd in the tide 
Sound the loud timbrel o'er Egypt's daric aea ! 
Jehovah haa triumph'd^ — his people are free. 



GO, LET ME WEEP! 

A»r^-STKVBN80K. 

Go, let me weep ! there *s bliss in tears, 

When he who aheda them inly feela 
Some lingering stain of early yeara 

Efiaced by every drop that ateala. 
The frtiitlesa showers of worldly woe 

Fall dark to earth, and never riae ; 
While tears that from repentance flow. 

In brig^ exhalement reach the akiea. 
Go, let nde weep ! there 's bliaa in tears, 

When he who sheds them inly feela 
Some lingering stam of early years 

Efiaced by every drop that steala. 

Leave me to sigh o'er hours that flew 

More idly than the summer's wind. 
And, while they pass'd, a fragrance threw, 

But lefl no trace of sweets behind^ — 
The wannest sigh that pleaanre heavea 

Is cold, is iaint to thoae that awell 
The heart where pure repentance grievea 

O'er hours of pleasure loved too well ! 
Leave me to sigh o'er days that flew 

More idly than the summer's wind. 
And, while they paaa'd, a fragrance threw, 

But left no trace of sweets behind. 



I I have so altered the character of this air, which is 
from the beginning of one of Avison's old-fashioned eon- 
certoe, that, without this acknowledgment, it could hardly 
I think, be recognised. 

3 *' And it came to pass, that, in the morning-watch, tba 
Lord looked unto the host of the Egyptians, throogh the 
mllar of fire and of the cload, and troubled the host of the 
Egyptians.'*— fzerf. xiv. 24. 
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COME NOT, OH LORD ! 
Atr— Ha TDN. 

ComE not, oh Lord ! in the dread robe of flplendour 
Hioo woreit on the Mount, in the day of thine ire ; 

Come Teil'd in thoee ahadowa, deep, awful, but tender, 
Which Mercy flinga over thy featorea of fire ! 

Lord! thou temembereat the night, when thy nation' 
Stood fronting her foe by the red-roUing atream ; 

On Egypt* thy pillar frown*d dark desolation. 
While Inrael baak'd all the nightin iu beam. 

So, when the dread clonda of anger enfold thee, 
FVom na, in thy mercy, the dark aide remove ; 

While afarooded in terrors the guilty behold thee, 
Oh ! tarn upota ua the mild light of diy Love ! 



Aa atill to the atar of ita worahip, though clouded. 

The needle pointa fkithfully o*er the dim aea. 
So, dark aa I roam, in thia wintry world ahrooded. 
The hope of my spirit tuma trembling to thee, 
My God ! trembling to thee^ 
True, fond, trembling, to thee : 
So, dark aa I roam, in thia wintry f^ arid ahronded. 
The hope of my spirit tuma trembling to thee ! 



WERE NOT THE SINFUL MARY'S TEARS. 

Asr— Stktknson. 
Wbrx not the ainful Mary'a team 

An offiBiing worthy heaven. 
When o*er the fiiulta of former yean 

She wept— and was forgiven ? — 

When, bringing every balmy aweet 

Her day of luxury stored. 
She o*er her Saviour'a hallowM feet 

The precioua perfumes pour*d ; — 

And wiped them with that golden hair, 

Where once the diamond ahone. 
Though now thoae gema of grief were there 

'Which ahine for God alone ! 

Were not those aweets ao humbly shed, — 
Tbat hair — those weeping eyes, — 

And the sunk heart, that inly bled, — 
fieaven'a noblest sacrifice 7 

Thoa that hast slept in error's sleep. 
Oh wouldst thou wake in heaven, 

like Blary kneel, like Mary weep, 
**Love mach"'~«nd be forgiven ! 



AS DOWN IN THE SUNLESS RETREATS. 

Air — ^Hatdn. 

Aa down in the sunleaa retreata of the ocean. 

Sweet flowera are apringing no mortal can see. 
So, deep in my aoul the atill prayer of devotion. 
Unheard by the world, risea ailent to thee, 
My God! aUenttothee — 
Pure, vrarm, ailent, to thee : 
So, deep in my aoul the still prayer of devotion. 
Unheard by the world, riaes ailent to thee ! 

1 " And it eame between the camp of the Egyptiau and 
tba camp of Israel ; and it wu a cload and darknees to 
them, but It fu.f light by night to these.*' — fxed. zir. 20. 
My applieation of uii penage is borrowed Trom tome late 
proee writer, whose name I am onrratefal enough to forget 

9 Iniiead of « On Ecypt** here, it will suit the music hel- 
ler to sing " On these ■*' and in the third line of the next 
verse, " While ihrouded'* may, with the uuno riew, be al* 
tared to " While wrapp*d.** 

3 " Her sine, which are many, are forgiven ; for shs tovad 
--»■ ••-«!./.«*• rii. 47. 



BUT WHO SHALL SEE. 
Air — Stkvknson. 

But who shall see the glorious day ; 

When, throned on Zion'a brow. 
The Lord ahall rend that veil away 

Which hides the nations now !* 
When earth no more beneath the fear 

Of hia rebuke ahall Ue;* 
When pain shall cease, and every tenr 

Be wiped from every eye !' 

Then, Judah ! thou no more ahalt moam 

Beneath the hesthen'a chain ; 
Thy daya of aplendour shall leOuB, 

And all be new again.* 
The Fount of life ahall then be qmff'd 

In peace, by all who come !* 
And every wind that blowa ahall wmft 

Some long-lost exile home ! 



ALMIGHTY GOD • 

CHORUS OF PRIESTS. 

Air— Mozart. 

Almightt God ! when round thy shrine 
The palm-tree's heavenly branch we twine,* 
(Emblem of Life's eternal ray, 
And Love that **fadeth not away,") 
We Ueaa the flowers, expanded all,* 
We bleaa the leaves that never fidl. 
And trembling say, ** In Eden thua 
The Tree of Life may flower lo. na !** 



When round thy cheruba. 

Without their flamea,* we wreath the p*!™^ 



1 " And he will deetroy in ihii moootain the foes of the 
covering cast orer all people, and the veil that is apiiad 
over all nations.** — hatah xxv. 7. 

8 " The rebnke of hia. people shall hs take awav ftwa off 
all the earth/*— /foioik xsv. 6. 

3 ** And God ahall wipe away all tears ftom thair awa 
neither shall there be any more pain.** — JUv, xxi. 4. ' 

4 "And he that aat upon the throne aaid, Behold, I aaki 
all things new.**— Aev. xxi. 5. 

5 "And whosoever will, let klm take the walsr of ife 
freelT.**— J?«t>. xxil. 17. 

8 "The Scriptures having declared tbat the T^mnls af 
Jerusalem was a type of the Meeaiab, it is natural to eeih 
elude that the PoleM, which made so eoospiciKMis a finte 
in that structure, repreaented that Ltf§ and fmmm tStUt 
which were brought to light by the GoeMl.'* — Okai 
on tk« Palm^ as a taerod EmMem^hjYf, Tivba. 

7 " And he carved all the walla of the booaa "^i wrt 
with carved figures of cherubima, and rslm traea mmA ^mb 
Jhwersr-l Srfv* ▼*• »• i~— •.^-, «« ^s. 

8 " When the paaaover of the tabemades was ..,, 
the great law-giver in the mount, then the chembie 
which appeared in that stractore were no loaf«r i 
by flamea; Tor the tabernacle was a type of the 
or mercy, by which Jehovah oonflnned his ffriw«««Nw «« 
nant to redeem mankind.**— OiasrvaMana #ii tk» Pmlm 
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Oh God! we feel the emhleiii tnie,— 
Thy mercy ie eternal too ! 
Thoee cherubi with their amiliiig eyee, 
Tint erown of pehn which never diei, 
Are but the types of thee tboTO— 
Eternal Life, and Peace, and Love ! 



OH PAIR! OH PUREST! 
BAInT AUGUSTINE TO HIS SISTER.* 

Air — MooRK. 
Oh fair ! oh pareat ! be thoa the dove 
That flief alone to tome ranny grove. 
And IJTea onaeen, and bathea her wing, 
All veatal white in the limpid spring. 
Hiere, if the hovering hawk be near. 
That limpid qiring in its mirror clear 
Rafleeta him ere he can reach his prey, 
And warns the timorous bird away. 

Ob ! be like this dove ; 
Oh iair ! oh paiest ! be like this dore. 

The sacred pagea of God*s own book 
Shall be the spring, the eternal brook, 
In whose holy mirror, night and day, 
Thoa wik study Heaven^s reflected ray : — 
And aboold the foes of virtue dare. 
With gloemy wing, to seek thee there, 
Thoa wih see how daric their shadows lie 
Be t wee n heaven and thee, and trembling fly ! 

Oh ! be like the dove ; 
Oh flur ! oh purest ! be like the dove. 



No. II. 

ANGEL OF CHARITY. 
Air— Hajcdkl. 

Anoxl of Charity, who from above 

Comeat to dwell a pilgrim here, 
Thy voice is music, thy smile is love. 

And pity's soul is in thy tear ! 
When on the dirine of Ck>d were laid 

First-fhuts of all most good and fiur. 
That ever grew in Eden's shade. 

Thine was the holiest ofi*ering there ! 

Hope and her sister. Faith, were given 
But as oor guides to yonder sky ; 

Soon ss they reach the verge of heaven, 
Lost in that blase of bliss, they die.* 



1 In St. AaciMtiiM*8 trsstiM iipoa the advaatMw of a 
sslitary life, add f ewed to his tiatar, tbws ia the tollowiof 
ftncifVil pasMfe, from which the thought or Uib soof was 
: — **Ta, ■oror, oooqamm nolo esM Meuram, Md ti- 
isamrqao loam fragilitatsiii habere miapeetain, ad 
parida eoliunba freqneotare rivot aqoaniin et quati 
ia q>eenlo aeeipitrii eemere mpenrolantie effifiem et ca- 
ws. Eivi aqoamai MOtenti» rant •criptorarum, qua de 
MapiiliMimn eapieotia fooie profloeotat,'* etc. etc.— D« FU. 
MiimiL md 80r0mu 

8 " Then Faith shall fell, and holy Hope ehaU die, 
Om Isst hi ssitaiaty, and ooa in joy.**-> PHsr. 



But long as Love, ahnighty Love, 
/ Shall on his throne of thrones sbide, 
Thou shalt, oh ! Charity, dwell above, 
Smiling for ever by his side. 



BEHOLD THE SUN. 

Atr— LoftD MOKNINGTON. 

Bkholo the sun, how bright 
From yonder esst he springs. 

As if the seal of life and light 
Were breathing from his wings. 

So bright the gospel broke 

Upon the souls of men ; 
So fresh the dreaming worid awoke^ 

In truth*a full radiance then ! 

Before yon sun arose, 

Stan oluater'd through the aky — 
But oh how dim, how pale were those, 

To his one burning eye ! 

So truth lent many a ray. 

To bleas the Pfeigan's night— 
But, Lord, how weak, how cold were they 

To thy one glorioua light ! 



LORD, WHO SHALL BEAR THAT DAY. 

Atr— Dr. Botce. 

Lord, who shall bear that day, so dreadrso splendid. 

When we shall see thy angel hovering o*er 
This sinfhl world, with hand to heaven extended, 

And hear him swear by thee that time *s no more?' 
When earth shall see thy fest^onsimiing ray — 
Who, mighty God, oh who shall bear that day 7 

When thro* the world thy awful call hath sounded— 
** Wake, oh ye dead, to jud^c nt wake, ye dead !**' 

And from the clouda, by seraph eyes surrounded. 
The Saviour shall put forth his radiant head ; * 

While earth and heaven before him pass away— -^ 

Who, mighty God, oh who ahall bear that day 7 

When, with a glance, the eternal Judge ahall sever 
Earth's evil spirits from the pure and brig^ 

And aay to 1ho$e, ** Depart from me for ever !'* 
To (Aese, ** Come, dweU with me in endless Ug^ !'** 



1 ** And the Angel which I mw itaod upon the sea and 
upon the earth, li(wd up hie hand to beavea, and sware by 
Him that hveth for ever and ever, that thmn shoold he tisM 
BO loager.'* — Rtt. z. S, & 

9 ** Awake, ye dead, and come to Jodfineat** 

3 ** They ehall lee the Boo of Has eoming ia the ehrads 
of heavea.— and ail the angels with him.**— JKKt. zxiv. 30^ 
and zzT. 31. 

4 "From his Ikes ths earth and the heaven flad away.** 

JtrTj^ ZX 11 

5 >* And before him shaU be gatbetad all natioos, and He 
■hall eeparate them one from another. 

** Then ehall the king eay unto them on hie ri^t hand, 
CooM, ve bliinil of ay Father, inherit the kingdom pre- 
pared Idr you. etc 

"Then thall he eay aleo anio them on the left hand, De- 
part from me, ye cursed, etc 

" And these thall go away iato everlasting ponishment ; 
but the righlBoas into life ataraal.**— JKott. zzv. 38, §t ««a. 
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When each and all in nlence take their way— 
WhO( mighty God, oh who shall bear that day 7 



OH ! TEACH ME TO LOVE THEE. 

Air — Hatdn. 

Oh ! teach me to love thee, to feel what thoa ait, 
Till, fill'd with the one sacred image, my heart 

Shall other passions disown — 
Like some pore tem(de that shines apart, 

Resenred for thy worship alone ! 

In joy and in sorrow, through praise and through 

blame. 
Oh still let me, living and dying the same. 

In thy service bloom and decay—- 
like some lone altar, whose votive flame 

In holiness wasteth away ! 

Though born in this desert, and doom*d by my birth. 
To pain and affliction, to darkness and dearth. 

On thee let my spirit rely — 
Like some rode dial, that, fix*d on earth. 

Still looks for its light from the sky ! 



WEEP. CHILDREN OF ISRAEL. 
Air — Stevknson. 

WsEF, weep for him, the man of Godr-' 

In yonder vale he sunk to rest. 
Bat none of earth can point the sod* 

That flowers above his sacred head. 
Weep, children of Israel, weep ! 

ICs doctrines fell like heaven's rain,' 
His words refreah'd like heaven'e dew— 

Oh, ne'er shall Israel see again 
A chief to God and her so true. 
Weep, children of Israel, weep ! 

Remember ye his parting gaxe. 
His farewell song by Jordan's tide. 

When, full of glory and of days. 
He saw the promised land — and died !^ 
Weep, children of Israel, weep ! 

Yet died he not as men who sink, 
Before our eyes, to soulless clay ; 

But, changed to spirit, like a wink 
Of summer lightning, pass'd away!* 
Weep, children of Israel, weep ! 

1 "And the children of Israel wept for Motes io the 
plaioe of Moeb.**— DmC. xxxit. 8. 

9 "And he baried him in a TaHey in the land of Moab : 
bat BO man knoveth of hie Mpokhre unto this day.** — IbM. 
ver. 8. 

3 "My doctrine shall drop aa the rain, my speech riiall 
distil as the dew.**— JVmm* Ssnf . 

4 "I have caoMd thee to see it %rith thine eyes, but thoa 
abalt not to over thither.** — Ver. S. 

5 " As be was coing to embrace Eleaier and Joshua, and 
was still disooorsing with them, a cloud stood over him on 
the sodden, aod be disappeared in a certain vallev, although 
be wrote io tho Holy Books, that he died, which was done 
out of fear, lest tbejr should venture to say that, because of 
his rxtreordinary virtue, ho went to Ood.**— JlM^tas, Book 
Iv. ahap. vui 



LIKE MORNING, WHEN HER EARLY 
BREEZE. 
Xtr— Bektmovsn. 

Like morning, when her early breeie 
Breaks up the surface of the seas. 
That, in their furrows, dark with niglit. 
Her hand may sow the seeds of lighl — 

Thy grace can send its breathings o'er 
The spirit, dark and lost before. 
And, freshening all its depths, prepare 
For truth divine to enter there ! 

Till David touch'd his sacred lyre. 
In ailence lay the tmbreathing wire- 
But when he swept its chords along. 
Even angels stoop'd to hear that aong. 

So sleeps the soul, till thou, O Lord, 
Shall deign to touch its lifeless chord — 
Till, waked by thee, its breath shall 
Li music, worthy of the skies ! 



COME, YE DISCONSOLATE. 

Air—Ct€fw^m. ^%T'->f- t*-*-- 

CoMX, ye disconsolate, where'er you langoieh. 
Come, at the ahrine of God fervently kneel ; 

Here bring your wounded hearts, here tell yoar n 
guish— 
Earth has no sorrow that Heaven caimoc henL 

Joy of the desolate, light of the straying, 
Hope, when all others die, fadeless and puiv, 

Here speaks the Comforter, in God's nanM — yiiy. 
** Earth has no sorrows that Heaven cannot com. 

Go, aak the infidel, what boon he brings oa, 
What cbaim for aching hearts he can reveal. 

Sweet aa that heavenly promise Hope sings ne— 
" Earth has no sorrow that God canDot heaL** 



AWAKE, ARISE, THY LIGHT IS COMK 

Air — Stbvknson. 

AwAKS, arise, thy light is come;* 
The nations, that before outshone thee. 

Now at thy feet lie daric and dumb— 
The glory of the Lord is on thee ! 

Arise— the Gentiles, to thy ny, 
FVom every nook of earth ahall cluster; 

And kings and princea haste to pay 
Their homage to thy rising lustre,* 



lift up thine eyes around, and 

O'er foreign fielda, o'er faitheet waten. 
Thy exiled sons return to thee. 

To thee return thy home-sick dan^uafa.* 



1 "Arise, shine; for thy light is come, and tho glory « 
the Lord ii risen upon thee.** — haiak \t. 

S ** And the Gentiles shall come to thy light, and kuMS i 
the brichtoess of thy rising.**— /seseA Ix. 

3 " Lift up thine eyes round about and see ; all th«y ^ ath 
themselves lof eiher, they come to thee : thy eoos sla^l co« 
from afitf, aad thy daughters shall be nprsed at thy eide.**— i 
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And cameli rich, from Bfidian*B tents, 
Shall lay their treararea down before thee ; 

And Saba bring her gold and acenta. 
To fill thy air, and aparkle o*er thee.* 

See who afe these that, like a cloud,* 
Are gathering from all earth*s dominions. 

Like doves, long absent, when allowed 
Homeward to shoot their trembling pinions. 

Snrely the isles shaU wait for me,* 
Hie ahips of Taishish round will hover, 

To bring Uiy sons across the sea. 
And waft their gold and silver over. 

And Lebanon, thy pomp shaU grace—* 
The fir, the pine, the palm victorious 

Shall beautify our Holy Place, 
And make the ground I tread on glorious. 

No more shall discord haunt thy ways,* 
Nor ruin waste thy cheerless nation ; 

But thou ahalt call thy portals, Praise, 
And thou shalt name thy walls. Salvation. 

The sun no more shall make thee bright,* 
Nor moon shall lend her lustre to thee ; 

Bat God Himself shall be thy Light, 
And flash eternal glory through thee. 

Thy sun shall never more go down ; 

A ray, from heav*n itself descended. 
Shall light thy everlasting crown — 

Thy days of mourning all are ended.* 

• 

My own, elect, and righteous Land ! 

The Branch, for ever green and vernal, 
Which I have planted with this hand — 

Live then ahalt in Life Eternal* 



THERE IS A BLEAK DESERT. 

Am"— CftKSCBNTINI. 

Thsuk ii a bleak Desert, where daylight grows 

weary 
Of wMtinf its smile on a region so dreary— 

What may that Desert be 7 
Tis life, cheerless Life, where the few joys that come 
Are lost, like thai daylight, for *t is not their home. 

1 " Tbs mnlUtods of camels shall covsr thee ; the drome- 
daries of Midian and Ephah; all they from Sbeha eball 
COiDS ; tbey ahall briof gold and iocenae.** — Isaiah Ix. 

9 ** Who are ih«M that fly as a cloud, and as the doves 
to their windows r*— /A. 

3 " Sorely the Isles shall watt for mo, and tbe ships of 
Taf«hiah ftmt, to bring thy sons from fiu*, their silver and 
tbair gold witti them."—/*. 

4 ** T'he flory of Lebanon shall come onto thee ; ths fir- 
trss, tbe pme-tiee, and the box togother, to bsaaUf^ the 
plaoe of my sanctuary, and I will mi^e the place of m^ tbbt 
gtorions.**— f». 

5 ** Violeoee shaU no more be heerd in thy land, wsattog 
Bor dostmction within thy borders ; but thou shalt caB thy 
walls, Salvation, and thy gates, Praise.**«-/». 

''Thy sun snail be no more thy light by day ; oetther for 
brMtoess shall the moon give light unto thee; but the Lord 
shah bo onto thee an everlasting light, and thy Crbd thy 
glory."— i>. 

7 '* Thy sun shall no mors go down ; for the Lord shall be 
thine everlasting light, and tbe days of thy monmlng shall be 
sodsd.**— /». 

8 "Thv people also shall bs all ri^hteoos; they diall in- 
herit the Uod lor evsr, the branch ofmy planting, the work 

L-— /». 



There is a lone Pilgrim, before whose faint eyes 
The water he pants for hot sparklea and fliee— 

Who may that Pilgrim be 7 
*T is Man, hajdess Man, through this life tempted on 
By fair shining hopes, that in shining are gone. 

There is a bright Fountain, through that Desert steal- 
ing} 

To pure lips alone its refreshment revealing — 
What may that Fountain be 7 

*T is Truth, holy Truth, that, like springs under 
ground. 

By the gifted of Heaven alone can be found.* 

There is mJkir Spirit, whose wand hath the spell 
To point where those waters in secrecy dwell— 

Who may that Spirit be 7 
*T is Faith, humble Faith, who hath leam*d that. 

where'er 
Her wand stoops to worship, the Truth must be there 



SINCE nRST THY WORD. 
Ati^-NicHOLAs Freeman. 

SiNCS first thy word awaked my heart, 

Like new life dawning o*er me. 
Where'er I turn mine eyes. Thou art, 

All light and love before me. 
Nought else I feel, or hear or s ee— 

All bonds of earth I sever — 
Thee, oh God, and only Thee 

I live for, now and ever. 

Like him, whose fetters dropp'd away . 

When light ahone o'er hia prison,* 
My spirit, touch'd by Mercy's ray. 

Hath from her chains arisen. 
And shall a soul Thou bid*st be free 

Return to bondage 7 — never ! 
Thee, oh God, and only Thee 

I live for, now and ever. 



HARK ! *T IS THE BREEZE. 

Air — Rousseau. 

Hark ! — *t is the breeze of twilight calling 

Earth's weary children to repose ; 
While, round the couch of Nature fidling. 

Gently the night's soft curtains close. 
Soon o'er a world, in aleep reclining. 

Numberless stars, through yonder daikt 
Shall look, like eyes of cherubs shining 

From out the veils that hid the Ark ! 

Guard us, oh Thou, who never sleepett, 
Thoo who, in silence throned above. 

Throughout all time, unwearied, keq)etK 
Thy watch of Glory, Power, and Love. 



1 hk singing, the following line had better be adoplsd ■ 

" Can bat by the gifted of heaven be foond.** 

2 " And, beholdj the an|[el of the Lord cams opoo him, 
and a liaht shined w the prison, and his ehaina AU off firon 
his hands."— dfsia xiL 7. 



MOORE*S WORKS. 



Gmit that, bmettdi thine eye, teciuelj 
Oar loaiB, twhile ftom life withdiawn. 

May, in Oieir darkneM, atiUy, paxely, 
like " lealed fonntaina,** reat till dawn. 



WHERE IS YOUR DWELLING, YE 
SAINTED? 

Atr— Hasbs. 

Whskk ia your dwelling, ye aainted T 

ThroQgfa what Elysium more bright 
Than &ncy or hope ever painted. 

Walk ye in glory and light 7 
Who the same kingdom inherits 7 

Breathes there a sool that may dare 
Look to that world of spirits 7 

Or hope to dwell with yon there 7 

Sagea who, ev*n in exploring 

Nature through all her bright ways, 
Went, like the seraphs, adoring, 

And Teil'd your eyea in the blaxe— 
Martyrs, who left for our reaping 

Truths you had sown in your blood — 
Sinners, whom long years of weeping 

Chaaten*d from eril to good — 

Maidens who, like the young Creaeent, 

Turning away your pale browa 
From eaith, and the Ught of the Present, 

Look*d to your Heavenly Spouse- 
Say, through what region enchanted ' 

Walk ye, in heaTen's sweet air 7 
Or, oh, to whom is it granted, 

Bii^ souls, to dwell with you then? 



HOW UGHTLY MOUNTS THE MUSE*S 

WING. 

Ait^Anontmoub. 

How lightly mounts the Muse's wing, 

Whose theme is in the skies— 
Like morning larks, that sweeter sing 

The nearer heaven they rise ! 

Though Love his wreathed lyre may tune. 

Yet ah ! the flowers he round it wreathes 
Were pluck*d beneath pale Passion's moon. 

Whose madness from their odour breathes. 
How purer far the sacred lute. 

Round which DeTotion tiea 
Sweet flowers that turn to heaT*nly fruit. 

And palm that never dies. 

Though War's high-sounding harp may be 

Most welcome to the hero's ears, 
Alas, his dbords of rictory 

Are bathed, all o'er, with tears. 
How tu more sweet their numbers run 

Who hymn, like saints above, 
No victor, but the Eternal One, 

No trophies hot of Love ! 



GO rORTH TO THE MOUNT. 

Air— Stbvbnbon. 

Go forth to the Mount— bring the olive-fanuaefa 1m»m^' 
And r^oioe, for the day of our Freedom is oome ! 
From that time,* when the moon upon Ajalon's vale, 

Looking motionless down,' saw the kings of the 
earth. 
In the presence of God's mighty Champion, grow 
pale— 

Oh never had Jodah an hour of such miith ! 
Gro forth to the Mount— bring the olive-branch honc^ 
And rgoice, for the day of our Freedom is cone ! 

Bring myrtle and palm— bring the boughs of eadi tree 
That is worthy to wave o'er the tents of the Free.* 
FroB that day, when the footsteps of Israel aboae. 

With a light not their own, through the Jordan's 
deep tide, 
Whose waters shrunk back sa the Axk glided on—* 

Oh never had Judah an hour of such pride ! 
Gro forth to the mount— bring the olive-facmiick hooM^ 
And rejoice, for the day of our Freedom is come ! 



IS rr NOT SWEET TO THINK, HERE- 
AFTER. 

Air— Hatdh. 

Ib it not sweet to think, hereafter, 

When the spirit leaves this sphere. 
Love, tHth deathless wings, shall waft her 

To those she long hath moum'd for here? 
Hearts, from which 't wsa death to sever, 

Eyes, this world can ne'er restore, 
Tliere, as warm, as bright as ever, 

Shall meet us and be lost no more. 

When wearily we wander, aaking 

Of earth and heaven, where are they. 
Beneath whose smile we once lay banking— 

Blest, and thinking bliss would stay I 
Hope still lift* her radiant finger 

Pointing to the eternal home. 
Upon whose portal yet they linger, 

Looking back for us to come. 

Alaa— alas doth Hope deceive ua 7 

Shall friendship— love— shall all thoae 
That bind a moment, and then leave us. 

Be found again where nothing dies 7 
Oh ! if no other boon were given. 

To keep our hearts frt>m wrong and atain. 
Who would not try to win a heaven 

Where all we love shall live again? 



1 " And ihat they should pabliih and proclaim ia aD i 
cities^ and in JeruMlom, aaying, Go forth unto the 
and (etch olive-branchea/* etc etc — AVA. vtaL li. 

S ^ For since the ds^s of Jo»haa the son of Nua, 
that day, had not the children of Israel dooa no : an* 
was very great cladneas.**— /ft. 17. 

3 " Sun, stand thou still upon Gibeon ; and thou, 
in the valley of Ajalon."— Jm*. z. IS. 

4 " Fetch oUve-branches and pine-branchaa, and as/rtlr 
branches, and palm-branches, and branehea of thkk trso, 
to make Iwoths.** — JWA. viii. IS. 

5 ** And the priests tliat bare the ark of the coveoaat of 
the Lord stood firm oo dry ground io the roidstof JonLaa,aad 
all the braalitss passed otm on dry groaBd.** — Jb#JI iii fT 
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WAK AGAINST BABYLON. 

Au^-NOTXLLO.. 

*War against Babylon!*' about we aroond,' 
Be our bannen through earth nnftirl'd ; 
Rise up, ye nationa, ye kinga, at the aound — * 

** War against Babylon !" about through the world ! 
Oh thou, that dwelleat on many waten,* 

Thy day of pride is ended now ; 
And the dark curse of Israel^a daughters 



1 " Shoot •f^B't bar roood about.**— Jer. i. 15. 

8 "Set up a itandard in the land, blow the trumpet 
among the nations^ prepare the natiooe agaimt ber^call to- 
gether Bgainft her toe kingdoma,** etc. etc — lb. h. 87. 

3 " Ob thoa. that dwelleat upon many wMars, thy and ia 
ooms.**— Jirr. 1. 13. 

3A 



Breaka, like a thunder-cloud, orer thy bsow 1 
War, war, war against Babylon ! 

Make bright the arrowa, and gather the shields,* 

Set the standard of Glod on high-^ 
Swann we, like locusts, o*er all her fields^ 

** Zion" our watchword, and "vengeance** cor 07 ! 
Woe ! woe ! — the time of thy viaitation* 

Is come, proud Land, thy doom ia cas^— 
And the bleak ware of desolation 

Sweeps o*er thy guilty head, at last ! 
War^ war, war against Babylon ! 



1 " Make bright the arrowa ; gather the ahielda sat 

the atandard upon the walla of Babylon.**— A. 

8 " Woe unto tham! for thair day ia oosbs, tba dms of 
their Tisilaaoo.**— /ft. 



\ 



BAIiJLADS, SON6S9 ETC* 



BLACK AND BLUE EYES. 

Thk briniant black eye 

Maj in triamph let fly 
All ita daita, without caring who feela *Qm ; 

6ut the sofi eye o( blue. 

Though it scatter wounds too,- 
Is nrach better pleased when it heals *eiiL 

Dear Fanny ! dear Fanny ! 

The soft eye of blue. 

Though it scatter wounds too, 
li much better pleased when it heals *em, dear Fanny ! 

The black eye may say, 

"Come and worship my ray, — 
By adoring, perhaps you may move me !'* 

But the blue eye, half hid, 

Says, from under its lid, 
**! love, and Fm yours if you lovo me !" 

Dear Fanny ! dear Fanny ! 

The blue eye, half hid. 

Says, from under its hd, 
* I love, and am yours if you love me !" dear Fanny ! 

• 

Then tell me, oh ! why, 

In that lovely eye. 
Not a charm of its tint I discover; 

Or why should you wear 

The only blue pair 
TTiat ever said ** No*' to a lover ? 

Dear Fanny ! dear Fanny I 

Oh ! why should you wear 

The only blue pair 
Hiat ever said ''No" to a lover, dear Fanny 7 



Then say, oh say no mora 
That lovers* pains are 

I never, never can 
Believe the fond deceit. 



DEAR FANNY. 

Shs has beauty, but still you most keep yoor heart 
cool; 
She has wit, but you must not be caught so ; 
Thus Reason advises, but Reason 's a fool. 
And *t is not the first time I have thought wOf 
Dear Fanny. 

** She is lovely !** Then love her, nor let the bliss fly; 

*T is the chann of youth's vanishing season : 
Thus Love has advised me, and who will deny 

That Love reasons much better than Reason, 
Dear Fanny 7 



CEASE, OH CEASE TO TEMPT 1 
Cease, oh cease to tempt 

My tender heart to love ! 
It never, never can 

So wild a flame approve. 
All its jofa and pains 

To others I resign ; 
But be the vacant heart. 

The careless bosom mine. 
Then cease, oh cease to tempt 

My tender heart to love ! 
It never, never can 

So wild a flame approve. 

Say, oh say no more 

liiat lovers* pains are sweet ! 
I never, never can 

Believe the fond deceit. 
Weeping day and night. 

Consuming life in sighs,— 
This is the lover's lot. 

And this I ne'er could prize. 



DID NOT. 

*T WAS a new feeling-^something ndoxe 
Than wo had dared to own before. 

Which then we hid not, which then we hid not 
We saw it in each other's eye. 
And wiah'd, in every murmur'd sigfa. 

To speak, but did not ; to speak, but did not. 

She felt my lips' impassion'd toucli-^ 
*T was the first time I dared so much, 

And yet she chid not, and yet she chid not ; 
But whispcr'd o'er my burning bro^ 
**Oh ! do you doubt I love you now?" 

Sweet soul ! I did not ; sweet soul ! I did not; 

Warmly I felt her bosom thrill, 

I press'd it closer, closer still. 
Though gently bid not, though gently bid not ; 

Till^h ! the world hath seldom heud 

Of lovers, who so nearly err'd. 
And yet who did not, and yet who did not. 



F.iNNY, DEAREST I 

Oh ! had I leisure to sigh and mourn, 

Fanny, dearest ! for thee I'd aigh ; 
And every smile on my eheek should tois 

To tears, when thou art nigh. 
But, between love, and wine, and sleep. 

So busy a life I live. 
That even the time it would take to weep 

Is more than my heart can give 
Then bid me not despair and pine, 

Fanny, dearest of all the dears ! 
The love, that 's order'd to bathe in wine^ 

Would be iore to tike cold in tens. 
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fieflecfed bright in thii heart of mine, 

Fanny, deareet ! thy image lies ; 
But, oh ! the mirror would cease to thine, 

If dimm*d too often with sight. 
They Iom the half of beauty't light. 

Who Tiew it through torrow*t tear ; 
And *t it but to tee thee truly bright 

That 1 keep my eye-beam clear. 
Then wait no longer till tean tball flow^ 

Fanny, deareet ! the hope it rain ; 
If tunahine cannot diatolye thy mow, 

I thall never attempt it with rain. 



FANNY WAS IN THE GROVE. 

Fanny waa in the grore. 
And Lnbin, her boy, was nigh ; 

Her eye wat warm with love. 
And her toul was warm at her eye. 

Oh ! ob ! if Lubin now would tue. 

Oh ! oh ! what could Fanny do T 



Fanny wat made for 

But the was young ami ahy ; 
And when he bad ttolen a kits. 

She blush'd, and said with a sigh— 
** Oh ! oh ! Lubin, ah ! tell me true. 
Oh ! oh ! what are you going to do V* 

They wander*d beneath the shade. 
Her eye wat dinmi*d with a tear. 

For ah ! the poor little maid 
Wat thrilling with love and fear. 

Oh ! oh ! if Lubin would but tue. 

Oh ! oh ! what could Fanny do ! 

Sweetly along the grove 

• The birdt tang all the while, 

And Fanny now taid to her love, 

With a ^wn that was half a smile— 
" Oh ! oh ! why did Lubin sue 7 
Oh ! oh ! why did Lubin sue T* 



HERE *S THE BOWER. 

Herb *a the bower she loTed so moch^ 

And the tree she planted ; 
Here *s the harp she used to toucl^^ 

Oh ! how that touch enchanted ! 
Roses now unheeded sigh ; 

Where 's the hand to wreath them? 
Songs around neglected lie. 

Where *s the lip to breathe them? 
Here *s the bower she loved so much. 

And the tree she planted ; 
Here 's th% harp she used to touch— 

Oh ! how that touch enchanted ! 

Spring may bloom, but she we loved 

Ne'er shall feel its tweetnett ! 
Time, that once to fleetly moved. 

Now hath lost its fleetness. 
Years were days, when here she itny'd, 

Days were moments near her ; 
Heaven ne'er fbrm'd a brighter maid. 

Nor Pity wept a dearer ! 
Here 's the bower she loved so much. 

And the tree she planted ; 
Here 's the harp she used to toucb^ 

Oh r how that touch enchanted ! 



Vwer en Cadenat. 

FROM LIFE WrrflOUT FREEDOM. 

TWiOU. life without freedom, oh ! who would not fly 7 
For one day of freedom, oh ! who would not die 7 
Hark ! berk ! 't is the trumpet ! the call of the brave, 
The death-song of tyrants and dirge of the slave. 
Our country lies bleeding — oh ! fly to her aid ; 
One arm that defends is worth hosts that invade. 
From life without fVeedom, oh ! who would not fly 7 
For one day of freedom, oh ! who would not die 7 

In death's kindly bosom onr last hope remains — 
The dead fear no tyrants, the grave has no chains ! 
On, on to the combat ! the heroes that bleed 
For virtue and mankind are heroes indeed. 
And oh ! even if Freedom from this world be driven. 
Despair not— at least we shall find her in heaven. 
In death's kindly bosom our last hope remains— 
The dead fetr no tyrtittt, the gnve has no chaint. 



HOLY BE THE PILGRIM'S SLEEP 

Holt be the Pilgrim's sleep. 

From the dreams of terror ftee ; 
And may all, who wake to weep. 
Rest to-night as sweet as he ! 
Hark ! bark ! did I bear a vesper swell 7 

No, no — it is rty loved Pilgrim's prayer i 
No, no — 't was bat the convent bell, 
That tolls upon the midnight air. 
Holy be the Pilgrim's sleep ! 
Now, now again the voice I hear ; 
Some holy man is wand'ring near. 

O Pilgrim ! where host thou been roaming? 
Darii is the way, and midnight's coming. 
Stranger, I 'vc been o'er moor and mountain. 
To tell my beads at Agnes' fountain. 
And, Pilgrim, say, where art thou going 7 
Dark is the way, the winds are blowing. 
Weary with wand'ring, weak, I falter. 
To breathe my vows at Agnes' altar. 
Strei^, then, oh ! strew his bed of rushes ; 
Here he shall rest till morning blushes. 

Peace to them whose days are done, 

Death their eyelids closing; 
Hark ! the burial-rite 's begun— ^ 

'T is time for our reposing. 

Here, then, my Pilgrim's course is o'er : 
*Tis my master! 'tis my matter! Welconlto here 
once more ; 

Come to our thed — all toil it ovtr ; 

Pilgrim no- more, bat knight and Vqi>wr 
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I CAN NO LONGER STIFLE. 

I CAN no longer stifle, * 

How much I long to rifle 

That little part 

They call ^e heart 
Of you, you lovely trifle ! 
You can no longer doubt it. 
So let me be about it ; 

Or on my word, 

And by the Lord, 
I '11 try to do without it. 

This pretty thing 's as Ughi, Sir, 
As any paper kite. Sir, 

Ajid here and there, 

And God knows where. 
She takes her wheeling flighty Sir. 
Us lovers, to amuse us, 
Unto her tail she nooses ; 

There, hung like bobs 

Of straw, or nobs. 
She whisks us where ilie'chuses. 



I SAW THE MOON RISE CLEAR. 

I SAW the moon rise clear 

0*er hills and vales of snow. 
Nor told my fleet rein-deer 

The track I wished to go. 
But quick he bounded forth ; 

For well my rein-deer knew 
I 've but one path on earth — 

The padi which leads to you. 

The gloom that winter cast 

How soon the heart forgets ! 
When summer Inrings, at last. 

The sun that never sets. 
So dawn*d my love for you ; 

Thus chasing every pain. 
Than summer sun more true, 

'T will never set again. 



JOYS THAT PASS AWAf . 

Joys that psss away like this, 

Alas ! are purchased dear^ 
If every beam of bliss 

Is foUow'd by a tear. 
Fare thee well ! oh, fare thee well ! 
Soon, too soon thou 'st broke the spelL 
Oh ! I ne*er can love again 

The girl whose faithless art 
Could bfeak so dear a chain, 

And with it break my heart 

Once, when truth was in those eyes. 

How beautiful they shone ; 
B«t now that lustre flies, 
For truth, alas ! is gone. 
Fisre thee well ! oh, fare thee well ! 
How I *ve loved my hate shall tell 



Oh ! how loin, how lost would pcoT^ 
Thy wretched victim's fiite, 

I^ when deceived in love. 
He could not fly to hate ! 



LIGHT SOUNDS THE HARP. 

Light sounds the harp when the combat is 

When heroes are resting, and joy is in bloom — 
When laurels hang loose from the brow of the lover 
And Cupid makes wings of the warrior's piame. 
But, when the foe returns. 
Again the hero bums 7 
High flames the sword in his hand once more ; 
The clang of mingling arms 
Is then the sound that channs. 
And brazen notes of war, by thousand trumpets rosr. 
Oh ! then comes the harp, when the combat is over— 

When heroes are resting, and joy is in bloom — 

When laurels hang loose from the brow of the lover. 

And Cupid makes wings of the warrior's plnme. 

Light went the harp when the War-god, reclining. 
Lay lull'd on the white arm of Beau^ to rest — 
When round his rich annour the myrtle hung twining. 
And flights of young doves made his helmet their 
nest. 
But, when the battle came. 
The hero's eye breathed flame : 
Soon from his neck the white arm was flung ; 
While to his wakening ear 
No other sounds were dear. 
But brazen notes of war, by thousand tnimpets song. 
But then came the light harp, when danger was ended. 
And Beauty once more lull'd the War-god to rest; 
When tresses of gold with his laurels lay blended. 
And flights of young doves msde his belBMt 
nest. 



LITTLE MARY'S EYE. 

Little Mary's eye 

Is roguish, and all that, Sir ; 
But her little tongue 

Is quite too full of chat, sir. 
Since her eye can speak 

Enough to tell her Uisses, 
If she stir her tongue. 

Why — stop her mouth with 
Oh ! the httle girls. 

Wily, warm, and winning ; 
When the angels tempt us to it. 

Who can keep from sinning ? 

Nanny's beaming eye 
Looks as warm as any ; 
But her cheek was pale— 

Well-a-day, poor Nanny ! 
Nanny, in the field. 

She pluck'd a little posie. 
And Nanny's pallid cheek 

Soon grew sleek and rosy. 
Oh ! the little giris, etc 
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Sae, the pretty mni, 

Pnjf with w&nn emocioii ; 
Sweetly rolls her eye 

In love or in devotion. 
If her piouB heart 

Softens to relieve you, 
She gently shares the crime, 

With, "Oh! mayGodfoiviTeyoa!" 
Oh! the little gifk, 

Wily, wazm, and winning; 
When angels tempt us to it. 

Who can keep from sinningt 



LOVE AND THE SCN-DIAL. 

YouNO Love foond a Dial once, in a daik shade. 
Where man ne'er had wanderM nor sun-beam play*d ; 
** Why thus in darkness lie ?** whisper*d young Love, 
** ThoUy whose gay hours should in sun-shine move.*' 
** I ne*er," said the Dial, "have seen the warm sun. 
So noonday and midnight to me. Love, are one." 

Then Loxe took the Dial away from the shade. 
And placed her where Heaven's beam wannly play'd. 
There she reclined, beneath Love's gazing eye. 
While, all mark'd with sun-shine, her hours flew by. 
" Oh ! how," said the Dial, " can any fair maid. 
That 's bom to be shone upon, rest in the shade 7" 

But night now comes on, and the sun-beam 's o'er, 
And Lore stops to gaze on the Dial no more. 
Then cold and neglected, while bleak rain and winds 
Are storming around her, with sorrow she finds 
That Love had but number'd a few sunny hours. 
And left the remainder to darkness and showers ! 



LOVE AND TIME. 

'T 18 said— but whether true or not 

Let bards declare who 've seen 
That Loye and Time have only got 

One pair of wings between 'em. 
In courtship's first delicious hour. 

The boy full oft can spare 'em. 
So, loitering in his lady's bower. 

He lets the giay-beord wear 'em. 
Then is Time's hour of play ; 
Oh ! how be flies away! 

But short the moments, short as bri|^ 

When he the wings can borrow ; 
If Time to^y has had his flight. 

Love takes his turn to-morrow. 
Ah ! Time and Love ! your changa ia then 

The saddest and most trying. 
When one begins to limp again. 

And t* other takes to flying. 
Then is Love's hour to stray ; 
Oh ! how he flies away ! 

But there 's a nymph— whose chains I feel. 

And bless the silken fetter— 
Who knows — the dear one !— how to deal 

With Love and Time much better. 
So well she checks their wanderings. 

So peacefully she pairs 'em. 



That Love with her ne'er thinks of wings, 

And Time for ever wears 
This is Time's holiday ; 

Oh I how he flies away! 



LOVE, MY MARY, DWELLS WITH THEE. 

LovK, my Mary, dwells with thee ; 
On thy cheek, his bed I see. 
No— that cheek is pale with care ; 
Love can find no roses there. 
'T is not on the cheek of rose 
Love can find the best repose : 
In my heart his home thou 'It see ; 
There he Uves» and lives' for thee. 

Love, my Mary, ne'er can roam. 
While he makes that eye his home. 
No— the eye with sorrow dim 
Ne'er can be a home for him. 
Yet, 't is not in beaming eyes 
Love for ever warmest lies : 
In my heart his home thou Ht see ; 
There he lives, and lives for thee. 



LOVE'S LIGHT SUMMER CLOUD. 

Pain and sorrow shall vanish before us — 
Youth may wither, but feeling will last ; 
And the shadow that e'er shall fall o'er us. 
Love's light summer-cloud sweetly shall cast 
Oh ! if to love thee more 
Each hour I number o'er— 
If this a passion be 
Worthy of thee. 
Then be happy, for thus I adore thee. 

Charms may wither, but feeling shall last : 
All the shadow that e'er shall faUl o'er thee. 
Love's light sunmier-doud sweetly shall cast 

Rest, dear bosom ! no sorrows shall pain thee. 

Sighs of pleasure alone shalt thou steal ; 
Beam, bright eyelid ! no weeping shall stain thee, 
Tears of rapture alone shalt thou feeL 
Oh ! if there be a charm 
In love, to banish harm — 
If pleasure's truest spell 
Be to love well. 
Then be happy, for thus I adore thee. 

Charms may wither, but feeling shall last : 
All the shadow that e'er shall fall o'er thee. 
Love's light summer-cloud sweetly shaU cast. 



LOVE, WAND'RING THROUGH THE 
GOLDEN MAZE. 

Love, wand'ring through the golden maze 

Of my beloved's hair. 
Traced every lock with fond delays, 

And, doting, linger'd there. 
And soon he found 't were vain to fly ; 

His heart was close confined. 
And every curlet was a tie— » 

A chain by beauty twined. 
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MERRILY EVERY BOSOM BOUNDETH. 

.THK TYROLEBE BONO OF LIBERTY. 

Merrily every bosom boundeth, 

Merrily, oh ! merrily, oh ! 
Where the Song of Freedom sonndeth, 
Merrily, oh! merrily, oh! 
There the warrior's arms 
Shed more splendour. 
There the maiden's charms 
Shine more tender — 
Every joy the land sorroundeth, 
Merrily, oh! merrily, oh! 

Wearily every bosom pineth. 

Wearily, oh ! wearily, oh ! 

Where the bond of slavery twineth, 

Wearily, oh! wearily, oh! 

There the warrior's dart^ 

Hath no fleetness. 
There the maiden's heart 
Hath no sweetness — 
Every flower of life declineth, 
Wearily, oh ! wearily, oh ! 

Cheerily then from hill and valley. 

Cheerily, oh! cheerily, oh! 
like your native fountains sally, 
Cheerily, oh ! cheerily, oh ! 
If a glorious death, 
Won by bravery. 
Sweeter be than breath 
Sigh'd in slavery. 
Round the flag of Freedom rally, 
Cheerily, oh ! cheerily, oh ! 



NOW LET THE WARRIOR. 

Now let the warrior plume his steed. 

And wave his sword afar ; 
For the men of the East this day shall bleed, 

And the sun shall blush with war. 
Victory sits on the Christian's helm 

To guide her holy band : 
The Knight of the Cross this day shall whelm 

The men of the Pagan land. 
Oh ! bless'd who in the battl^ dies ! 
God win enshrine him in the skies ! 
Now let the warrior plume his steed. 

And wave his sword afar, 
For the men of the East this day shall bleed, 

And the sun shall blush with war. 



I Chill (alls the ram, night winds are blowing. 
Dreary and dark 's the way we 're going. 



Fair Lady ! rest till morning blushc 
I *11 strew for thee a bed of rushes. 
Oh ! stranger ! when my beads I 'm counting, 
I '11 bless thy name at Agnes' fountain. 
Then, Pilgrim, turn, and rest thy sorrow ; 
Thou *lt go to Agnes' shrine to-morrow. 
Good stranger, when m j beads I 'm telling. 
My saint shall bless thy leafy dwelling. 
Strew, then, oh ! straw our bed of rashes ; 
Here we must rest till morning blushes. 



OH! REMEMBER THE TIME. 

THE CA8TILIAN MAID. 

Oh ! remember the time, in La Mancha's shades, 

When our moments so blissfully flew ; 
When you cali'd me the flower of Castilian maids, 

And I blush'd to be cali'd so by you. 
When I taught you to warble the gay seguadille. 

And to dance to the light castanet ; 
Oh ! never, dear youth, let you roam where jou wil^ 

The delight of those moments forget. 

They tell me, you lovers from Erin's green isle 

Every hour a now passion can feel. 
And that soon, in the light of some lovelier smik, 

You'll forget the poor maid of Castile. 
But they know not how brave in the battle you are, 

Or they never could think you would rove ; 
For 't is always the spirit most gallant in war 

That is fondest and truest in. love ! 



OH, LADY FAIR ! 

Or, Lady fkir ! where art thou roaming ? 

The sun has sunk, the night is coming. 

Stranger, I go o'er moor and mountain. 

To tell my beads at Agnes' fountain. 

And who is the man, with his white locks flowing 7 

Oh, Lady fair ! where is he going ? 

A wand'ring Pilgrim, weak, I falter. 

To tell my beads at A^es' altar. 



OH ! SEE THOSE CHERRIES. 

Oh ! see those cherries — though once so glowing^ 

They 've lain too long on the sun-bright wall ; 
And mark ! already their Uoom is going ; 

Too soon they '11 wither, too soon they *11 &11. 
Once, caught by their blushes, the light bird flew 

round. 
Oft on their ruby lips leaving love's wound 
But now he passes them, ah ! too knowing 
To taste wither'd cherries, when fresh may be foond 

Old Time thus fleetly his course is running ; 

If bards were not moral, how maids would go 
wrong ! 
And thus thy beauties, now sunn'd and sunning. 

Would wither if Icfl on the rose^ree too long. 
Then love while thou 'rt lovely— e'en I ahoold be 

glad 
So sweetly to save thee from ruin so sad ; 
But, oh ! delay not — we bards are too canning 
To sigh for old beauties when young may be had. 



OH! SOON RETURN! 

The white sail caught the evening ray. 
The wave beneath us seem'd to burn. 
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And Love is now a worldly flame, 
Whoae dirine moat be of gold ; 

And paaaioo, like the son at noon. 
That barns o*er all he tees. 

Awhile as warm, will set aa aoon, — 
Oh ! call it none of these. 

Imaginft something purer far. 

More free from stain of cky, 
Utan Friendship, Love, or Pfeiiaion are, 

Yet human still as they : 
Aa if thy lip, for love like this. 

No mortal word can frame, 
Go, aak of angels what it ia. 

And call it by that name ! 



POOR WOUNDED HEART! 

Poor wonnded heart ! 

Poor woonded heart, farewell ! 

Thy hour is come. 

Thy hour of rest is come ; 

Thou soon wik reach thy home. 

Poor wounded heart, farewell ! 
The pain thou *lt feel in breaking 

Less bitter far will be. 
Than that long, deadly courM of aching. 

This life has been to thee — 
Poor breaking heart, poor breaking heart, farewell ! 

There — broken heart. 

Poor broken heart, fkrewell ! 

The pang is o*er — 

The parting pang is o*er, 

Thou now wilt bleed no more. 

Poor broken heart, farewell ! 
No rest for thee but dying. 

Like waves whose strife is past. 
On death*s cold shore thua early lying. 

Thou sleep'st in peace at last — 
Poor broken heart, poor broken heart, farewefl I 



THE EAST INDIAN. 

Com Ifay, with all thy flowers. 

Thy Bweetly-scented thorn. 
Thy cooling evening showers, 

Thy fragrant breath at mom : 
When May-flies haunt the willow. 

When May-buds tempt the bee, 
Then o*er the shining l^ow 

My love will come to me. 

From Eastern Isles she *s winging 

Through wat*ry wilds her way. 
And on her cheek is bringing 

The bright sun's orient ray: 
Oh ! come and court her hither. 

Ye breezes mild and warm — 
One winter's gale would wither 

So soft, so pure a form. 

The fields where she was stiaying 
Are blest with endless light. 



With zephyrs always playing 
Tlirough gardens always brighL 

Then now, oh May ! be sweeter 
That ere thou 'st been before ; 

Let sighs from roses meet her 
When she comes near our shore. 



PALE BROKEN FLOWER 1 

Pali broken flower ! what art can now recover thee 
Tom from the stem that fed thy rosy breath — 
In Tain the sun-beams seek 
To warm that faded cheek ! 
The dewa of heaven, that once like balm fell over 
the^ 
Now are but tears, to weep thy early death ! 

So droops the maid whose lover hath fomken her; 
Tlirown from his arms, aa lone and lost aa thou ; 
In vain the smiles of all 
Like sun-beams round her fiUl — 
The only smile that could from death awaken her 
That smile, alas ! is gone to others now 



THE PRETTY ROSE-TREE. 

Binro weary of love, I flew to the grove. 

And choee me a tree of the fairest ; 
Saying, ** Pretty Rose-tree, thou my nustress shah be, 

I '11 worship each bud that thou beavest. 
For the hearts of this world are hoUow, 
And fickle the smiles we follow ; 
And *t is sweet, when all their witcheries pall. 

To have a pure love to fly to : 
So, my pretty Rose-tree, thou my mistress shilt be, 

And the only one now I shafl sigh to.** 

When the beautiful hue of thy cheek through the 
dew 
Of morning is bashAilly peeping, 
** Sweet teare," I shall say (as I brush them away,) 
At least there 's no art in this weeping." 
Although thou shouldest die to-morrow, 
*T will not be fh>m pain or sorrow. 
And the dioms of thy stem are not like them 

With which hearts wound each other : 
So, my pretty Rose-tree, thou my mistress shah be. 
And I *11 ne'er again sigh to another. 



SHINE OUT, STARS ! 

Shine out, Stan ! let heaven assemble 

Round us every festal ray, 
Lights t\)at move not, lights that tremble. 

All to grace this eve of May. 
Let the flower-beds all lie waking, 

And the odours shut up there. 
From their downy prisons breaking. 

Fly abroad through sea and air. 

And would Love too bring his sweetneas, 
With oar other joyi to wetve^ 
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Oh, what glory, what completeneaa. 
Then would crown this bright May eve. 

Shine out, Stan ! let night assemble 
Round us every festal ray, 

lights that move not, lights that tremble. 
To adorn this eve of May. 



True as the lute that no ngfaiog can walMOt 
And blooming for ever unchanged as the 



•THE YOUNG MULETEEH6 OF GRENADA. 

Oh ! the joys of our eTenmg posada. 

When, resting at the close of day. 
We, young muleteers of Grenada, 

Sit and sing the last sunshine away ! 
So blithe, that even the slumbers 

Which hung around Us seem gone, 
-Till the lute*s soft drowsy numbers 

Ag&in beguile them on. 

sThen, as each to his fayourite sultana 

In sleep is still breathing the sigh. 
The name of some black-eyed Tirana 

Half breaks from our lips as we lie. 
Then, with morning's rosy twinkle, 

Again we *re up and gone — 
^While the mule-beU*s drowsy tinkle 

Beguiles the rough way on. 



TELL HIER, QH TELL HER. 

Tell her, oh tell her, the lute she left lying 
Beneath the green arbour, is still lying there ; 

Breezes, like lovers, around it are sighing, 
But not a soft whisper replies to their prayer. 

Tell her, oh tell h«t, the tree that, in going, 
Beside the green aibour she playfully set, 

Lovely as ever is blushing and blowing, 
And not a bright leaflet ^as fallen from it yet. 

So ivhile awny from that arbour forsaken, 
The maiden is wanderings oh ! let her be 



NIGHTS OF MUSIC. 

Nights of music, nights of loving. 

Lost too soon, remember'd Ipng^ 
When we went by moon-Iight roving^ 

Hearts all love, and lips all song. 
When this faithful lute recorded 

All my spirit felt to thee. 
And that smile the song rewarded, 

Worth whole years of fame to me ! 

Nights of song, and nights of splendour, 

Fill*d with joys too sweet to last—- 
Joys that, like your star-light tender. 

While they shone, no shadow cast * 
Though all other happy hours 

From my fading memory tihy. 
Of that star-light, of those bowen. 

Not a beam, a leaf, shall die ! 



OUR FIRST YOUNG LOVE. 

puR first young love resembles 

That short but brilliant ray. 
Which smiles, and weeps, and tremblea 

Through April's earliest day. 
No, no— <all hfe before us, 

Howe'er its lights may play, 
Can shed no lustre e'er na 

like that first April ray. 

Our sunmier sun may squander 

A blaze serener, grander. 
Our autumn beam may, like a dream 

Of heaven, die calm away : 
But no^Iet life before us 

Bring all the light it may, 
*T will shed no lustre o'er us 

Like that first tremUing nj 



MISCEIiliANEOUS POEJUS^ 



A MELOLOGUE 

tTPON NATIONAL KUSIC. 

These rtnea were written for a Benefit at the 
Dublin Theatre, and were spoken by MLn &mth, 
with a degree of •uccesa, which they owed solely to 
her admirable manner of reciting them. I wrote 
them in haste ; and it tery rarely happens that 
poetry, which has cost bat Httle labour to the writer, 
is prodoolife of any great pleasure to the reader. 
Under this impression, I should not have published 
them if they had not found their way into some of 
the newspapers, with such an addition of errors to 
their own original stock, that I thought it but fair to 
limit their r^ponsibility to those faults alone which 
really belong to them. 

With respect to the title which I ha?e invented for 
this Poem, I feel even more than the scruples of the 
Emperor Tiberius, when he humbly asked pardon of 
the Roman senate for using **the outlandish term 
monopoly,** But the truth is, having written the 
Poem with the sole view of serving a Benefit, I 
thought that an unintelligible word of this kind 
would not be without its attraction for the multitude, 
with whom, "if 'tis not sense, at toast *t is Greek." 
To some of my readers, however, it may not be 
■uperfluous to say, that, by ** Melologue," I mean 
that mixture of recitation and music, which is fre- 
quently adopted in the performance of Collins*s Ode 
oB the Passions, and of which the most striking ex- 
ample I can remember is the^ prophetic speech of 
loftd in the Athalie of Racine. 

T.M. 



Thkrb breathes a language, known and felt 
Far as the pure air spreads its hving zone ; 
Wherever rage can rouse, or pity melt. 
That language of the soul is felt and known. 
From those meridian plains. 
Where oft, of old, on some high tower. 
The soft Peruvian pour*d his midnight strains. 
And call'd has distant love with such sweet power, 

That, vdien she heard die lonely lay. 
Not worlds could keep her from his arms away ;* 
To the bleak clinies of polar night. 
Where, beneath a sunless sky, 
The Lapland lover bids his rein-deer fly, 
And sings along the lengthem'ng waste of snow, 

1 '*A certain Spaniard, ono night late, mot an Indian 
woman in the streeta of Cozco, and would have taken her 
to hia home, but she cried^out, * For 6od*a take, Sir, let me 
go ; for thai pipe, wbielAoa hear in yooder tower, calls me 
with great paaiion, and I cannot refuse the aummona; for 
kive constrains me to go, that I may be his wife, sod ba my 
boaband.* ''-OarsOMse ds U Figs, in Sir Pavl Bycant'a 
Iranrlatioo 



As blithe as if the bleased light 

Of vernal Phoebus bom'd upon his brow. 

Oh Music ! thy celestial claim 

Is still resistless, stUl the same ; 

And, faithful as the mighty sea 

To the pale star that o'er its realm prendo^ 

The spell-bound tides 

Of human passion rise and fall for thee ! 

Greek Aur, 
List ! 't is a Grecian maid that sings, 
While, from Ilyraus* silvery springs. 
She draws the cool lymph in her graceful urn f 
And by her side, in music's charm dissolving, 
Some patriot youth, the glorious past revolving. 
Dreams of bright days that never can return ! 
When Athens nursed her olive-bough, 

With hands by tjrrant power unchain'd,- 
And braided for the muses' brow 

A wreath by tjrrant touch unstain*d. 
When heroes trod each classic field 

Where coward feet now &intly ftlter ;' 
When every arm was Freedom*s shield, 
Aad every heart was Freedom's altar !^ 

FhuTiah of TrumpeL 
Harii ! 't is the soimd that charm* 
The war-steed's waking can ! — 
OK! many a mother folds her arms 
Round her boy-soldier when that call she hears . 
And, though her fond heart sink with fears, 
Is proud to feel his young pulse bound 
With valour's fever at the sound ! 
See ! from his native hills afar 
The rude Helvetian flies to war ; 
Careless for what, for whom he fights. 
For slave or despot, wrongs, or rights ;' 

A conqueror oft — a hero never — 
Yet lavish of his life-blood stiU, 
As if 't were like his mountain rill. 
And gush'd for ever ! 

Oh Music ! here, even here. 
Amid this thoughtless, wild career. 
Thy soul-felt charm asserlh its wondrous powerT 

There is an air, which oft among the rocks 
Of his own loved land, at evening hoar, 
Is beard, when shepfaeids homeward pipe their 
flocks; 
Oh ! every note of \t would thnll his mind 
With tenderest thoughts — would bring around hi!! 
knees 
The rosy children whom he left behind,* 
And fill each Uttle angel eye 
With speaking tears, that ask Um' why 
He wander'd from his hut for scenes like these T 
Vain, vain is then the traupet's faniea mmlx 
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And the stern eyes, that look*d for blood before, 
Now melting, monmfti], lose themselTes in tears ! 

Stnu Au^-*^Rata des Vaches" 

Bat, wake the trumpet's blast again, 
And rouse the ranks of warrior-men ! 
Oh War ! when tmth thy arm employs, 
And Freedom's spirit guides the labouring storm, 
'T is then thy vengeance takes a hallow*d form. 

And, like Heaven's lightning, sacredly destroys ! 
Nor, Music ! through thy breathing sphere. 
Lives there a sound more grateful to the ear 
Of Him who made all harmony, 
Than the bless'd sound of fetters breaking, 
And the first hymn that man, awaking 
From SlaTery's slumber, breathes to liberty ! 

Spanish Ckonu, 

Hark I from Spain, indignant Spain, 
Bursts the bold, enthusiast strain. 
Like morning's music on the air ! 
And seems, in every note, to swear, 
By SaragoBsa's ruin'd streets. 

By brave Gerona's deathful story. 
That, while one Spaniard's life-blood beats. 

That blood shall stain the conqueror's glory ! 



ft 



Spanish Air—** Ta DespertoJ' 

But ah ! if vain the patriot's seal. 
If neither valour's force, nor wisdom's light 

Can break or melt that blood-cemented seal 
Which shuts so close the book of Europe's right — 
What song shall then in sadness teU 

Of broken pride, of prospects shaded, 
Of buried hopes, remember'd weU, 

Of ardour quench'd, and honour faded ? 
What Muse shall mourn the breathless brave. 

In sweetest dirge at Memoiy's shrine ? 
What harp shall sigh o'er Freedom's grave 7 
Oh Erin! thine! 



UNES 
On Ob Death of Mr, P-r-^^ty-L 

Iff die dirge we sung o'er fiim no censure was heard, 
Unembitter'd and free did the tear-drop descend ; 

We forgot in that hour how the statesman had err'd. 
And wept for the husband, the father, and iiiendi 

Oh ! proad was the meed his integrity won, 
And generous indeed were the tears that we shed. 

When in grief we forgot all the ill he had done. 
And, though wrong'd by him liring, bewail'd him 
when dead. 

Even now, if one harsher emotion intrude, 

T is to wish he had* chosen some lowlier state- 
Had known what he was, and, content to be good, 
Had ne'er, for our ruin, aspired to be grtaL 

So, left through their own little oibit to move, 
'V9 B^f(bi hftTe roU'd inofiensive away; 



I£b children might still have been blces'd with his 
love. 
And England would ne'er have been cuiMd with 
his sway. 



LINES 
On the Death of Sh-r-dm, 

Principibuf plaeutne vinB.-~£hr. 

Yes, grief will have way— but the Ast-&llittg tear 
Shall be mingled with deep eieerations on tfaoesr 

Who could bask in that spirit's meridian career. 
And yet leave it thus lonely and duk at its doee :• 

Whose vanity flew round hhn only while fed 
By the odour his fame in its summer-time gave ; 

Whose vanity now, with quick scent for the dead. 
Like the ghole of the East, comes to feed at U» 
grave! 

Oh ! it sickens the heart to see bosoms so hollow 
And spirits so mean in the great and high-ban ; 

To think what a long line of titles may follow 
The relics of him who died— friendleas and kxB ! 



How proud they can press to the funeral array 
Of one whom they shunn'd in his sickness and 
sorrow: 

How bailiffs may seize his last blanket to^y. 
Whose pall shall be held up by nobles to-morrow! 

And thou, too, whose life, a sick epicure's drean^ 
Incoherent and gross, even grosser had pias'd. 

Were it not for that cordial and soul-giving 
Which his friendship and wit o'er thy n< 
cast: 

No) not for the wealth of the land that supplies thee 
With millions to heap upon foppery's shrine ;->• 

No, not for the riches of all who despise thee, 
Though this would make Europe's whole opukaoe 
mine; — 

Would I suffer what— even in the heart tl yM tbov 
hast — 
An mean as it is — must have conscioosly bun'd. 
When the pittance, which shame had wrung tnm 
thee at last. 
And which found all his wants at an end, was ]»• 
turn'd!' 

** Wss fftif, then, the fate"— fhture agtfg ymXt sayv 
When eome names shall hve but in history's cnise; 

When Truth will be heard, and these lords of a day 
Be forgotten as fools, or remember*d as woi 



"Was this, then, the fate of that high-giflcd man^ 
The pride of the palace, the bower, ■i H the K«H^ 

Hie orator— dramatist— minstrel, — ^who ran 
Through each mode of the lyre, and wes niaaCer of 
all! 



1 Ths ■am wai two huodrad pounds— ^#rW whm 



8b-r-d*n eouM no Umgn taks anj si 
for him, hj Jus frisods. 
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'* WboM mind was an essehce, compounded with art 
From the finest and beat of all other men's powers — 

Who ruled, like a wizard, the world of the heart. 
And could call up its sunshine, or bring down its 
showers ! 

'* Whose humour, as gay as the fire-fl j's light, 
Plaj'd round erery subject, and shone as it play *d — 

Whose wit, in the combat, as gentle as bright, 
Ne*er carried a heart-stain away on its blade ; — 

** Whose eloquence— bright*ning whatever it tried. 
Whether reason or fancy, the gay or the grave — 

Was as rapid, as deep, and as brilliant a tide 
As dver bore Freedom aloft on its wave !** 

Yes— suck was the man, and so wretched his fate ; — 
And thus, sooner or later, shall all have to grieve. 

Who waste their mom*s dew in the beams of the 
Great, 
And expect *t will return to refresh them at eve ! 

In the woods of the North there are insects that prey 
On the brain of the elk till his very last sigh ;* 

Oh, Genius ! thy patrons, more cruel dian they^ 
First feed on thy brains, and then leave thee to die ! 



LINES 

WAITTIN ON HKARINO THAT THE AUITRfANS BAD 
XMTBRED NAPLES. 

Carhpne Notati ! 

At— ^lown to the dust with them, slaves as they are — 
From this hour, let the blood in their dastardly 
veins. 

That shrunk at the first touch of Liberty's war, 
Be suck'd out by tyrants, or stagnate in chains ! 

On, on, like a cloud, through their beautiful vales. 
Ye locusts of tyranny, blasting them o*er — 

Fill, fill up their wide sunny waters, ye sails 
From each slave-mart of Europe, and poison their 
shore! 

Let their fate be a mock-word — ^let nien of all lands 
Laugh out, vvith a scorn that shall ring to the poles. 

When each sword that the cowards let fidl fhmi their 
hands 
Shall be forged info fcttei^ to enter their souls ! 

And deep and more deep as the iron is driven. 
Base slaves ! may the whet of their agony be. 

To think— as the damn'd haply think of that heaven 
They had once in their reach — that they might 
have been free ! 

Shame, shame, when there was not a bosom, whose 
lieat 

Ever rose o'er the zero of ^"s heart, 

That did not, like echo, your war-hymn repeat, 

And send all its i^rayers with your liberty's start — 



1 Naturalists hare observed that, npon dissecting an elk, 
then were found in its head some large flies, with its brain 
•laost satsn away by \hma.^Hi$tarf »f Poltmd. 



When the world stood in hope — ^when a spirit, that 
breathed 

The fresh air of the olden time, whisper'd about, 
And the sWords of all Italy half-way unsheathed. 

But waited one conquering cry to flash out ! 

When around you, the shades of your mighty in &me, 
Filiciyas and Petrarchs, seem'd bursting to view. 

And their words and their warnings— like tongues of 
bright flame 
Over Freedom's apbstles — fell kindling on you ! 

Good God ! that in such a proud moment of life,' 
Worth the history of ages — when, had you but 
hurl'd 
One bolt at your bloody invader, that strife 
Between freemen and tyrants had spread through^ 
the world— 

That then — oh disgrace upon manhood ! even then, 
You should falter, should cling io your pitiful 
breath. 
Cower down into beasts, when yod might have stood 
men. 
And prefer the slave's life of damnation to death ! 

It is strange— it is dreadful ; — shout, tyranny, shout. 
Through your dungeons and palaces, ** Freedom is 
o'er!"— 

If there lingers one spark of her light, tread h oiit. 
And return to your empire of darkness once more 

For, if such are the braggarts that claim to be free, 

Come, Despot of Russia, thy feet let me kiss- 
Far nobler to live the brute bondman of thee. 
Than to sully even chains by a struggle like this l* 
Parit, 1821. 



THE INSURRECTION OF THE FAPElRS. 

A DREAM. 

" It wooU be impossible for His Royal Highness to dissw 
gage his person from the accomulating pile of papers that 
enoompaned it." — Lord CASTLsasAOB's Speech upmi 
CoUntl M'BfABOM's JSppeintmerU, 

Lait night I toss'd and tum'd in bed. 
But could not sleep— at length I said, 
" I 'U think of Viscount C-stl-R— oUr 
And of his speeches — that's the way." 
And so it was, for instantly 
I slept as sound as sound could be ; 
And then I dream'd— oh, frightful dream !" 
Fi78ELi has no such theme ; 
■ never wrote or borrow'd 

Any horror half so horrid ! 

Metbought the P— e, in whisker'd stat^ 
Before me at his breakfiut sate : 
On one side lay unread petitions. 
On 't other, hints firom five physidanih^ 
Here tradesmen's bills, official papers. 
Notes from my Lady, drams for vapooxv-* 
There plans of saddles, tea and toast, 
Death-wamnts and the Morning P^saU 
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Wlien lo ! the Fkpen, one and all, 

Ab if at some magician's call, 

Began to flutter of themselves 

From desk and table, floor and shdvet, 

And, cutting each some difievent capers, 

Adiranced— K)h Jacobinic papers ! — 

As though they said, ** Our sole design is 

To soffMato his Royal Highness !" 

The leader of this vile sedition 

Was a huge Catholic Petition : 

With grievances so full and heavy. 

It threaten'd worst of all the bevy. 

Then Common-Hall Addresses came 

In swaggering sheets, and took their aim 

Right at the Rra-NT*8 well-dress'd head, 

Af if (ieterminAl to be read ! 

Next Tradesmen's BiUs began to fly — 

And tradesmen's bills, we know, mount high ; 

Nay, even Death-warrants thought they'd best 

Be lively too and join the rest. 

But oh ! — Che basest of defections ! 
His letter about ** predilections" — 
His own dear letter, void of grace. 
Now flew up in its parent's face f 
Shocked with this breach of filial duty. 
He just could murmur, **EtTV Bruit /" 
Then sunk, subdued, upon the floor, 
At Fox's bust, to rise no more !^ 



I waked — and pray'd, with lifted hand, 
** Oh ! never may this dream prove true ; 

Hiongh paper overwhelms the land, 
hBi it not crush the Sovereign too I" 



PARODY OF A CELEBRATED LETTER* 

At length, dearest Fkkodt, the moment is nigh. 
When, with P-ro-v-l*8 leave, I may throw my chains 

by; 

And, as time now is precious, (he first thing I do 
Is to sit down and write a wise letter to yon. 



• 






• 
m 
• 



I meant befbre now to have sent yon this letter. 
But T-ftM— TH and I thought perhaps 't would be 

better 
To wait till the Irish affairs were decided— 
Thai it, till both houses had prosed and divided. 
With aU due appearance of diought and digestion-— 
^or though H-RTV-RD House l^ long settled the 

question, 
I thought it bat decent, between me and you, 
That the two other hooies should settle it too. 

I need not remind yon how cursedly bad 

Onr affkirs were all looking when l^faer went mad; 

A strai^waistcoat on him, and restrictions on me^ — 

A more UmUed monarchy could not well be. 

I was callM npon then, in that moment of poxxle, 

To dMiae my own minister— just as they muzxle 



A playfbl yoong bear, and then moek his dieaaler 
By bidding him chuse out his own dindngoi 



I thought the best way, as a dutiful son. 
Was to do as old Royalty's self wookl hsTe done. 
So I sent word to say I would keep the whole batch ia, 
The same chest of tools, without cleansing or pstcb- 

ing— 
For tools of this kind, like Blartinas's sconce,' 
Would lose all their beauty if purified once ; 
And think — only think — if our Father shook! find, 
Upon graciously coming again to his mind. 
That improvement had spoiled any (avoorite adviser— 
That R-8K was grown honest, or W-sTM-RXL-n 

wiser— 
That R-D-R was, even by one twinkle, the brighter- 
Or L-v-R-r — l's speeches but half a pound ligfafisr— 
What a shock to his old royal heart it woold be ! 
No ! — far were such dreams of improvement from me; 
And it pleased me to find at the house where, yes 

know. 
There *s such good mntton-cutleCs and stroagcnncoa,' 
That the Marchioness called me a ddteoos old boy. 
And my Y-rm-th's red whiskms grew redder for joy ! 

You know, my dear Frkddy, how oft, if I looiiU^ 
By the law of last Sessions, I mighl have done good. 
I might have withheld these political noodles 
From knocking their heads against hot Yankee 

Doodles; 
I might have told Ireland I pitied her lot. 
Might have soothed her with hope — bat 70a know I 

did not. 
And my wish is, in truth, that the best of old f^owi 
Should not, on recovering, have cause to be jealeos^ 
But find that, while he has been laid on tke sheB^ 
We've been all of us nearly as mad as >»fc»>«<j#; 
You smile at my hopes, but the doctora and I 
Are the Ust that can think the K-N« ewer will die ! 



A new era *8 arrived— though you'd hardly beliere it— 
And all things, of course, must be new to receive it. 
New villas, new fStes (which even Waithmah at> 

tends)— 
New saddles, new helmets, and— why not mm 

Jritndi? 



I repeat it " new friends" — for I cannot deseribe 

The delight I am in with this P-ro-v-l tribe. 

Such capering— such vapotring !— euch rigoor— soeh 

vigour! 
North, South, East, and West, they have oat such a 

figure, 
Tliat soon they will bring the whole world rooad oar 

ears. 
And leave us no friends— but Old Nick and Algien. 
When I think of the glory they've beam'd on mj 

chains, 
"T is enough quite to torn my iUustrioos hniim ; 
It *s true we are bankrupts in commerce and ridnL 
But think how we furnish our Allies with bte «'»**- * 



1 Tbs antiqoa ahldd of Martinos Scriblems, wUeh. 
seourinf , tnm*d out to be only an old sooaoeT^ ""'■ 
S The )«tter-writer*s favoaiits hmcheoQ 
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We've loit thewvm beuteof the Irish, *t is granted. 
But then weWe got JtTa, an island much wanted, 
1*0 put the last lingering few who remain 
Of the Walcheren wanrion out of their pain. 
Then, how Wbllinoton fights ! and how sqaabbles 

his brother ! 
For papists the one, and with papists the other ; 
One emailing Napoleon by taking a city, 
While t* other lays waste a whole Catholic Commit- 
tee! 
Oh, deeds of renown ! shall I baggie or flinch. 
With such prospects before me? — by Jore not an 

inch. 
No— let England 9 affairs go to rack if they will. 
We'll look after the affairs of the Continent still. 
And, ivith nothing at home but starvation and riot. 
Find Lisbon in bread, and keep Sicily quiet. 
1 am proud to declare I have no predilections, — 
My heart is a sieve, where some scattcrM affections 
Are just danced about for a moment or two. 
And the Jiner they are, the more sure to run througji : 
Neither have I resentments, nor wish there should 

come ill 
To mortal — except (now I think on 't) Bkau Br-mm-l, 
Who threatened, last year, in a superfine passion, 
To cut nw, and bring the old K-ng into fashion. 
This is all I can lay to my conscience at present 
When such is my temper, so neutnl, so pleasant. 
So royally free from all troublesome feelings. 
So little encumber'd by faith in my dealings 
(And, that Tm consistent, the world will allow, — 
What I was at Newmariiet, the same I am now) — 
When such are my merits (you know I hate crack- 
ing,) 
I hope, like the vender of best Patent Blacking, 
** To meet with the generous and kind approbation 
Of a candid, enlighten*d and liberal nation. 



P. 5. — A copy of tliii is to P<-ao-t-l going — 
Good Lord ! bow 8l Stephen's will ring wiui hit 
crowing! 
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By the by, ere I close this magnificent letter 

(No man except Pole could have writ you a better,) 

*T would please me if those, whom Pre hambngg*d 

so long 
With the notion (good men !) that I knew right from 

wrong, 
Would a few of them join me— mind, only a few — 
To let foo much light in on me never would do ; 
But oven Grby*8 brightness shan't make me afraid. 
While Pre C-md-n and E1li>-n to fly to for shade ; 
Nor will Holland's clear intellect do us much harm. 
While there 's W-stm-rbl-nd near him to weaken 

the charm. 
As for Moira's high spirit, if aught can subdue it. 
Sure joining with H-rtf-rd and Y-rm— th wiO do it ! 
Between R-d-r and Wh-rt-n let Sheridan ait. 
And their fogs will soon quench even Shbridan's 

wit; 
And against all the pare public feeling that glows 
Even in Whitbrrad himeelf we've a hoet in G— rob 

R-ie! 
80, in short, if they wish to have places, they may. 
And Pil thank you to tell all these matters to Grbt, 
Who, I doubt not, will write (as there's no time to 

lose) 
By the two-penny post, to tell Grbntillb the news ; 
And now, dearost Fred (thou^ Pve no 

Belaefe me yoors always with tnieat aflbetion 

3C 



ANACREONTIC. 

TO A PLUMASSIBR. 

FiNB and feathery totisan ! 
Best of Phimists, if yon can 
With your art so fer presmne, 

Make for me a P b'i phune 

Feathers soft and feathers me, 
Such as suits a P b to '■'^» ' 



Firrt, thou downiest of men ! 
Seek me out a fine pea-hen ; 
Such a hen, so tall and grand. 
As by Juno's side might stand. 
If there were no oocks at hind ! 
Seek her feathers, soft as down. 

Fit to shine on P b's crown ; 

If thou canst not find them, stupid ! 
Ask the way of Prior's Cupid. 

Ranging these in order due. 
Pluck me next an old cuckoo ; 
Emblem of the happy fates 
Of easy, kind, comuted mates ! 
Pluck him well — be sure you do^ 
Who would n't be an old cuckoo. 
Thus to have his plumage bless'd. 
Beaming on a r-y-1 crest? 

Bravo, Plumist ! — now what bird 
Shall we find for plume the third 7 
You must get a learned owl. 
Blackest of black-letter fowl — 
Bigot bird that hates the light, 
Foe to all that 's feir and bright ! 
Seize his quills (so form'd to pen 
Books that shun the search of men^« 
Books that frr from every eye. 
In ^swelter'd venom sleeping** lie !) 
Stick them in, betvTeen the two, 
Proud pea-hen and old cuckoo ! 

Now you have the triple feather. 
Bind the kindred stems together 
With a silken tie whose hoe 
Once was brilliant buff and blue ; 
Sullied now — alas ! how much ! — 
Only fit for Y-rm— th's touch, 
lliere— enough — thy taak is done ; 
Present worthy G— ob's son ! 
Now, beneath, in letters neat. 
Write ** I iBRTB," and all *b eompleu. 



EXTRACTS 

VROM THE DIARY OP A POLITIOIAII. 

WUnesdoy 
Through M-noh-st-r Square took a canter joK 

now- 
Met the old ydhw dWirioC, and made a low bow. 
This I did, of coune, thinking 't was loyal and eiviU 
Bat got such a look—oh^ 't ^«aVdbuE^vk^dBSfe.^ss«^^ 
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How unlucky ! — incog, he was travelling about, 
And I, like a noodle, must go find him out I 

JIfem.— When next by the old yellow chariot I ride, 
To remember there is nothing princely inside. 

Tlturtdaif. 
At Levee to-day made another sad blunder — 
What can be come over me lately, I wonder? 

The P E was as cheerful as if, all his life 

He had never been troubled with Friends or a Wife — 
"Fine weather," says he — to which I, who mugt prate, 
Answer'd, "Yes, Sir, but changeable rather, of late." 
He took it, I fear, for he look'd rather gruff. 
And handled his new pair of whiskers so rough, 
That before all the courtiers I fear'd theyM come off. 
And then, Lord ! how Geramb would triumjrfuuitly 
scoff! 

Mem, To bay for aon Dicky some unguent or lotion 
To nouriah his whiskers— sure road to promotion!' 

Saturday. 
Laat night a concert— vastly gay — 
Given by Lady C-stl-r — gh. 
My Lord loves music, and, we know. 
Has two strings always to his bow. 
In chusing songs, the R-q-nt named 
"Had la heart /or falsehood framed" 
While gentle H-rtf-rd begg'd and prey*d 
For " Young lam, and sore afraid.** 



KING CRACK* AND HIS IDOLS. 

Written after ike late Negotiation for a new 

M-nr^ry. 

Kino Craok was the best of all possible kings 
(At leaat so his courtien would swear to you 
gladly,) 

But Crack now and then would do het'rodox things. 
And, at last, look to worshipping Images sadly. 

Some broken-down Idols, that long had been placed 

In his Father's old Cabinet, pleased him so much 
That he knelt down and worshipp'd, though — such 
was his taste! 
They were monstrous to look at and rotten to 
touch! 

And these were the beautiful Gods of King Crack! — 
Till his people, disdaining to wonhip such things, 
Cried aloud, one and all, "Come, your Godships 
must pack — 
You will not do for tu, though you may do for 
Kingsr 



1 England is not the only country where merit of this kind 
is noticed and rewardc*d. ' " I remember," says Tavemier, 
** to have seen one of the Kins of Persia's porters, whoso 
mustachios were so long that he could tie them behind hin 
neck, for which reason ho had a double pension." 

2 One of those antediluvian princes with whom Manetho 
and Whiston SAcni so intimately acquainted. If we had 
the Memoirs of Thoth, from which Manetho compiled bi« 
history, we shoald find, I dare say, that Crack was only a 
Regent, and that he, perhaps, succeeded Typhon, who (a^ 
Witiston sayd) was tno last I.in^ of tho snlcdiluvian dy- 
nast?. 



Then trampling the gross Idols under their feet. 
They sent Crack a petition, beginning, "GtmI 
Caesar! 
We are willing to worship, but only entreat 
That you 'U find us some decenier Godhead thta 
these are." 

**ril try," says King Crack— then they funuah'd 

him models 

Of better shaped Gods, but he sent them all back ; 

Some were chiseird too fine, some had heada 'atead 

of noddles. 

In short, they were all much too godlike for CaAOx! 

So he took to his darling old Idols again, 
And, just mending their legs and new bromiqg 
their faces. 
In open defiance of gods and of men, 
Set the monsters up grinning once more in diair 
places ! 



WREATHS FOR THE MINISTERS. 

AN ANACREONTIC. 

Hither, Flora, Queen of Flowers ! 
Haste thee from old 6rompton*s bowen— 
Or (if sweeter that abode,) 
From the King's well-odour'd Road, 
Where each little nursery bod 
Breathes the dust and quafis the mud ! 
Hither come, and gaily twine 
Brightest herbs and flowers of thine 
Into wreaths for those who rule iia— 
Those who rule and (some say) fool tia : 
Flora, sure, will love to please 
England's Household Deities !' 

First you must then, willy-nilly. 
Fetch me many an orange IHy — 
Orange of the darkest dye 
Irish G-ff-rd can supply ! 
Choose me out the longest sprig. 
And stick it in old Eli>-n*s wig ! 

Find me next a poppy-posy. 
Type of his harangues so dozy, 
Garland gaudy, dull and cool. 
For the head of L-v-rp — L I — . 
*T w^in console his brilliant brows 
For that loss of laurel boughs 
Which they suffered (what a pity !) 
On the road to Paris City. 

Next, our C-stl-r — oh ttf crown,^ 
Bring mc, from the County Down, 
Withered shamrocks, which have bees- 
Gilded o'er to hide the Green — 
(Such as H — df — t brought away 
From Pall-Mall last Patrick's Daf.*) 

1 The ancients, in like manner, crowned their lares, or 
household gods. — See Juvenal, sat. 9. ▼. 138. Plotardi loo 
ti-li« UR that household ffod« wore then, as th«y ars now, 
" much given to wiir and penal statute*.** (fivvwl'iic »«« 

jroivi/uou; {xi^ovs(. 

2 Certain tinsel imitations of the Shamrock, whioh ars 
:': •'riiuiiwd l.y ilic x rxanj* ofC ■ -n IlouM every PatiickV 

(lav. 
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Stitch the garland through and through 

With shabby threads of every hue — 

And as, Goddess \—entre nou9 — 

His Lordship loves (though best of men) 

A Uttle torUtre now and then, 

Crimp the leaves, thou first of syrens ! 

Crimp them with thy curling-irons. 

That *s enough — away, away — 
Had I leisure, I could say 
How the oldest rose that grows 
Most be pluck'd to deck Old R-8B«— 
How the DocTOR*s brow should smile 
Crown*d with wreaths of camomile ! 
But time presses. — ^To thy taste 
I leave the rest ; so, prithee, haste ! 



THE NEW COSTUME OF THE MINISTERS. 

Nora monitra creaviL— Ovid. Mtt. lib. i. ver. 437. 

Havino sent off the troops of brave Miyor Camac, 
With a swinging horso-tail at each valorous back, 
And such hehnets — God bless ixs ! — as never deck'd 

any 
Male creature before, eicept Signer Giovanni — 
** Let 's see,'* said the R-g-nt (like Titus, perplex'd 
With the duties of empire,) *'whom tikdU I dress 

nextr» 
He looks in the ghss — ^but perfection is there. 
Wig, whiskers, and chin-tufls, all right to a hair;' 
Not a single ex-curl on his forehead he traces — 
For curls are like Ministers, strange as the case if. 
The faUer they are, the more firm in their pUoes. 

His coat he next views— but the coat who could 

doubt? 
Fpr his Y-RM — Tn*s ovim Frenchified hand cut it out ; 
Every packer and seam were made matters of statei 
And a grand Household Council was held on each 

plait! 

Then whom shall he dreas 7 Shall he new rig his 

brother, 
Great C-mb-el-nd's Duke, with some kickshaw or 

other? 
And kindly invent him more Christian-like shapes 
For his feather-bed neckcloths and pillory capes 7 
Ah ! no— here his ardour would meet with delays, 
For the Duke had been lately pack'd up in new Stays, 
8o complete for the winter, he saw very plain 
*T woold be derilish hard work to unpack him again ! 

So what 's to be done?— there *8 the Miniitirs, 

bless *em \ — 
Aa he made the puppets, why should n*t he dretB *em7 



** An excellent thought! — call the tailors — be nimble- 
Let Cum bring his spy-glass, and H-rtp-rd hor 

thimble ; 
While Y-rm — th shall give us, in spite of all quizzera, 
The last Parts cut with his true Gallic scissors.' 



It 



So saying, he calls C-stl-r— oH, and the rest 
Of his heavcn-bom statesmen, to come and be dreas'd. 
While Y-R-M— TH, with snip-like and brisk expedi- 
tion. 
Cuts up, all at once, a large Catholic Petition 

In long tailors' measures (the P K crying, " Well 

done !") 
And first puts in hand my Lord Chancellor Eli>-n. 



1 That model of prince*, the Emperor Coromodus, was 
partienlarlr luxariou* in' the dreainf and ornamenting of 
Bis hair. His conscience, however, would not tuffer him tn 
trust himself with a barber, and ho used, accordingly, to 
bnm off his beard. **Timore tonsoris," says Lampridiua. — 
(Hist. Aoffust. Scriptor.) The diraoluto iGlius Verus, too, 
was equally attentive to the decoration of his wif . — (See 
Jul. Capitolin.) Indeed, this was not the only princely 
trait in the character of Verus, as he had likewise a most 
baarty and dignified contempt for his wife. — Sea his insult- 
Ing answer la bar in SpartianiM. 



OCCASIONAL ADDRESS, 

For the Opening of the New Theatre of St. St-pk-^ 
intended to have been spoken by the Proprietor, m 
full Costume^ on the 2ith qf November. 

This day a New House, fpr your edification. 
We open, moat tliiuking and right-headed nation ! 
Excuac the materials — though rotten and bad. 
They *re the best that for money just now could be 

had ; 
And, if echo the charm of such houses should be, 
You will find it shall echo my speech to a T. 

Aa for actors, we 've got the old company yet. 
The aame motley, odd, tragi-comical set : 
And, considering they all were but clerka t' other day. 
It ia truly surprising how well they can play. 
Oar manager (he who in Ulster was nursed, 
And sung Erin go Bragh for the galleries first. 
But, on finding Pttt-interest a much better thing. 
Changed his note, of a sudden, to " Chd sans iks 

King!" 
Still wise as he 's blooming, and fat as he 'a clever, 
Himself and his speeches as lengthy aa ever« 
Here offers you still the full use of his breath, 
Your devoted and long-winded proser till death ! 

Yott remember, last season, when things went per- 
verse on, 
We had to engage (as a block to rehearse on) 
One Mr. V-ns-tt-rt, a good aort of person. 
Who *s alao employ' d for this season to pby 
In ** Raising the Wind," and ** the DevU to Pky." 
We expect too— at leaat we've been plotting and 

planninj^ 
To get that great actor from Liverpool, C-ni^-no; 
And, aa at the chrcua there 's nothing attracta 
Like a good single conAat brought in 'twixt the acta, 
If the Manager ahould, with the help of Sir P-pb-m, 
(Set up new diversions, and C-ns-ng ahoold stop *tm, 
Who knows but we *11 have to annountiB in the pa- 
pers, 
" Grand fight — second time— with additional capers." 
Be your taste for the ludicrous, humdrum, or sad. 
There is plenty of each in this houae to be had ; 
Where our Manager rulctli, there weeping will be, 
For a dead hcmd at tragedy always was he ; 
And there never was dealer in dagger and cup, 
Wh6 BO smilingly got all hia tragediea u.^. 



MOORB'S WORKS. 



His powen poor Ireiand will nerer foifot. 

And the widows of Walcheren weep o*er them yeC 

So much for the actors.— For secret machinery, 
Traps, and deceptions, and diifUng of sceneryy 
Y-RM — TH and Cum are the best we can find 
To transact all that trickery business behind. 
The former *s emploj'd too to teach us French jigs, 
Keep the wfaiskeis in curl, and look after |be wigk 

In taking my leave, now I We only to say 

A few Seats in the House, not as yet sold away, 

May be had of the Manager, Pat C-sTir-K^-OH. 



THE SALE OF THE TOOLS. 

Initrumenta r^ni. — ^Tacitus. 

Hkak *s a choice set of took for you, Gemmen and 

Ladies, 
They *11 fit you quite handy, whaterer your trade is 
(Except it be Cddnet-making — ^I doubt 
In that delicate service they are rather worn out ; 
Though their owner— bright youth ! — ^if he'd had his 

own will. 
Would have bungled away with them joyously still.) 
You can see they We been pret^ well hadCd — and, 

akck! 
What tool is there job after job will not hack 7 
Their edge is but dullish, it must be oonfess'd. 
And their temper, like Ell-nb*r— oh's, none of the 

best; 
But you'll find them good hard-woriung Tools, upon 

trying — 
Were it but for their brass, they are well worth the 

buying; 
They are famous for making liinds, sliders, and 

screeju. 
And they *re, some of them, ezoelleni Utmmg mtr 

chines ! 

The first Tool I *11 pot up (they call it a Chanodlor) 
Heavy concern to both purchaser and seller, — 
Though made of pig-iron, yet (worthy of note *t is) 
*T is ready to melt at a half>minute*s notice. 
Who bids? Gentle buyer! ^twill turn as thou 

shapest — 
'T will make a good thom-screw to torture a Papist ; 
Or else a cramp-iron, to stick in the wall 
Of some church that old women are fearful will (all ; 
Or better, perhaps (for I *m guessing at random,) 
A heavy drag chain for some Lawyer's old Tandem! 
Will nobody bid T It is cheap, I am sure, Sir — 
Once, twice — going, going — thrice — gone! — It is 

yours. Sir. 
To pay ready money you sha'n't be distreas'd. 
As a biU at hng date suits the CHANCBLLon best. 

Come, where *s the next Tool 7— CHi ! 't is here in a 

trice— 
This implement, Gemmen ! at first was a Vice — 
(A tenacious and close sort of Tool, that will let 
Nothing out of its grasp it once happens to get) — 
But it since has received a new coating of 7\n, . 
Bright enough for a Prince to behold himself in ! 



Come, what shall we any for it 7— 4)nskly ! bid on. 
We 'U the sooner get rid of it— goin^—qoite gone ! 
God be with it ! Such Tools, if not qnickly knocked 

down. 
Might at last cost their owner— how nmch? why, a 

C/TOIDfl. 

The next Tool I *11 set up has hardly had handsd or 
Trial as yet, and is also a Chancellor — 
Such dull things as these should be sold by the gross ; 
Yet, dull as it is, 't will be found to shave doae. 
And, Uke other close sbayen, some courage to gather 
This hlads first began by a flourish on leather! 
You shall have it for nothing — then, marvel vnth me 
At the terrible tinkering work there most be. 
Where aTool,8Uch as this is (I '11 leave you to judge it) 
Is placed by ill luck at the top of the Budget ! 



LITTLE MAN AND LITTLE SOUL. 

A BoOod to Oe 7\m« o/^'Tibere vxua Itttfe JU(m,aaJ 
he wooed a UtOe Maid; * dedicaUd to the Ri^ht Htm. 
Ch-rUsAib4. 



Arcades ambo 
Et eaiif-are paras. 



1813. 



Therk was a little Man, and he had n little Soul, 
And he said, ** Little Soul, let us try, try, try. 

Whether it *s within our reach 

To make up a little speech. 
Just between little you and little I, I, I, 
Just between little you and little I V* . 

Then said his little Soul, 
Peeping from her little hole, 
" I protest, little Man, you are stout, stout, stout. 
But, if *t is not uncivil. 
Pray tell me, what the devil 
Must our little, little speech be about, boot, boot. 
Must onr little, little speech be about 

The little Man look'd big. 
With the assistance of his wig. 
And he call'd his little Soul to order, order, order, 
Till she fear'd he *d make her jog in 
To jail, like Thomas Croggan, 
(As she was n't duke or earl) to reward her, ward bar, 
ward h«r. 
As she was n't duke or earl, to reward ber. 

The little Man then spoke, 
** Little Soul, it is no joke, 
For, as sure as J-ckt F-ll-r lovea n sup, sop, m% 
I win tell the Prince and People 
What I think of Church and Steeple, 
And my little patent plan to prop them up, up, np, 
And my little patent plan to prop them up.** 

Away then, cheek by jowl. 
Little Man and Little Soul 
Went, and spoke their little speech to a titlH tinfe, 
tittle. 
And the world all declare 
That this priggish little pair 
Never yet in all their lives look'd no litUe, little^ \^ }^ 
Never yet in all their lives look'd ao 
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REINFORCEMEMTS FOR LORD WEL- 
LINGTON. 



•uoiM]ii« tibi eommnndat Trojm penates, 



Hon e«pe fatorum comitof. — VirfU. 



1813. 



Afl lecraitB in these timee are lot euily got, 

And the Marshal trnui have them — ^praj, whj should 

we not. 
As the last snd, I grant it, tlw worst of oar loans to 

him, -^ 

Ship off the Ministry, body and bones to him 7 
There *8 not in all England, I *d Yenture to swear. 
Any men we could half so conreniently spare ; 
Aik), though they *ve been helping the Freneh for 

years past. 
We may thus make them usefiil to England at last 
C«8TL-R— <9U in our sieges might saTe some disgraces, 
Being used to the taking and keeping of fiaccM ; 
And Volunteer C-nn-ng, still ready for joining, 
Might show off his talent for sly undermining. 
Could the Household but spare us its glory and pride, 
Old H — DF — T at hom-woria again might be tried. 
And the Ch — f J-sT-cK make a bold charge at his 

side! 
While V-NS-TT-RT could victual the troops upon fidk, 
And the Doctor look after the baggage and sick. 

Nay, I do not see why the great R-o-nt himself 
Should, in times such as these, stay at home on the 

shelf: — 
Though through narrow defiles he 's not fitted to paM, 
Yet who could resist if he bore down en nuuse 7 
And, though oft, of an evening, perhaps he might prove, 
Like our bmve Spanish Allies, ** unable to move;**' 
Yet there 's one thing in war, of advantage unbounded. 
Which is, that he could not with ease hbtummnded! 

In my neit, 1 shall sing of their arms and equipment. 
At present no more but — good luck to the ^pment ! 



LORD WELUNGTON AND THE MINISTERS. 

1813. 
So, gently in peace Alcibiades smiled, 

While in baitle lie shone forth so terribly grand. 
That the emblem they graved on his seal was a child. 

With a thunderbolt placed in its innocent hand. 

Oh, Well;noton ! long as such Ministers wield 
Your magnificem arm, tlie same emblem will do ; 

For, while they 're in the Council and you in the Field, 
We *ve the babim in (Acm, and the thunder in you/ 



To the Editor of the Monung ChromeU. 

Sir, — ^In order to explain the following fragment, 
it is necessary to refer your readers to a late florid 
description of the Pavilion at Brighton, in the apart- 



ments of which, we are told, ** Fun, The 
Bird qf Royalty" is a principal ornament 

1 am. Sir, yours, etc 

Mum 



FUM AND HUM, 

The two Birds of RoyaJtty. 

One day the Chinese Bird of Royally, Fum, 
Thus accosted our own Bird of Royalty, Hum, 
In that Palace or China-shop (Brighton — which is kf; 
Where Fum had just come to pay Hum a short visit.— 
Near akin are these Birda, though they differ in nation ; 
(The breed of the Hums is as old as creation,) 
Both f\iil-craw'd Legitaaoates — both birds of prey. 
Both cackling and ravenous creatures, half way 
*Twixt the goose and the vulture, like Lord C-g- 

TL-R — OH ; 
While Fum deals in Mandarins, Bonies, Boliea — 
Peers, Bishops, and Punch, Hum, are sacred to thee! 
So congenial their tastes, that, when Fum first did 

light on 
The floor of that grand China-warehouse at Brighton, 
The lanterns, and dragons, and things round the dome 
Were so like what he lef>, ** Gad,** says Fum, ** Tm 

at home." — 
And when, turning, he saw Bishop L ok, 

**Zooks,itis,* 



*t 



Quoth the Bird, "yes — I know him — a Bonte, fay his 

phiz— 
And that jolly old idol he kneels to so low 
Can be none bat our round-about godhead, fat Fo !** 
It chanced, at this moment, the Episcopal Prig 
Was imploring the P e to dispense with his 

wig,* 
Which the Bird, overhearing, flew hi^ qIht his head. 
And some ToBiT-like marks of his patronage shed. 
Which so dimm*d the poor Dandy's idolatrous eye. 
That while FuM cried ** Oh Fo !** all the Court cried 

"Oh fie r 

But, a truce to digression. — ^These Birds of a feather 
Thus talk'd, t* other night, on State matters together — 
(The P ■ E just in bed, or about to depart for *t. 

His legs full of gout, and his arms fhU of ;) 

"I say, Hum,** s'-ys Fum— Fum, of course, spoke 

Chinese, 
But, bless you, that *s nothing — at Brighton one see* 
Foreign lingoes and Bishops translated with ease— 
** I say, Hum, how fares it with Royalty now? 
Is it up? is \l prime? is it spooney—or how ?*' 
(The Bird had just taken a Flashman's degree 
Under B E, Y tii, and young Mas- 



ter L- 



" As for us in Ptekin 



fi 



here a devil of s din 



From the bed-chamber came, where that long Man- 
darin, 

C-flTL-R— GH (whom Fum calls the Confudut of 
prose,) 

Was rehearsing a speech upon Europe*s repose. 

To the deep, double-bass of the &t idol*s noee ! 



1 The charnetar civen to tiw Spanish soldier, in Sir John 
Murray's nsraeraUo dss p stch 



1 In cbossqucnee of as old promiss that ho should bs 
allowed to wsar his own hair, whenerw be might h« ele> 
vatsd to a bishopriek by his R 1 H •«. 
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(Nota Bene. — His Lordship and L-v-rp — l come, 
In collateral lines, from the old Mother Huh, — 
C-STL-R— on a HuM-bug — L-v-RP — L a PIuM-dnim.) 
TTie speech being finish'd, out rush'd C-stl-r— oh. 
Saddled PIum in a hurry, and whip, spur, away ! 
Through the regions of air, like a Snip on his hobby. 
Ne'er paused till he lighted in St. Stephen's lobby. 



EPISTLE FROM TOM CRIB TO BIG BEN. 
Concerning wmefavi play in a late TranaacHon,^ 

" Ahl, mio Ben:" — Mctastasio.* 

What ! Ben, my old hero, is this your cenown ? 
Is this the new go ? — kick a man when he 's down ! 
When the foe has knock'd under, to tread on him 

then — 
By the fist of my &ther, I blush for thee, Ben ! 
•* Foul ! foul !" all the lads of the fancy exclaim — 
Charley Shock is electrified — Belcher spits 

flame — 
And MoLTNEux— 4iy, even Blacky, cries *' Shame '." 
lime was, when John Bull little difference spied 
Twixt the foe at his feet and the friend at his side ; 
When he found (such his humour in fighting nnd 

eating,) 
His foe, like his beef-steak, the sweeter for beating — 
Bat this conies, Master Ben, of your cuned foreign 

notions, 
Yoar trinkets, wigs, thingumbobs, gold lace, and lo- 
tions; 
Your noyaus, curacoas, and the devil knows what — 
(One swig of Bbte Rimi* is worth the whole lot !) — 
Your great and small crosses — (my eyes, what a 

brood! 
A cross-buttock from me would do some of them 

good!) 
Which hare spoil'd you, till hardly a drop, my old 

porpoise, 
Of pure English claret is left in your corpus ; 
And (as Jim says) the only one trick, good or bad, 
Of the fancy you 're up to, is fbhing^ my lad ! 
Hence it comes, — Box i an a, disgrace to thy page ! — 
Having floor'd, by good luck, the first sweU of the age, 
Having conquered the prime one, that nuWd us all 

round. 
You kicked him, old Ben, as he gasp'd on the ground ! 
Ay— just at the time to show spunk, if you 'd got any — 
Klck'd him, and jaw'd him, and lagg*d* him to 

Botany ! 
Oh, shade of the Cheesemonger!* you who, alas ! 
Doubled up, by the dozen, those Mounscers in brass, 
On that great day oi nulling, when blood Jay in lakes, 
When Kings held the bottle and Europe the stakes. 



1 Written noon afVer B — n-p rtA*i transportation lo St. 
IJeWna. 

8 Tom, \ Buppoie, wai " nwUted*' to lhi« motto by Mr. 
Jnekion, who, it ii weFi known, keeps the most learned 
company going. 

3 Gin. 4 Transport ed. 

5 A Life-Guardiroao, one of tkn Fsucy, who' dittin- 
gmshed himMlf, and wni killed in the memorable $tt-to at 
Waterloo. 



Look down upon Ben — see hhn dunghSl all o*er. 
Insult the fallen foe that can harm him no more. 
Out, cowardly spooney! — again and again. 
By the fist of my father, I blush for thee, Ben. 
To show the white feather is many men's doom. 
But, what of one feather? — Ben shows a wholePbane 



TO LADY HOLLAND, 

On Napcleon's Legacy of a Snuff-beae, 

Gift of the Hero, on his dying day. 
To her, whose pity watched, for ever nigfa ; 

Oh ! could he sec the proud, the happy ray. 
This relic lights up on her generous eye. 

Sighing, hcM feel how easy 't is to pay 
A friendship all his kingdoms could not bay. 



CORRESPOm>ENCE. 

Between a Lady and a Qenilemanj upon the 
tage of (what is called) ** having Law on mu^t 
Sider 

" Legge aurea, 
8* ei piace, oi lice.** 

THE GENTLEMAN'S PROPOSAL. 

Come, fly to these arms, nor let beanties so bloony 

To one frigid owner be tied ; 
Your prudes may revile, and yoar old ones look 
gloomy. 

But, dearest ! we've Law on our side. 

Oh ! think the delight of two lovers congenial. 

Whom no dull deconuns divide ; 
Their error how sweet, and their raptaraa how vemti. 

When once they've got Law on their aide ! 

'T is a thing that in every King's reign haa beandoaei 
too: 

Then why should it now be decried 7 
If the Father has done it, why shouldn't the Son too? 

For so argues Law on our side ! 

And, even should our sweet violation of duty 

By cold-blooded jurors be tried. 
They can but bring it in ** a misfortune," my beac^ ! 

As long as we've Law on our side. 

THE LADY'S ANSWER. 

Hold, hold, my good Sir ! go a little more siowly ; 

For, grant me so faithless a bride. 
Such sinners as we are a little too louiy. 

To hope to have Law on our side. 

Had you been a great Prince, to whose stat ■hi«i^ 
o'er 'em 
The People should look for their guide, 
Then your Highness (and welcome!) migbt ^if % 
down decorum — 
You'd always have Law on your aide. 

Were you even an old Marquis, in miachief growa 
hoary, 
Whoso heart, though it long ago died 
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To ibt jiUasurti of fice, ia alive to its glory — 
Vou gtill wouJd have Law on your side ! 

But for youj Sir, crizn. con. is a path full of troubles; 

By my advice therefore abide. 
And leave the pursuit to those Princes and Nobles 

Who have »uch a Law on their side ! 



HORACE, ODE XL LIB. U. 
Predy TrandaUd by O. R.* 

K?0MI, Y-WLU — TH, my boy, never trouble your brains 

Abo«it what your old croney, 

The Empkroe Bonky, 
b doing or brewing on Muscovy*s plains : 
' Nor tremble, my lad, at the state of our granaries ; — 

Should there come famine, 

Still plenty to cram in 
You always shall have, my dear Lord of the Stana- 



Brisk let us revd, while revel we may ; 

* For the gay Uoom of fifty soon passes away, 

And then people get fat, 
And infirm, and — all that, 

* And a wig (I confess it) so clumsily sits, 
Tliat it firightens the little Loves out of their wits. 

* Thy whiskers, too, Y-em — TU ! — alas, even they, 

Though so rosy they bum. 
Too quickly must turn 
(What a heart-breaking chance for thy whiskers !) to 
Geky. 

* Then why, my Lord Warden ! oh ! why should you 

fidget 
Your mind about matters you don't understand ? 
Or why should you write yourself down for an idiot. 
Because **you,** forsooth, '*kave the pen m your 
handr 
Think, think how much better 
Than scribbling a letter 

(Which both you and I ^ 

Should avoid, by the by) — 

* How much pleasanter 't is to sit under the bust 

Of old CuAELY, my friend here, and drink like a 
new one; 



1 This and the followin;^ are extractud from a work 
(which may ■ome liiue ur other tueoi the eye of the public) 
entitlsd, " Odes of Iloracn, dune into English by soveral par- 
of fashion." 

3 Quid bellicotus Cantaber et 9cytha, . 
Hirpine Uuincti, eog'iietf Adria 
Divitui objecto, rumittaa 
Quaerere. 

3 Noc trcpido* in uaum 
Poacentis icvi pauca. 

4 — — Fuf it retro 
Lefis jttvontaa et decor. 

5 Pellsnta lascivoa amores 
Oanitie. 

6 Nsque uno Luna rukem nitet 

Vultu. 

7 Qnid ateroia mtntrtm 

CoosUiia animum faligaa 1 

8 Cor non nib alia vol platano, vel hac 
Fu»u jaosntes aic tsmore ■ ■ 



While Charley looks sulky and frowns at me, just 
As the ghost in the pantomime frowns at Don 
Juan ! 

* To crown us, Lord Warden ! 
In C-HB-RL-ND*8 garden 

Grows plenty of monk* 8-hood$ in venomous sprigs ; 

While Otto of Roses, 

Refreshing all noses. 
Shall sweetly exhale from our whiskers and wigs. 

* What youth of the Household will cool our noyai 

In that streamlet delicious. 
That, down 'midst the dishes, 
All full of good fishes 
Romantic doth flow ? — 
■ Or who will repair 

Unto M Sq e , 

And see if the gentle Marcheaa be there 7 
Go— bid her haste hither, 

* And let her bring with her 

The newest No- Popery Sermon that 's going — 

* Oh ! let her come with her darii tresses flowing. 
All gentle and juvenile, curiy and gay, 

In the manner of Ackermann's Dreoses for May! 



HORACE, ODE XXU. LIB. I. 
Fredy trandated by Lord ELd—n, 

* The man who keeps a conscience pure 

(If not his own, at least his Prinoe*s,) 
Hirough toil and danger walks secure, 
Looks big, and black, and never wintes ! 

* No want has he of sword or dagger, 

Cock'd hat or ringlets of Geeamb ; 
Though Peers may laugh, and Papists swagger. 
He does not care one single d-mn ! 

* Whether 'midst Irish chairmen going, 

Or, through St Giles's alleys dim, 



roaa 



Canoa odorati capilloa 

Dum licet, Aisyriaqoe nardo 
Potamua uncti. 



Qui* paer ocyaa 



Restiofuet ardentis Paiemi 
Poculu prtetereunU lymph* t 

Quia oliciet domo 

Lyden 1 



MatareL 



Eburna die age eiun lyra (qo. Iisr-a) 



Incomtam Laevnv 

More comam roligata nodum. 

Integer vito) accloriitque purus. 

Non egot Mauri jaculia neqne area 
Nee venenatiii gravida aagittis 
Pusce, pharetra. 



8 Sivo per Byrteia iter eatuos.ifl, 
Sire facturua per inhoapitaleni 
Caucaaum. vel que Iocs fabulosua 
Lambit Hydaapea. 
The noble translator had. at first, laid the aeene of thsss 
imagined dangers of his man of conacience among tbo pa- 
piata of Spain, and hnd tmiulated the words "qua loea 
fatul0»us lambit Hydaspes*' thiia— **The/aMlii|^8Maiani 
liehs the Prench ;" but, recollecting that it ia oar tntsraac 
just now to be respectful to Saanish catholica (though thars 
If certainly no earthly reason for our being eveo commoaly 
civil to lri$h ones,) bo altered the paaaage aa it atands sc 
prsaent. 



MOORFS WOgKS. 



'Mid dranken Sheelahs, bhuting, blowing, 
No matter — 't is aU one to him. 

' For instance, I, one evening late, 

Upon a guy vacation sally. 
Singing the praise of Church and State, 

Got (God knows how) to Cranboome- Alley 

When lo ! an Irish Papist darted 
Across my path, gaunt, grim, and big — 

I did bat frown, and off he started. 
Scared at me without my wig ! 

* Yet a more fierce and raw-boned dog 

Goes not to mass in Dublin City, 
Nor shakes his brogue o*er Allen's Bog, 
Nor spouts in Catholic Committee i 

* Oh ! place me 'midst O'Rourkks, OToolss, 

The ragged rojral blood of Tara ; 
Or place me where Dick M-et-n rules, 
"The houseless wilds of Connkmaea ; — 

* Of Church and State I'll warble still, 

Though eren Dick M-et-n*s self should gramble; 
Sweet Church and state, like Jack and Jill, 

* So lovingly upon a hill — 

Ah ! ne'er like Jack and Jill to tumble ! 



HORACE, ODE I. IJB. HI. 

A PEAGMENT. 

Odi profanum volgua et aroeo. 
Faveie lin^ii: carmins non prius 
Audita, Musarum nesntos, 
Virginibiw, poerisqiie canto. 
Regain trensttdoruin in proprioi greges, 
Reges in iiMot imperium est Jovis. 

1813. 

I BATE thee, oh Mob ! as my kdy hates delf ; 
To Sir Francis I'll give up thy claps and thy hisses, 

1 Naroqiw me syWa lupiu in Sabina, 
Dum mcam canto Lalafen, et ultra 
Terraioum eaiia vafor expeditna, 
Fufit inermem. 

I cannot help calling the reader's attention to the peculiar 
ingenuity with which these linea are paraphrased. Not to 
mention the hapoy conversion of the wolf into a papist 
(leeinf that RomaluB wai Buckled by a wolf, that Rome wai 
loundM by Romulus, and that the rope baa always reigned 
at Rome,) there ii lomcfhing particularly n«at insoppoeing 
"ultra fenainoro" to mean racation-time ; and then the 
modtwt eonnciounoM with wliich the noble and learned 
translator hat avoided touching upon the words ** curia ex- 
peditMg** (or, as it baa been otherwise read, emiuis expedi- 
tiW*) and tho rulicitoui idea of hi« being " inermis*' when 
" without his wis,** are altogether th^ mo«it delectable spe- 
eimena of parapnraae in our language. 

9 Quale portentnm neqne militarts 
Daunia in latia alit eaculetis, 
NbC JuImb tellns generat, leonum 
Arids nutrix. 

3 Pone me pifria ubi nulla campis 
Arbor cativa recreatur sura : 
Quod latoa mondi, nebols, malosque 

Jupiter orget. 
I most hers remark, that the said Dick M-st-n bsins a 
Tsry good fellow, it wss not at all fair to make a " malua 
Ju|i^toff** of him. 

4 Dulce rident^ln Lalsgen amabo, 

<4>uloe loqoratem. 

& There cannot be imagined a more happy ilhurtration of 



Leave old Magna Charta to shift for Hself, 
And, like Gt-dw-n, write books for young 
and misses. 
Oh! it is not high rank that can make the bean 
merry. 
Even monarchs themselves are not free &om mis 
hap; 
Though the Lords of Westphalia must quake before 
Jerry, 
Poor Jerry himself has to quake before Nap 



HORACE, ODE XXXYID. UB. L 

A rEAGMBNT. 

Trandated by a Treaaury Clerk, loAtZs wakmg 
nerfor the Right Hon. O^—rge 

Peryicna odi, poor, apparatua: 
Displiceot n<>i» pliilyra corona. 
MiUe Btctari Rosa fa* loe*rmm 
Sera tmaretur. 



Boy, tell the Cook that I hate all nick-BaAkenea, 
FVicassees, vol-au-vents, puffin and gii»«nekenea« — 
Six by the Horse-Guards !— K>ld Georgy is late 
But come — ^lay the taUe-cloth — sounds ! do not 
Nor stop to inquire, while the dinner is staying. 
At which of his places Old R — sk is delaying !* 



TO 



Moria pur qnando vuol, non d bbogna mutar ni Ikctia ni 
▼oee per easer on Angelo. * 



Die when you will, you need not wear 
At heaven's court a form more fair 
Than Beauty here on earth has giTen ; 



ihi) inaeparability of Church and Stste, snd their (what ■ 
dklled) " standing and falling together," than thia wieieat 
apologue of Jack and Jill. Jack, of courae, reprsssols 
the State in thia ingenious little allegory, 

Jack fell down, 

And broke hia Croum, 

And Jill came tumbling after. 
1 The literal cloaeneaa of the reraioa here eairaoC bat be 
admired. The trnnalator haa added a long, erudite, 
flowery note upon Re»e$^ of which I can merely gire ai . 
cimen at present. In the firat plaen, he ransacka the II#m- 
rtam PeHUenm of the Persian poet Sadi, with the hope of 
finding aome Political Roaea, to match the gentleman in the 
tpxt— ^>ut in vain : he then telle ua that Cicero aoeuaed Vcr- 
reaof repoaing upon acuabion '^Melitenai r0sm /arlaai,** 
which, from tlm odd mixture of worda, he auppoeea to be a 
kind of Jrisk Bed of Rnaes, like Lord CaaUereagh'a. The 
learned clerk next favours ua with aome remarka opoo a 
well-known punning epitaph on fair Roaaronod, and ex- 

E'eainee a moat loyal hope, that, if " Roaa munda** meaui *' a 
oae with clean hand*,** it may be found applicable to tJw 
VLight Hononrable Rme in queation. He tli«n dwelb at 
some length upon the ** Roaa saraa,** which though de- 
Bcriptire, m one B<>nae, of the old Treaaary Slateeman, yc% 
sa being conaecrnted and worn by the Pope, muat, of ooofae, 
not be brought into the anme atmoaphere with Mm. Laally, 
in reference to the worda "old Roae," he winds op with 
the pathetic lamentation of the poet, "cooesnaiaae Roasa.** 
The whole note, indeed, ahowa a knowladga of Roaoa that 
ia Quite edifying. 

3 The words addrr^acd by Lord Herbert of Cbcthary, u% 
the heantifol nun at Murann. — See hia Life. 
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Keep bat the lovely look* we 9 t » — 
The Toice we hear— end you will be 
An angel rtady-made for heaven ! 



IMPROMPTU. 

Uptm hemg dbUged to leave a pteamnU party, from the 
want of a pair Brtechtt to dreufor IHnner in, 

, 1810. 
BETwnN Adam and me the great difference ia, 

Though a paradiae each haa been forced to reaign. 
That he never wore breechea till tura'd out of hia, 
While, for want of my breechea, I 'm baniah*d from 
mine. 



WHAT'S MY THOUGHT LIKE ? 

QuuL — ^Wht ia a Pump like Yiacount C4tl-a^-gh? 

Antw. — Becanae it ia a alender thing of wood. 
That up and down ita awkward arm doth away. 
And coolly spout, and spout, and spout away. 

In one weak, waahy, everlaating flood ! 



EPIGRAM.' 

••What news to-day T* — ** Oh ! worse and woi 

M— c ia the Pe ■*■ Prhry /nrse !" 

The Pe ^k's Purse / no, no, you fool. 

You mean the Pe k*s Ridicule / 



EPIGRAM. 

DMogwe between a CathoHc Ddegale an^ Hi J^3f4 
JJ-ghn^ the D-ke qf C-^b-ri^nd, 

Said his Highness to Ned, with that grim face of his, 
••Why refuse us the Veto, dear Catholic Nkdot ?"— 

•• Because, Sir,** said Ned, looking full in his phiz, 
'* You ^refmitiddiHg enough, in all conscience, al- 
«eadyr 



EPIGRAM. 

Dialogue he h eee n a Dowager and her Maid on the 
Night of Lord Y'rm^-1h*9 Fete. 

•• I WANT the Court-Guide," said my Lady, ••to look 
If the house, Seymour Place, be at 30 or SO.**— 

We *?e loa^ the Couri'Chiide, Ma*am, but here *b the 
RedBook, 

Where you'll find, I dare aay, Seymewr Placss hi 
• plenty !** 



. EPIGRAM. 

FEOM THE PEBNCH. 

•• I NETEE'gtve a kiss," aays Pnie, 

•• To naughty man, for I abhor it** 
She will not give a kiss 't is trae — 

She Ml tola; one, though, and thank you for it. 

I Thi« in tt kom-mot, sttributefi, f know not how tral?, to 
t!tf Pr-mc ■■ or W-L-s. I hare merely Tsraifled it. 

^ D . 



ON A SQUmnNG POETESS. 

To no one Muse does she her glance confine. 
But has an eye, at once, to aU the nine! 



THE TORCH OF LIBERTY. 

I SAW it all in Fancy's glass — 
Herself the (air, the wild magician. 

That bid this splendid day-dream pass. 
And named each gliding apparition. 

*T was like a torch race — auch aa they 
Of Greece perform'd, in ages gone. 

When the fleet youths in long array, 
Psn'd the bright torch triumphant on 

I saw the expectant nations stand 
To catch the coming flame in turn — 

I saw, from ready hand to hand. 
The clear but struggling glory bora. 



And, oh ! their joy, aait came 

'T waa in itself a joy to aee 
While Fancy whisper'd ii> my ear 

"That torch they paas is liberty !** 

And each, as she received the flame. 

Lighted her altar with its ray. 
Then, smiling to the next who came. 

Speeded it on its sparkling way. 

F^rom Albion first, whose ancient shrine 
Was flirniah'd with the fire already, 

Columbia caught the spark diTine, 
And lit KfUane like Albion's— steady 

The splendid gift then Gallia took. 
And, like a wild ^acchante, raising 

The brand aloft, its sparkles shook. 
As she would set the world a-blazing. 

And, when she fired her altar, nigh 

It flashed into tb^ redd'ning air 
So fierce, that Albion, who stood high. 

Shrunk, almost blinded by the glare ! 

Next, Sf AiN«— so new was light to her^ 
Leap'd at the torch ; but, ere the spark 

She flung upon her shrine could stir, 
*T was quench'd and all again was dark 

Yet no—not quench'd — a treasure worth 
So much to mortals rarely dies. — 

Again her living light look*d forth. 
And shone, a beacon, in all eyes. 

Who next received the flame? — Alas ! 

Unworthy Naples — shame of shames 
That ever through such hands should pass 

That brightest of all earthly flames ! 

Scarce had her fingerB touch'd the toiiph. 
When, frighted by the sparks it shed. 

Nor waiting e'en to feel the scorch. 
She dropp'd it to the earth— «nd fled. 

And fallen it might have long remain'd, 
But Greece, who saw Vax x!D«3i«Bi«c». '««s<« 
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Caught up the prize, though prostrate, Btmin'd, 
And waved it round her beauteous brow. 

And Fancy bid me mark where, o*er 

Her altar as ita flame ascended. 
Fair laurell'd spirits aeem*d to soar. 

Who thus in song their voices blended : — 

" Shine, shine for ever, glorious flame, 

Divinest gift of God to men ! 
From Greece thy earliest splendour came, 

To Greece thy ray returns agiin ! 

•* Take, Freedom ! take thy radiant round — 
When dimm'd, revive — when lost, return ; 

'mi not a shrine through eaith bo found. 
On which thy glories shall not bum ! 



EPILOGUE. 

Last night, as lonely o*er my fire I sat. 
Thinking of cues, starts, exits, and— all that, 
And wondering much what little knavish sprite 
Had put it first in women's heads to write :— 
Sadden I saw — as in some witching dream — >, 
A bright-blue glory round my book-case beam, 
Fh>m whose quick-opening folds of azure light. 
Out flew a tiny form, as small and bright 
As Puck the Fairy, when he pops his head, 
Some sunny morning, from a violet bed. 
** Bless me !" I starting cried, ** what imp are you 7** — 
** A small he-devil. Ma'am — my name Bas Blku — 
A bookish sprite, much given to routs and reading : 
'T is I who teach your spinsters of good breeding 
The reigning taste in chemistry and caps. 
The last new bounds of tuckers and of maps, 
And, when the waltz has twirl'd her giddy brain, 
With metaphysics twirl it back again ! 

I view'd him, as he spoke — ^his hose were blue. 
His wings — the covers of the last Review — 
Ceralean, border'd with a jaundice hue. 
And tinsellM gaily o'er, for evening wear, 
Till the next quarter brings s new-fledged pair. 
"Inspired by me — (pursued this waggish Fairy) — 
That best of wives and Sapphos, Lady Mary, 
Votary alike of Crispin and the Muse, 
Makes her own splay-foot epigrams and shoes. 
For me the eyes of young Camilla shine, 
And mingle Love's blue brilliances with mine ; 
For me she sits apart, from coxcombs shrinking, 
Lobks wise — ^the pretty soul! — and tkuJtB she's 

thinking. 
By my advice Miss Indigo attends 
Lectures on Memory, and assures her friends, 
*'Pon honour! — {tnumcki) — nothing can surpass the 

plan 
Of that professor— (Irytn^ lo reooBecC)— psha ! that 

memory-man-— 
That — what 's his name? — ^him I attended lately — 
Ton honour, he improved my memory greatly.* 



n 



Here, curtseying low, I ask'd the blue-legg'd sprite. 

What share he had in this our play to-night. 

** Nav, there — (he cried)— tliere I am guiltless quit*— 



What ! choose a heroine from that Gothic time. 
When no one walu'd, and none but monks could 

rhyme; 
When lovely woman, all unschool'd and wild, 
Blush'd without ait, and without culture smiled — 
Simple as flowers, while yet uncloss'd they shone, 
Eire Science cali'd their brilliant world her own. 
Ranged the wild rosy things in learned orders. 
And fiU'd with Greek the garden's blushing bor 

dew? — 

No, no— your gentle Inss will not do- 
To-morrow evening, when the Ugfats bum Uae, 
I 'U come— (pointing downwards) — you understand 

till then adieu !" 

And has the sprite been here 7 No— jests apart — 
Howe'er man rules in science and in art. 
The sphere of woman's glories is the heart. 
And, if our Muse have sketch'd with pencil trae 
The wife — the mother — firm, yet gentle too— 
Whose soul, wrapp'd up in ties itself hath span, 
Trentbles, if touch'd in the remotest one ; 
Who loves — yet dares even Love himself diaown. 
When honour's broken shaft supports his throne : 
If such our Ina, she may scorn the evils. 
Dire as they are, of Critics and — Bine Devils. 



TO THK MEMOftT OF 

JOSEPH ATKINSON, ESa OF DUBLIN. 

If ever life was prosperously cast. 
If ever life was like the lengthen'd flow 

Of some sweet music, sweetness to the last, 
*Twas his who, moum'd by many, sleeps below. 

The sunny temper, bright were all its strifb, 
The simple heart that mocks at worldly wiles, 

light wit, that plays along the calm of life. 
And stire its languid surface into smiles ; 

Pure charity, that comes not in a shower. 
Sudden and loud, oppressing what it feeds. 

But, like the dew, with gradual silent power. 
Felt in the bloom it leaves among the meads ; 

The happy grateful spirit, that improves 
And brightens every gift by fortune given. 

That, wander where it will with those it loves. 
Makes every place a home, and home a heaven: 

All these were his. — Oh ! thou who read'st this stoe 
When for thyself, thy children, to the skj 

Thou humbly prayest, ask this boon alone. 
That ye like him may live, like him may die ! 



EPITAPH ON A WELL-KNOWN POET 

Benkath these poppies buried deep. 
The bones of Bob the Bard lie hid ; 

Peace to his manes ; and may he sleep 
As soundly as his readers did ! 

Through every sort of verse meandering. 
Bob went without a hitch or fall. 

Through Epic, Sapphic, Alexandrine, 
To verse that was no verse at all ; 
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TUl fiodon haTiog done enough, 
To make a bard at leatt abturd. 

And give his readers quantum tuff. 
He took to praiaing Geoige the Thiid : 

And now, in virtue of his crown. 

Dooms us, poor whigs, at once to slanghlwr; 
Like DoneUan of bad renown. 

Poisoning os all with laurel-water. 

And yet at times some awkward qualms he 
Pelt about leaving honour's track ; 

And though he *s got a butt of Malmaey, 
It may not save him from a sack. 

Death, weary of so dull a writer. 

Put to his works a finis thus. 
Ob ! may the earth on him lie lighter 

Than did his quartos upon us ! 



THE SYLPH'S BALL. 

A Stlfh, as gay as ever sported 
Her figure through the fields of air. 

By an old swarthy Gnome was courted. 
And, strange to say, he won the fiur. 

The annals of the oldest witch 

A pair so sorted could not show- 
But how refuse 7 — the Gnome was rioh. 
The Rothschild of the world below ; 

And Sylphs, like other pretty creatines. 
Learn from their mammss to consider 

JiOTe as an anctioneer of features. 
Who knocks them down to the best bidder. 

Home she was taken to his mine— 
A palace, paved with diamonds all — 

And, proud as Lady Gnome to shine, 
Sent out her tickets for a ball. 

The lonoer world, of course, was there, 
And all the best ; but of the upper 

The sprinkling was but shy and rare— 
A few old Sylphids who loved supper. 

As none yet knew the wondrous lamp 
Of Davy, that renown*d Aladdin, 

And the Gnome's halls exhaled a damp. 
Which accidents from fixe were bad in ; 

The chambers were supplied with light 
By many strange, bat safe devices: — 

Laige fire-flies, such as shine at night 
Among the Orient's flowers and spices : 

Musical flint-mills — swiftly play*d 
By elfin hands — that, flashing round. 

Like some bright glancing minstrel maid. 
Gave out, at once, both light and sound ; 

Bologna-stones, that drink the sun 
And water from that Indian sea. 

Whose waves at night like wild-fire ran, 
Cork*d up in crystal carefully ; 

Glow-worms, that round the tiny dishes, 
UVe little light-hoQses, were set up; 



And pretty phosphorescent fishes, 
Tliat by their own gay light were eat up. 

*Mong the few guests from Ether, oame 
. That wicked Sylph, whom Love we cal. — 
My Lady knew him but by name. 
My Lord, her husband, not at alL 

Some prodent Gnomes, 't is said ^prized 
That he was coming, and, no doubt 

Alarm'd about his torch, advised 
He should, by all means, be kept out. 

But others disapproved this plan, 

And, by his flame though somewhat frighted. 
Thought Love too much a gentleman. 

In such a dangerous place to light it 

However, then he waa— and Hanging 
With the &ir Sylph, light as a feather: 

They look'd like two young sunbeams, glaneiiig; 
At daybreak, down to earth together. 

And all had gone off safe and well. 
But for that plaguy torch — whose light. 

Though not yet kindled, who could tell 
How soon, how devilishly it migld 7 

And so it chanced — which in those dari[ 
And fireless halls, was quite amaxing. 

Did we not know how small a spark 
Can set the torch of Love a-blazing. 

Whether it came, when close entangled 
In the gay wahx, from her bright eyes, 

Or from the 2ifecio2e, that spangled 
Her locks of jet — ^is all surmise. 

Ceitthi it is, the ethereal girl 

IHd drop a sparlt, at some odd turning. 
Which, by the waltz's windy whirl. 

Was fann'd up into actual buniing. 

Oh for that lamp's metallic gaose — 
That curtain of protecting wirfr— 

Which Davy delicately draws 
Around illicit, dangerous fire ! — 

The wall he sets 'twixt flame and air 

(like that which barr'd young Thisbe's bliss,) 

Through whose small holes this dangerous pair 
May see each other but not kiss.* 

At first the torch look'd rather bluely— 
A sign, they say, that no good boded— 

Then quick the gas became unruly, 
And, crack ! the ball-room all exploded. 

Sylphs, Gnomes, and fiddlers, mii'd together, 
With all their aunts, sons, cousins, nieces, 

like butterflies, in stormy weather, 
Were blown — legs, wings, and tails — to pieces 

While, 'mid these victims of the torch. 
The Sylph, alas ! too, bore tie^ part— 

Foond lying, with a livid scorcb. 
As if from lightning, o'er tier heart ! 
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**WeU done!" a laaghing goblin «ud. 
Escaping from this gaseous strife ; 

" *T is not the fir^ time Love has made 
A liauhup in connubial life.** 



REMONSTRANCE. 

Af^ a eonvenation taih L — d J R , in 

tohich he had intimated some Idea of giving up all 
political pursuits. 

What! thou, with thy genius, thy youth, and thy 
name — 

Thou, born of a Russel — whose instinct to run 
The accustom'd career of thy sires, is the same 

As the eaglet's, to soar with his eyes on the sun ! 

Whose nobility comes to thee, stamp'd with a seal. 
Far, far more ennobhng than monarch e'er set ; 

With the blood of thy race offer'd up for the weal 
Of a nation that swears by that martyrdom yet ! 

Shalt thou be faint-hearted and turn firom the strife. 
From the mighty arena where all that is grand, 

And doTOted, and pure, and adomin;^ in life. 
Is for high-thouglited spirits, like thine, to com- 
mand? 

Oh no, never dream it — while good men despair 
Between tjrrants and traitors, and timid men bow. 

Never think, for an instant, thy country can spare 
Such a light from her dark'ning horizon as thou ! 

With a spirit as meek as the gentlest of those 
Who in Ufe's sunny valley lie shelter'd and warm ; 

Vet bold and heroic as ever yet rose 
To the top cliA of Fortune, and Ineasted her 
storm; 

With an ardour for liberty, fresh as in youth. 
It first kindles the bard, and gives life to hb lyre ; 

Yet mellow'd, even now, by that mildness of troth 
Which tempers, but chills not, the patriot fire ; 

With an eloquence — not like those rills from a height. 
Which sparide, and foam, and in vapour are o'er ; 

But a current that works out its way into light 
Through the fiU'ring recesses of thought and of lore. 

Thus gifted, thou never canst sleep in the shade; 

If the stirrings of genius, the music of fame. 
And the charms of thy cause have not power to per^ 
suade. 
Yet think how to freedom thou 'rt pledged by thy 
name. 

like the boughs of that laurel, by DelphTs decree, 
Set apart for the fane and its service divine, 

All the branches that spring from the old Russel tree, 
Are by liberty daim*d for the use of her shrine. 



EPITAPH ON A LAWYER. 

Here lies a lawyer— one whose mind 
(like that of all the lawyer kind) 
Resembled, though so grave and stately. 
The pupil of a cat's eye greatly; 



Which for the moosing deeds, triMictad 

In holes and comers, is well fitted, 
But which, in sunshine, grows contractedy 

As if 't vrould-^rather not admit it; 
As if, in short, a man would quite 

Throw time away who tried to let in a 
Decent portion of God's light 

On lawyers* mind or pussy's retina. 

Hence when he took to politics. 

As a refreshing change of evil. 
Unfit with grand affairs to mix 
His linle Nisi-Priug tricks, 

Like imps at bo-peep, play*d the devil ; 
And proved that when a snmll law wit 

Of statesmanship attempts the trial, 
'Tis hke a player on the kit 

Put all at once to a bass viol. 

Nay, even when honest (which he conM 
Be, now and then,) still quibUing daily. 

He serv'd his country as he would 
A client thief at the Old Bailey. 

But— do him justice— short and rare 

His wish through honest paths to roun ; 
Bom with a taste for the unfair. 
Where falsehood call'd, he still was there, 

And when least honest, most at home. 
Thus, shuffling, bullying, lying, creeping. 

He work'd his way up near the throne. 
And, long before he took the keeping 

Of the king*s conscience, lost his own. 



MY BIRTH-DAY. 



M 



Mt birth-day !**— What a difierent eoiind 
That word had in my youthful ears ! 
And how, each time the day comes round, 
L«ss and less white its mark appears ! 

When first our scanty yean are told. 
It seems like pastime to grow old ; 
And, as youth counts the shining links 

That time around him binds so fast. 
Pleased with the task, he little thinks 

How hard that chain will press at last. 

Vain was the man, and false as vain. 

Who said,' " were he ordain*d to run 
His long career of life again, 

He would do all that he had done.'*- 
Ah ! *t is not thus the voice that dwells 

In sober birth-days speaks to me ; 
Far otherwise— of time it tells 

Lavish*d unwisely, carelessly — 
Of counsel mock'd-— of talents, made 

Haply for high and pure designs, 
But oft, like Israel's incense, laid 

Upon unholy, earthly shrines— 
Of nursing many a wrong desire— 

Of wandering after Love too far. 
And taking every meteor fire 

That cross'd my pathway for hia 
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AH tbis H tells, and, could I trace 

The imperfect picture o*er igaio. 
With power to add, retouch, efface 

The lights and shades, the joy and pain. 
How little of the past would stay ! 
How quickly all should melt away- 
All — but that freedom of the mind 

Which hath been more than wealth to me ; 
Those friendships in my boyhood twined, 

And kept till now unchaxigingly i 
And that dear home, that saving ark. 

Where Love's true light at last I *ve found. 
Cheering within, when all grows dark. 

And comfortless, and stormy round ! 



FANCY. 

The more I 've view'd this world, the more I 've found 

That, fiird as 't is with scenes and creatures rare. 
Fancy commands, within her own bright round, 

A world of scenes and creatures far more fiur. 
Nor is it that her power can call up there 

A single charm that 's not from Nature won. 
No more than rainbows, in their pride, can wear 

A single tint unborrow'd from the sun — 
But *t is the mental medium it shines through, 
That lends to beauty all its charm and hue ; 
As the same light, that o*er the level lake 

One dull monotony of lustre flings. 
Will, entering in the rounded rain-drop, make 

Colours as gay as those on angels' wings ! 



LOVE AND HYMEN. 

Love had a fever — nc*er could close 
His httle eyes till day was breaking ; 

And whimsical enough. Heaven knows, 
The things he raved about while waking. 

To let him pine so were a sin — 

One to whom all the world *s a debtor — 
So Doctor Hymen was call'd in, 
• And Love that night slept rather better. 

Next day the case gave further hope yet. 
Though still some ugly fever latent ; — 

** Dose, as before" — a gentle opiate. 
For whicb old Hymen has a patent. 

After a month of daily call, 
So fast the dose went on restoring, 

That Love, who first ne*er slept at all. 
Now took, the rogue ! to downright noring. 



TRANSLATION FROM CATULLU& 

SwEiT Sirmie ! thou, the veiy eye 

Of all peninsulas and isles 
That in our lakes of silver lie. 

Or sleep, enwieethed by Neptune's 

How gladly back to thee I fly ! 

Still doubting, asking am it be 
That I have left Bithynia's sky, 

And gaxe in safety upon thee 7 



Oh ! what is happier than to find 
Our hearts at ease, our perils past ; 

When, anxious long, the lightened mind 
Lays down its load of care at last ? — 

When, tired with toil on land and deep. 
Again we tread the welcome floor 

Of our own home, and sink to sleep 
On the long-wish*d-for bed once more? 

This, this it b that pays alone 
The ills of all life's former track — 

Shine out, my beautiful, my own 
Sweet Sirmio-— greet thy master back. 

And thou, fair lake, whose water quaffs 
The light of heaven, like Lydia's 

Rejoice, rgoice — let all that laughs 
Abroad, at home, laugh out for me ! 



TO MY MOTHER. 
Written in a Pocket-Bock, 1822. 

TiiBY tell us of an Indian tree 

Which, ho¥rsoe*er the son snd sky 
Alay tempt its boughs to wander free, 

And shoot and blossom, wide and high. 
Far better loves to bend its arms 

Downward again to that dear earth 
From which the life, that fills and warms 

Its grateful being, first had birth. 

'T is thus, though woo'd by flattering friends. 
And fed with fame {if fame it be,) 

This heart, my own dear mother, bends. 
With love's true instinct, back to thee ! 



ILLUSTRATION OF A BORE. 

If ever you *ve seen a gay party. 

Relieved from the pressure of Ned — 
How instantly joyoua and hearty 

They 've grown when the damper was fled — 
You may guess what a gay piece of work, 

What delight to champagne it must be. 
To get rid of its bore of a cork. 

And come sparkling to you, love, and me ! 



A SPECULA'nON. 

Of all speculations the market holds forth. 
The best that I know for a lover of pelf 

Is, to buy •♦♦♦♦♦ up, at the price he is worth, 
.\nd then sell him at that which he sets on himself 



SCEPTICISM. 

Ere Psyche drank the cup that shed 

Immortal life into her soul. 
Some evil spirit pour'd, 'tis said. 

One drop of doubt into the bowl — 

Which, mingling darkly with the stream. 
To F^che's lipe-^he knew aoc why — 
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Made even that blessed nectar teem 
As though its sweetness soon would die. 

Oft, in the very arms of Love, 
A chill came o*er her heart— 4 fear 

That death would, even yet, remove 
Her spirit from that happy sphere. 

''Those sunny ringlets," she exclaim'd, 
Twining them round her snowy fingers— 

** That forehead, where a light, unnamed. 
Unknown on earth, for ever lingei 



Oh, for some fair Formosa, such as he. 

The young Jew,' fabled o^ in the Indian Sea, 

By nothing but its name of Beauty known. 

And which Queen Fancy might make all her own, 

Her &iry kingdom — take its people, lands. 

And tenements into her own bright hands. 

And make, at least, one earthly comer fit 

For Love to live in — ^pure and exquisite ! 



" Those lips, through which I feel the breath 
Of heaven Uself, whene'er they sever — 

Oh ! are they mine beyond all death — 
Mine own, hereafter and for ever ? 

** Smile not — ^I know that starry brow. 
Those ringlets and Imght lips of thine, 

Will always shine as they do now — . 
But shall / live to see them ihine 7" 

In vain did Love say, " Turn thine eyea 
On all that sparkles round thee here— 

lliou *rt now in heaven, where nothing dies, 
And in these anii»--what consf thou fear 7" 

In vain — the fatal drop that stole 
Into that cup's immortal treasure, 

Had lodged its bitter near her soul. 
And gave a tinge to every pleasure. 

And, though there ne'er was rapture given 
like Psyche's with that radiant boyi 

Hers is the only face in heaven 
That wean a cloud amid its joy. 



FROM THE FRENCH. 

Of all the men one meets about. 
There 's none like Jsck — he 's every where : 

At church — ^park — auction— -dinner— rout — 
Go when and where yon will, he 's there. 

Try the West Kid, he 's at your back- 
Meets you, like Eurus, in the East— 

You 're call'd upon for ** How do. Jack 7*' 
One hundred times a^ay, at least 

A friend of his one evening said. 
As home he took his pensive way, 

** Upon my sool, I ftar Jack 's dead— 
I've seen him but three times to-day !** 



A JOKE VERSIFIED. 

"Come, come," said Tom's father, "at yoor time of 

life, 

lliere 's no longer excuse for thus playing the 

rake — 

It is time you should think, boy, of taking a wife."— 

** Why, so it is, father,— whose wife shall I take f* 



ROMANCE. 

I nAVC a story of two lovers, fill'd 

With all the pure romance, the blissftil sadness 
And the sad doubtftil bliss, that ever thrill'd 

Two young and longing hearts in that sweet mad- 
ness; 
But where to choose the locale of my vision 

In thu wide vulgar world — ^what real spot 
Can be found out, sufficiently elysian 

For two such perfect lover^ I know not 



ON 



Lies a snuffers, this loving old dame. 

By a destiny grievous enough. 
Though so oft she has snapp'd at the flame. 

Hath never caught more than the snnflT. 



FRAGMENT OF A CHARACTER 
Here lies Factotum Ned at last : 

Long as he breathed the vital air. 
Nothing throughout all Europe paas'd 

In which he had n't some small shars. 



Whoe'er was in, whoe'er was 
Whatever statesmen did or said — 

If not exactly brought about, 
Waa allv at least, contrived by Ned. 

With Naf if Russia went to war, 
*T was owing, under Providence, 

To certain hints Ned gave the Cxar — 
(Vide his pamphlet — ^price six pence;) 

If Fnnce was beat at Waterloo— 
As all, but Frenchmen, think she 

To Ned, as Wellington well knew. 
Was owing half that day's applanae; 

Then for his news — no envoy's beg 
E'er pass'd so many secrets through it- 

Soarcely a telegraph could wag 
Its wooden finger, but Ned kn«w it 

Such tales He had of foreign plots. 
With foreign ruunes one's ear to 

From Russia c^fi and oft in lots, 
From Poland oiMJkis by the dozen. 



When George, alarm'd for Engknd'e cie e d , 
Tum'd out the last Whig ministry. 

And men ask'd — who advised the deed 7 
Ned modestly confess'd 't waa he. 

For though, by some unlucky misa. 
He had not downright seen the King, 
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He tent luch hints through Vucount Thit, 
To Marquis That, ss dench'd the thing. 

The same it was in science, aits, 
The drama, books, MS. and printed — 

Kean leam'd from Ned bis cleverest pans. 
And Scott's last worii by him was hinted. 

Childe Harold in the proofs be read, 
And, here and there, infused some soul in 't- 

Nay, Davy's lamp, till seen by Ned, 
Had— odd enough — a dangerous hole in 't. 

*T was thus, all doing and all knowing, 
Wit, statesman, boxer, chemist, singer, 

Whatever was the best pie going. 
In thai Ned— trust him — had his finger. 



COUNTRY-DANCE AND QUADRILLE. 

One night, the nymph calFd Conntry-Dinee^ 
Whom folks, of late, have used so ill^— 

Preferring a coquette from France, 
A mincing thing, MamaeOe Quadrille — 

Having been chased from London down 
To that last, humblest haunt of all 

She used to grace — a country-town — 
Went smiling to the new year's ball. 

**Here, here, at least," she cried, " though driven 
From London's gay and shining tracks — 

Though, like a Peri cast from heaven, 
I 've lost, for ever lost Almack's — 

''Though not a London Miss alive 
Would now for her acquaintance own me ; 

And spinsters, even of forty-five. 
Upon their honours ne'er have known me : 

** Here, here, at least, I triumph still. 
And— spite of some few dandy lancers, 

Who vainly try to preach quadrille- 
See nought bat true-blue country-dancers. 

** Here still I reign, and, fVesh in charms, 
My throne, like Magna Charta, raise, 

'Mong sturdy, free-born l^s and aims, 
That scorn the threaten'd chatTte Angltdte, 

*T was thus she said, as, 'mid the din 
Of fooCroen, and the town sedan. 

She lighted at the King's-Head Inn, 
And up the stairs triumphant ran. 

The squires and the squiresses all, 
With young squirinas, just come out. 

And my lord's daughters from the Hall 
(Quadrilleri, in their hearts, no doubt,) 

Already, as she tripp'd up stairs. 
She in the cloak-room saw assemblings— 

When, hark ! some new outlandish ain. 
From the first fiddle, set her trembling. 

She slope— she listens — can it be ? 

Alas ! in vain her ears would 'scape it- 
It if ** Di tanti palpiti," 

Af plain as English bow can scrape it 
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** Courage !" however in she goes. 
With her best sweeping country grace ; 

When, ah ! too true, her worst of foes. 
Quadrille, there meets her, Ace to fiioe. 

Oh for the lyre, or violin. 

Or kit of that gay Muse, Terpsichore, 
To sing the rage these nymphs were in. 

Their looks and language, airs and trickeiyl 

There stood Quadrille, with cat-like (ace 
(The beau ideal of French beauty,) 

A band-box thing, all art and lace, 
Down from her nose-tip to her shoe-tie. 

Her flounces, fresh from Victorine — 
Firom Hippolyte her rouge and hair — 

Her poetry, from Lamartine — 
Her morals from — the Lord knows where. 

And, when she danced'-so slidingly, 
So Hear the ground she plied her ait, 

Yon 'd swear her mother-earth and she 
Had made a compact ne'er to part. 

Her face the while, demure, sedate. 
No signs of life or motion sliowing, 

like a Inight pendule't dial-plate — 
So still, you 'd hardly think 't was going. 

Full fronting her stood Country-Dance— 
A fresh, franlMiymph, whom you woold knon 

For English, at a single glance — 
English all o'er, from top to toe. 

A little gauche, 't is fair to own, 
And rather given to skips and boonces ; 

Endangering thereby many a gown. 
And playing ofl tlie devil with flouncee. 

Unlike Mamsdle — who would prefer 

(As morally a lesser ill) 
A thousand flaws in character. 

To one vile rumple of a frill. 

No roage did she of Albion wear ; 

Let her but run that two-heat nee 
She calls a Sa — not Dian e'er 

Came rosier fVom the woodland ehase. 

And such the nymph, whose soul had in*! 

Such anger now — whose eyes of blue 
(Eyes of that bright victorious tint 

Which English maids call ** WataHoa,") 

Like sammer lightnings, in the dusk 
Of a warm evening, flashing broke. 

While— to the tune of "Money Musk,'" 
Which struck up now— she proudly spoke 

** Heard you that strain — that joyous strain 7 
'T was such as England loved to hear. 

Ere thou, and all thy frippery train, 
Coming both her fbot and ear — 

** Era Waltz, that rake from foreign lands, 
Presumed, in sight of all behoUers, 

1 An old EogUsh couotrv-danesb 
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To lay his rade licentioas han(h 
On virtuous English backs and shoalder*^— 

** Ere times and morals both grew bad, 

And, yet unfleeced by funding blockheads, 
Happy John Bull not only ?utd, 
• But danced to * Money in both pockets.*' 



** Alas, the change! — oh, 

Where ia the land could 'scape 

With tueh a Foreign Secretary, 
Aided by foreign dandng-masten 7 

** Woe to ye, men of ships and shops. 
Rulers of day-books and of waves ! 

Quadriird, on one side, into fops, 
And drill'd, on t' other, into sIsTes ! 

** Ye, too, ye lovely victims ! seen, 
like pigeons truss'd for exhilution, 

With elbows a la crapattdine. 
And feet in — God knows what position. 

** Hemm*d in by watchful ehapenmSf 
Inspectors of your airs and graces* 

Who intercept all signal tones. 
And read all telegraphic faces. 

** Unable with the youth adored. 
In that grim cordon of mavmas. 

To interchange one loving word, 
Though whisper*d but in queue-de<kaii. 

** Ah, did you know how bless'd we ranged. 
Ere vile Quadeillk usurped the fiddle— 

What looks in setting were oichanged. 
What tender words in doum tkemiddU! 

** How many a coaple, like the wind. 
Which nothing in its course controls, 

Left time and chaperona far behind. 
And gave a loose to legs and souls ! 

*• How matrimony throve—ere stopped 
By this cold, silent, foot-coquetting— 

How charmingly one's partner popp'd 
The important question in p(m»wetu4ng ! 

** While now, alas, no sly advan ce s 
No marriage hints— all goes on badly : 

*Twixt Puson Mahhns and French dances. 
We girls are at a discount sadly. 

** Sir William Scott (now Baron StowelD 
Declares not half so much is made 

By licences — and As most know well- 
Since vile QnadiUling spoil'd the trade." 



She ceased — tears fell firom every 

She now had touch'd the true 
One such authentic fact as this, 

Is worth whole volumes theoret|p. 

Instant the cry was " CoinrTEY-DAif os !** 
And the maid saw, with brighteoing ftce, 
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The steward of the night advance. 
And lead her to her both-right place. 

The fiddles, which awhile had ceased. 
Now tuned again their summons swae 

And, for one happy night, at least. 
Old England's triumph was complete. 



SONG. 

FOR THE POCO CUR ANTE SOCIETY. 

To those we love we *ve drank to-niglit ; 

But now attend^ and stare not, 
While 1 the ampler list recite 

Of those for whom — ise care noL 

For royal men, howe*er they frown. 
If on their fronts they bear not 

That noblest gem that decks a crown— 
The People's Love — we care noL 

For slavish men who bend beneath 

A despot yoke, and dare not 
Pronounce the will, whose very brastk 

Would rend its links— we cars moL 

For priestly men who covet sway 
And wealth, though they declare not ; 

Who point, like finger-posts, the way 
They never go— loe cart not. 

For martial men who on their sword, 
Howe'er it conquers, wear not 

The Pledges of a soldier's word. 
Redeemed and pure — we care noL 

For legal men who plead for wrong. 
And, though to Ues they swear not. 

Are not more honest than the throng 
Of those who do— «oe care noL 

For courtly men who feed upon 
The land like grubs, and spare not 

The smallest leaf where they can sob 
Their reptile limbs— loe care moL 

For wealthy men who keep their miaes 
In darkness hid, and share not 

The paltry ore with him who pines 
In honest want — ^loe care noL 

For prudent men who keep the power 

Of Love aloof, and bare not 
Their hearts in any guardless hour 

To Beauty*s shafts — we care net, 

For secret mmi who, round the bowl 

In fnendship^s circle, tear not 
The cloudy curtain from their scaly 

Bat draw it close— we care not. 

For all, in short, on land and sin. 
In eoait and camp, who ars nol^ 

Who never loere, nor e*er will be 
Good HMB aad tnM-tss mr« sMtf 
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GENIUS AND CBITICISM. 

Bcripsit quidem fata, led Mqaitor. — S^neea. 

Of old, the Sultan Genius reignM — 
As Nature meant— supreme, alone ; 

With mind unchecked, and ha^ds unchain'd. 
His views, his conquests were his own. 

But power like his, that digs its grave 
With Its own sceptre, could not last : 

So Genius' self became the slave 
Of laws that Genius* self had pass'd. 

As Jove, who forged the chain of Fate, 

Was, ever after, doom*d to wear it ; 
His nods, his struggles, all too late— 



To check young Genins' prond career, 
The slayes, who now his throne invaded, 

Blade Criticism his Prime Vizir, 
And from that hoar his glories fiided. 

Tied down in Legislation's school, 
Aftaid of even his own ambitioo. 

His very victories were by rule. 
And he was great but by permission. 

His most heroic deeds — the same 
That dazzled, when spontaneous actions — 

Now, done by law, seem'd cold and tame, 
And shorn of all their first attractions. 

If he but stirrM to take the air. 
Instant the Vizir's Council sat — 

"Good Lord ! your Highness can't go there- 
Bless us ! your Highness cfii't do that*' 

If^ loving pcMBp, he chose to bay 
Rich jewels for his diadem— 
8E 



** The taste was bad— the priee was 
A flower were aimpler than a gem.*' 

To please them if he took to flowers — 
'* What trifling, what unmeaning thinp ! 

Fit for a woman's toilet hours, 
But not at all the style for kings. 
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I^ fond of his domestic sphere, 

He play'd no more the rambling comet — 
** A dull, good soit of man, *twas clear. 

But, as for great or brave — far from it." 

Did he then look o'er distant oceans. 
For realms more worthy to enthrone him 7 

** Saiot Aristotle, what wild notions ! 
Serve a * Ne exeat regno* on him.' 
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At length — their last and wont to do— 
They round him plaood a guard of watchmen — 

Revieweis, knaves in brown, or blue 
Tnra'd ap with yellow — chiefly Scotchmen— 

To dog his footsteps all about, 

like those in Longwood's prison-grounds. 
Who at Napoleon's heels rodo out 

For ftar the Conqoeror should break boonds. 



Oh, for some champion of his power, 
Some uUra spirit, to set free, 

As erat in Shakspeare's sovereign hour, 
The thunders of his royalty ! — 

To vindicate his ancient line, 
The fint, the true, the only one 

Of Right eternal and divine 
That rules beneath the blessed sun !— > 

To crush the rebels, that woold cloud 
His triumphs with restraint or blame, 

And, honouring even his fknlts, alood 
Re-echo ** Vine U Roi! qiumd mesis - 
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tHk f(Momng Fv^itine PieoeB^ uhich have appeared from time to time in (he mott popular Ixmdtmjmarmok 
(The Times,) are very generally aUr3nUed to Mk« Moore, and, (hough not acknowledged hy that GtnO^ 
man^ their wU, grace, variety, and spirit, suJicieiUly aite$t (he truth of the report, and eandion their tneertion 
tn a complete collection of his Poetioal Works, 



AN AMATORY COLLOQUY BETWEEN 
BANK AND GOVERNMENT. 

BANK. 

Is all then forgotten ? — those amorous pranks 
Yoa and I, in our youth, my dear Government, 
play*d — 

When you call*d me the fondest, the truest of Banks, 
And ei\joy*d the endearing advances I made. 

When — ^lefl to do all, unmolested and free. 
That a dashing, expensive young, couple should do, 

A law against paying was laid upon me. 
But none against owing, dear helpmate, on 3rou7 

And is it then vanished 7— that ** hour (as OtheBo 
So happily calls it) of Love and Direction,"* 

And mast we, like other fond 'doves, my dear fellow, 
Grow good in our old age, and cut the connection 7 

GOVERNMENT. 

Even bo, my beloved Mrs. Bank, it must be,— 
This paying in cash' plays the devil with wooing — 

We *ve both had our swing, but I plainly foresee 
There must soon be a stop to our (tQ4ng and 
cooing. 

Propagation in reason — a small child or two-^ 
Even Reverend Malthus himself is a friend to : 

The issue of some folks is moderate and few — 
But ours, my dear corporate Bank, there *8 no end 
to! 

So, — hard as it is on a pair who *ve already 
Disposed of so many pounds, shillings, and pence; 

And, in spite of that pink of prosperity, Freddy,* 
Who d, even in famine, cry **D — n the expense !** 

The day is at hand, my Papyria* Venus, 
When, high as we once used to carry our captfi, 

Those soft hHUets-doux we *re now passing between os 
Will serve but to keep Mrs. C— Cts in curl-^pen; 

And when — ^if we still must continue our love, 
After all that is past— H>ur amour, it is clear 

(Like that which Miss Danac^ managed with Jove,) 
Must all be transacted in buOion, my dear ! 



it 



An hour 



Of lovo, of worldly matter and direction.** 

9 ft appean that Ovid, however, wsa A friend to the re- 
•omption of payment in specie : — 

II finem, specie coleete reiumta. 

Luctibus imposuit, venitqae salatifer urbi." 

Mvt, L zv. V. 743. 

3 Hon. P. Robinsoa. 

4 To daatingaish her from ths ** Aurea.** 



ODE TO THE GODDESS CERES 

BT SIR T 8 L K. 

** Lrf ifere Cerori Pboboqae.** — Virgil. 

Dear Goddess of Corn, whom the ancients, we know 
(Among other odd whims of those comical bo- 
dies,) 
Adom'd with somniferous poppies to show^ 
Thou wert always a true Coimtry-geiit]«man*s 
Goddess ! 

Behold, in his best shooting-jacket, before thee. 

An eloquent 'Squire, who most humUy beaeedws. 
Great Queen of Mark-lane (if the thing doee n*t boie 
thee,) 
Thou *lt read o'er the last of hii-^ieTer-bil 
speeches. 

Ah ! Ceres, thou know'st not the slander and eeoni 
Now heap'd upon England's 'Squireaichj so boast- 
ed; 

Improving on Himt's scheme, instead of the Com, 
*T is now the Corn-growers, alas ! that are roasted! 

In speeches, in books, in all shapes they attack us— 
Bieviewers, economists — fellows, no doubt* 

That you, my dear Ceres, and Venus, and B^^^ iwiff^^ 
And Gods of high fiuhion, know little aboaL 

There 's B-nth-m,. whose EInglish is ail h» owa 
making, — 
Who thinks just as little of settling a nation 
As he would of smoking his pipe, or of taking 
(What he, himself calls) his ** post-prmndial vibra- 
tion."» 

There are two Mr. M s, too, whom thoae tK ft like 

reading 
Through all that's unreadable, call very clever;— 

And, whereas M Senior makes war on good 

breeding, 
M Junior makes war on allftreedm^ whatever! 

In short, my dear Goddess, Old England *■ divided 
Between vlira blockheads and superfine nges ; 

With which of these classes we, landJordo, have sided, 
Thou'lt find in my Speech, if thou'It read a few 
pages 

For therein I ve provM, to my own satisfitctioii. 
And that of all 'Squires Fve the honour of meetii^ 

lliat 't is the most senseless and fonl-moath'd detn&> 
tion 
To say that poor people are found of dMMip 



I 



1 The veoerabis Jeremy's phrase for his after ilis^ 
waUu ■ 
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Od the contrary, luch the (kaate notioiu of food 
That dwell in each pale manuractarer*s heart, 

Th^ would icom any law, be k ever so good. 
That would make thee, dear Goddeas, ton dear 
than thou ait ! 

And, oh ! for Monopoly what a blest day, 
When the Land and the Silk shall, in fond combi- 
nation, 
(Like SvJky and SUky^ that pair in the play,) 
Cry out, with one voice, for High Rents and Star- 
vation!* 

Long life to the Minister ! — no ntatter who, 
Oi how dull he may be, if, with dignified spirit, he 

Keeps the ports shut — and the people's mouths, too, — 
We shall all have a long run of Freddy's prosperity. 

As for myself^ who've, like Hannibal, sworn 
To hate the whole crew who would take our rents 
from us. 
Had Enghnd but One to stand by thee. Dear Com, 



That last honest Uni-com* would be — SirTh- 



OIALOGUE BETWEEN A SOVEREIGN AND 
A ONE POUND NOTE. 

"O ego oon fuliz, quam tu fugi*, ut pavel acres 
Aguu iup<M, copreaeque leoocs.'* — Hor. 

Said a Sovereign to a Note, • 

In the pocket of my coat. 
Where they met, in a neat purse of leather, 

" How happens it, I prithee. 

That though Fm wedded with thee, 
Fair Pound, we can never hve together 7 

** Like your sex, fond o£ change^ 

With silver you can range. 
And of lots of young sixpences be mother; 

While with me — on my word. 

Not my Lady and my Lord 
Of W th see so little of each other!" 

The indignant Note rcpUed 

(Lying crumpled by his side,) 
** Shame, shame, it is yourself that roam. Sir — 

One cannot look askance. 

But, whip ! you're off to France, 
leaving nothing but old rags at home. Sir. 

"Your scampering bcgnn 

From the moment Parson Van, 
Poor man, made us one in Love's fetter, 

• For better or for worse* 

Is the usual marriage curse : 
But oura is all * worse* and no * better.* 

1 " Roafl to Roio.** 

Dicta Famsi C«reriB (qosrovis contraria semper 
lUius est operi) perag it. — Ovid, 

S This is meant not ao much for a puo, as in allosioa to 
tlM natural history of the unioom, which is supposed to be 
•omsthinff between the Bos and the Asian, and, as Rsss% 
CyotopMia tsUs us, has a partieiUar likiof for any lUag 
SMrts. 



** In vain are laws pass*d. 

There 's nothing holds yoa ftst. 
Though you know, sweet Sovereign, I adore yon— 

At the smallest hint in life. 

You forsake your lawful wife, 
As other Sovereigns did before you. 

** I flirt with Silver, true- 
But what can ladies do. 

When disown'd by their natural protectors 7 
And as to falsehood, stuff! 
I shall soon he false enough, 

When I get among those wicked Bank Directors 

The Sovereign, smiling on her, 

Now swore, upon his honour. 
To be henceforth domestic and loyal ; 

But, within an hour or two. 

Why — I sold him to a Jew, 
And he *s now at No. 10, Palais Royal. 



AN EXPOSTULATION TO LORD KING. 

"Qucm diut (inem, Rex magne, Lburuin?** — FirgU. 

How can you, ray Lord, thus delight to torment all 
The Peers of the realm about cheapening their 
com,' 

When you know, if one hasn't a very high rental, 
'T is hardly worth while being very high bora ! 

Why bore them so rudely, each night of your life. 
On a question, my Lord, there *s so much to abhor 
in? 

A question — ^likc asking one, **How is your wife 7"— > 
At once so confounded domestic and foreign. 

As to weavers, no matter how poorly they feast. 
But Peers, and such animals fed up for show, 

(Like the well-physick'd elephant, lately dcceaaed,) 
Take a wonderful quantum of cramming, you know. 

You might sec, my dear Baron, how bored and dia- 
trest 

Were their high noble hearts by your merciless tale. 
When the force of the agony wrung e'en a jest 

From the frugal Scotch wit of my Lord L— d — le !' 

Bright Peer! to whom Nature and Berwickshire gavo 
A humour, cndow'd with effects so provoking. 

That, when the whole House looks unusually grave. 
You may always conclude that Lord L— d — ^le*« 
joking ! 

And then, those unfortunate weavers of Perth— 
Not to know the vast difference Providence dooms 

i]( tvveen weavers of Perth and Peers of high birth, 
'Twixt those who have Am'-looms, and tboee 
who've but looms ! 



1 Bee the pruceuditig* or the Lords, Wednesday, March I 
when Lord King was severely reproved by several of the 
noble Peers, for making so many speecbee against tlio Cora 
Laws. 

9 This noble Earl said, thai " when be heard the petitioo 
came from ladies' boot and ihoe-makers, he thoo^ it mosl 
be ifainst * the corns whieh thev iofficted on thsair I 
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To talk now ofBtarriiig, as great At— 1 said—' 
(And the nobles all cbeer*d, and the faiahops all 
wondered) 

When, tome yean ago, he and otheia had fed 
Of Uiese same hungry devils about fifteen hundred ! 

It follows from hence— and the Duke's yery words 
Should be published wherever poor rogues of this 
craft are, 

Tliat weavers, once rescued from starving by Ijords, 
Are bound to be starved by said Lords ever after. 

When Rome was uproarious, her knowing patricians 
Made ** Bread and the Circus" a cure for each row ; 

But not so the plan of owr noble physicians, 
** No Bread and the Tread-mill 's" the regimen now. 

80 cease, my dear Baron of Ockham, your prose, 
As I shall my poetry — neither convinces ; 

And all we have spoken and written but shows. 
When you tread on a nobleman's com,* how he 
winces. 



Long, dolefully long, seem'd the voyage vre made }— 
For, *<the 7V«^" at aU times buta very slow ssOer 

By friends, near as much as by foes, is delay'd. 
And few come aboard her, though so many bail 
her. 

At length, safe arrived, I went through "tare and 
tiet*'— 

Deliver'd my goods in the primest condition— 
And next morning read, in the Bridgetown Oazette, 

** Just arrived, by * the Truth,* a new Moral Poaitioa ; 

"The Captain'* here, startled to find myself named 

As ** the Captain" (a thing which, I own it with 
pain, 
I, through life, have avoided,} I woke— look'd 
asham'd — 
Found I munU a Captain, and doxed off again. 



MORAL POSITIONS. 

A DREAM. 

" His Lordship said that it took a long tims for a moral 
position to find its way across the Atlantic He was sorry 
that its voyage had been so long," etc. — l^eeek of Lord 
DndUjf and Ward on Colonial Slavery ^ March 8. 

T*OTH«ft nigbt, after hearing Lord Dudley's oiation 
(A treat that comes once in the year, as May-day 
does,) 

I dreamt that I saw— what a strange operation ! 
A "moral position" shipp'd off for Baibadoes. 

The whole Bench of Bishops stood by, in grave atti- 
tudes. 

Packing the article tidy and neat ; — 
As their Reverences know, that in southerly latitudes 

** Moral positions" don't keep very sweet 

There was B — th — st arranging the curtom-house 
pass; 
And, to guard the ftail package firom tousing and 
routing, 
There stood my Lord Eld— n, endorsing it "Glas,^ 
Though— as to which side diould lie uppermost — 
doubting. 

Hie fifcigfat WIS, however, stow'd safe in the hold ; 
Hie winds were pohte, and the moon look*d ro- 
mantic. 
While off in the good ship "the Truth" we wwe 
roll'd. 
With our ethical cargo, across the Atlantio. 



I The Dnke of Atbol said, that ** st a fbmsr period, when 
Mse weavers were in sreat distress, ths landed interest of 
Perth had supported 1^00 of them. It was a poor ratom 
fcr theee very omo now to petilioa sgahist ths peraom who 
barf fed tbem " 



MEMORABILIA OF LAST WEEK. 

MOIfDAT, MARCH 13. 

The Budget— quite charming and witty — no heariag, 
For plsudits and laughs, the good things that were 
in it; — 
Great comfort to find, though the Speech is n't cheer- 

That all its gay auditors loere, every minute. 

What* ttm more prosperity ! — mercy upon u, 
"This boy 'H be the death of me"— oft as, alf«sdy 

Such smooth Bndgeteen have genleeJly undone as. 
For Ruin made eaty there 's no one like Freddy. 

TUESDAY. 

Much gram apprehension ez|»ess'd by the Peers, 
lisst — as in the times of the PeachuflM aad ffft ffc 
itts— 

The large stock of gold we *ce to have in thi«e yeai% 
Should all find its way into highwaymen's pockets!' 

A Petition presented (welHimed, after this) 
Throwing out a sly hint to Grandees, who sn 
hurl'd 

In their coaches about, that 't would not be »m»«^ 
If they'd just throw a fittfe more Ugfat on the world * 

A plan for transporting half Ireland to Canada,' 
Which (briefly the clever transaction to state) is 

Forcing John Bull to pay high for what, any day, 
N — rb— ry, bless the old wag, would do grotU. 

Keeping always (said Mr. Sub. Horton) in mind. 
That while we thus draw off the claims on pelt 
toes. 

We make it a point that the Pits, left behind. 
Should get no new claimants to fill the hiatus,* 



1 *' Another objection to a metallic correocy waa, tiiat It 
produced a greater nomhor of highway robberies.** — D^^mtk 
m ika l^rdk. 

9 Mr. Estcourt presented a petition, praying that all p«L 
sons should be compelled to have lamps in their carriasw.. 

3 Mr. W. Horton*s motion on thesubfeet of Enf ^^' 

4 **The money expended in transportiiw the 
Canada would be judiciooaly laid out, pn>VMied 
wen taken to prevent the gap they taft in ths 

I fraei being filled op again. OonemmaU kmd ( 




m lea loem." irmi Deiag wied op agaui. Oonernmeni kmd -'-mm mm^ 

9 An imptoveasent, we latter owsslveB, on LonI L'a. jske. \ at a ceiuUtivii.**— Mr. W. Hofton*s speech. "' ^^ 
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Sob. HoitoB tbea rMd a long letter, jiat come 

From the CtnaiU Pkddiee, to ny that theee ehee 
HaTe alreedj grown " proep*roiia**— «i toe are, at 



And hare e'en got ** a aurplua,** poor devik, like 
ouraelvea !' 

WBDNS8DAT 

Little doing—for aacred, oh Wedneaday, thou art, 
To the teren o'clock joya of full many a table, — 

When the Memben all meet, to make much of the 
part, 
With which they to raahly fell oat, in the Fable. 

It appear'd, though, to-night, that — aa chnrehwar^ 
dena, yearly. 
Eat up a small baby — thoae connorant ainners. 
The Bankrupt-CommiMionera, boU very nearly 
A moderate-aixed bankrupt, Umt <^aud, for their 
dinners !* 

Nota bene — a rumour to-day, in the city, 

** BIr. R>b>na>n juat has resign'd'* — ^what a pity ! 

TIm Bulla and the Bears all fell a aobbing. 

When they heard of the &te of poor Cock Rcbm^ 

While thna, to the nursery-tune, so pretty, 

A raarmnring 5toolHloTe breathed her ditty : — 

Alaa, poor RMn, he crow*d aa long 

And aa sweet aa a prosperous Cock could crow : 
But hia note waa tmoBf and the ^o2ii-finch*s song 

Was a pitch too high for poor Robin to go. 

Who '11 make hia shroud? 

** I,** said the Bank, ** though he play'd me a prank. 
While I have a rag poor Rob shall be roll'd in *t ; 

With many a pound I *ll paper him round, 
like a plump rouleau — wiihovt the gold in *t.' 



t* 



A HYMN OF WELCOME AFTER THE 
RECE8S. 

'' Aoimaii impientioret fieri quiascendo.** 

And now c roa»buns and pancakes o'er — 
Hail, Lords and Gentlemen, once more ! 

Thrice hail and welcome. Houses Twain ! 
The short eclipse of April-day 
Having (God grant it !) pasa'd away. 

Collective Wisdom, shine again ! 

Come, Ayea and Noes, through thick and thin. 
With Pftddy H — mes for whipper-in ; 

Whate'er the job, prepared to back it ; 
Come, voters of Supplies — bestowers 
Of jacketa upon trumpet-blowers. 

At eighty mortal pounds the jacket !' 



1 "The boo. gaatl* man then raad a lettar, whieh 
tiooed Ibe praaparouH coodition of the writer ; that ha 
OQ hand a coomdcrable aarplua of eoni." ate. v 

8 Mr. Abareroiiiby'a itataaMnt of cha aaormoos tavara 
bUla.of tba Coroiuiaaioaan of BankropCa. 

3 An item of azjpaoaa which Mr. Hosm ia vaJD aadaa- 
vodted to fei rid of: — trampatars, lika the aMo of A1H3oola, 
moat ba " ktiu «#«! ifi." 



had 



Come — free, at length, from Joint^tock 
Ye Senators of many Sharea, 

Whose dreama of premium knew no bound'iy 
So fond of aught like Company^ 
That you would e'en have taken tea 

(Had you been aak'd) with Mr. Goondry !■ 



Come, matchlesa eoimtry-gentlemen ; 
Come— wiae Sir Thomas — wiaeat then 

Wheifcreeda and corn-laws are debated ! 
Come, rival e'en the Harlot Red, 
And show how wholly into bread 

A 'Squire is transubstantiated. 

Come, L e , and tell the world. 
That — surely aa thy scratch is cnrl'd. 
As never scratch was curl'd before— 
Cheap eating does more harm than good, 
And working^people, ^Mil'd by food. 
The lesa they eat, will work the more. 



Come, G — Ib-m, with thy glib defence 
(Which thou 'dst have made for Peter's Pence) 

Of Church-Ratea, worthy of a halter; — 
Two pipes of port {M port 'fwas said. 
By honest Newport) boiigfat and paid 

By Pkpista for the Orange Altar! * 

Come, H-rt-n, with thy plan so meny. 
For peopling Canada from Kerry — 

Not ao much rendering Ireland quiet. 
As grafting on the dull Canadiana 
That liveliest of earth's contagiona. 

The &iifl-pock of Hibernian riot ! 

Come all, in short, ye wond*rous men 
Of wit and wiadom, come again ; 

Thou^ short your absence, all deplore it—- 
Oh, come and ahow, whate'er men aay. 
That you can, t^fter April-Day, 

Be just aa— aapient as before it. 



ALL IN THE FAMILY WAY. 

A IfSW PASTORAL BALLAD. 
(Sonf in the character of Britannia.) 

"The Public Debt waa doe from ouraelvea to ouraeh 

and reaolved itaelf into a Family Areount.'*— Sfr Reberi 
PeeVt Utter. 

Tune — My bakke are oU/umiMk'd wUk been. 

My banka are all fhmish'd with raga, 
So thick— even Fred cannot thin 'em ! 

I've torn up my old money-bags. 
Having nothing, worth while, to put in 'em. 

My tradesmen are smashing by dozens. 
But this is all nothing, they aay ; 



1 The fantleaian lately before the poUie, who kept hia 
Jetaf-Stoek Tea Company all to hioMolf, aiafiag ** Tli ar 
ham Oder*.** 

8 Tbb charge of two pipaa of jlort for the aae r a a aalal 
wine ia a praejooi ipecimen of the aott of ralaa levied opoq 
their Catholic fellow-pariahiooera by the Iriah Protaataatt 
" The thirst that from the mmiI doth riaa 
Doth aak a drink divine.'* 
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For bankrapta, since Adam, are couiina, 
So it *a all in the fiunily way. 

Mj Debt not a penny takes from me, 

Aa sages the matter explain ; — 
Bob owes it to Tom, and then Tonuny 

Just owes it to Bob back again 
Since all have thus taken to owing, 

There *s nobody left that can pay; 
And this is the way to keep going. 

All quite in the fiunily way. 

My senators vote away millions. 

To put in Prosperity's budget ; 
And though it were billions or trillions, 

The generous rogues would n*t grudge it. 
*Tis all bat a family ftop, 

*T was Pitt began dancing the hay ; 
Hands round ! — ^why the deuce should we stop? 

*T is all in the family way. 

My bbourers used to eat mutton, 

As any great man of the state does ; 
And now the poor devils are put on 

SmaU rations of tea and potatoes. 
But cheer up, John, Sawney, and Paddy, 

The King is your father, they say ; 
So, ev'n if you starve for your daddy, 

*T is all in the family way. 

My rich manufacturers tumble. 

My poor ones have little to chew ; 
And, ev*n if themselves do not grumble, 

Their stomachs undoubtedly do. 
But coolly to fast enfanuUe 

Is as good for the soul as to pray ; 
And famine itself is genteel, 

When one starves in a family way. 

I have found out a secret for Freddy, 

A secret for next Budget-day ; 
Though, perhaps, he may know it already ; 

As he^ too, 's a sage in his way. 
When next for the Treasury scene he 

Announces " the Devil to pay," 
Let him write on the bills — ** Nota bene, 

*T is all in the family way.* 



t* 



THE CANONIZATION OF ST. B-TT-RW-RTH. 

" A Christian of the best edition.** — RabdaU. 

Canonizi: him ! — yea, verily, we Ml canonize him ; 

Though Cant is his hobby, and meddling his bliss. 
Though sages may pity and wits may despise him, 

He *11 ne'er make a hit the worse Saint for all this. 

Descend, all ye spirits that ever yet spread 
The dominion of Humbug o'er land and o'er sea. 

Descend on our B-tt-rw-rth's bibUcal head, 
Thrice^reat, BibUopoIist, Saint, and M. P. 

Come, shade of Joanna, come down from thy sphere, 
And bring little Shiloh — if 't is n*t too far — 

Such a sight will to B-lt-rw-rth's bosom be dear, 
Hia conceptions and thine being much on a par. 



Nor blush. Saint Joanna, once more to bdioM 
A world thou hast honour'd by cheating so many 

Thou 'It find still among us one Personage old. 
Who also l^ tricks and Ihe Seala* makes a peni^. 

Thou, too, of the Shakers, divine Mother Lee !* 
Thy smiles to beatified B-tt-rw-rth deign ; 

Two " lights of the Gentiles" are thou, Anne, and he. 
One hallowing Fleet-street, and f other Toad-lane !^ 

The heathen, we know, made their gods out of wood. 
And saints too, are framed of as handy mate* 
rials; — 

Old women and B-tt-rH'-rths make just aa good 
As any the Pope ever ftoafc'ci, as Etbereals. 

Stand forth, Man of Bibles — not Mahomet^s pigeon. 
When, perch'd on the Koran, he dropp*d them, 
they say, 

Strong marks of his faith, ever shed o'er religion 
Such glory as B-tt-rw-ith sheds every day. 

Great Galen of souls, with what vigour he crams 
Down Erin's idolatrous throats, till they crack 
again. 
Bolus on bolus, good man ! — and then danma 
Both their stomachs and souls, if they due CMl 
them back again. 

Ah, well might his shop — as a type representing 
The creed of himself and his sanctified clan 

On its counter exhibit " the Art of Tormenting," 
Bound neatly, and letler'd ** Whole Duty of Man 

As to politics — there, too, so strong his digestion. 
Having leam'd from the law-books, by which he's 
surrounded. 

To cull all that 's worst on all sides of the question. 
His black dose of politics thus is compounded 

The rinsing of any old Tory's dull noddle. 

Made radical-hot, and then mix'd with some grains 

Of that gritty Scotch gabble, that virulent twaddle. 
Which Murray's New Series of Blackwood ooi^ 
tains. 

Canonize him ! — ^by Judas, we tv3l canonize him ; 

For Cant is his hobby and twaddling his blisa. 
And, though wise men may pity and wits may dci 
pise him. 

He '11 make but the better shop-saint for all this. 

Call quickly together the whole tribe of Canters, 
Convoke all the serious Tag-rag of the nation ; 

Bring Shakers and Snufflers and Jumpers and RanU 
ers, 
To witness their B-tt-rw-rth's Canonisation ! 

Yea, humbly I *ve ventured his merits to paint. 
Yea, feebly have tried all his gifts to poitny ; 



1 A great pait of Ihe incomo of Joanna SoutbooU sroaa 
from thc< Seals of the Lord*i protection which she sold Is 
her followers. 

3 Mrs. Ann Lee, the "chosen veneP* of theShakMS, and 
" Mother of all the children of rr^oncration.** 

3 Toud-Iane in Manchester, where Mother Lee was born. 
In her *• Address to Toang Believers," she says, that "it is 
a matter of no importance with then from whence thu 
means of their deliverance oome, whether from a stable n 
Bethlehem, or from Toad-lane, Manchester " ^^ 
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And thej form a ■om-total for making a saint, 
That the Devira own Advocate could not gainsay. 

Jonp high, all ye Jumpers ! ye Ranters, all roar! 

While B-tt-rw-rth*8 spirit, sublimed from your 
eyes, 
Like a kite made of foola-cap, in glory shall aoar, 

With a long tail of rubbish behind, to the skies ! 



NEW CREATION OF PEERS. 

BATCH THS FIE8T. 

" Hit *prentice ban* 
He tried on man, 
And then he made the lasaes.** 

" And now,*' quoth the Minister (eased of his panics. 
And ripe for each pastime the summer affords,) 

"Having had our full swing at destroying me- 
chanics. 
By way of «ef-o^, let us make a few Lords. 

***Tfs pleasant — ^while nothing but mercantile frac- 
tures. 
Some simple, some compound^ is dinn*d in our 



To think that, though robb*d of all coarse manufac- 
tures. 
We still keep our fine manufacture of Peers ; — 

"Hioee Ocbelin productions, which Kings take a pride 
In engrossing the whole fabrication and trade of; 

Choice tapestry things, very grand on one side. 
But showing, on t' other, what rags they are made 
of." 

The plan being fixM, raw material was sought, 
No matter how middling, so Tory the creed be ; 

And first— to begin with— Squire W-it-y, *t was 
thought. 
For a Lord was as raw a material as need be. 

Next came, with his pmchemt for painting and pelf^ 
The tasteful Sir Ch-ri-s, so renown'd, far and near. 

For purchasing pictures, and selling himself, — 
And holh (as the public well knows) very dear. 

Beside him comes L — c-st-r, with equal edat, in ; — 
Stand forth, chosen pair, while for titles we mea- 
sure ye ; 

Both connoisseur baronets, both fond of drawings 
Sir John, after nature. Sir Charies, on the Treasury. 

But, bless us ! — behold a new candidate come- 
In his hand he upholds a proscription, new written ; 

He poiseth a pill-box 't wixl finger and thumb, 
As he asketh a seat 'moiig the Peers of Great Bri« 
tain ! 

"Forbid it," cried Jci.ky, "ye Viscounts, ye Earls !— 
Oh Rank, how tliy glories woold (all disenchanted. 

If coronets glistcu'd with pills *8tead of pearls. 
And the stniwbeny-leaves were by rhubarb sap- 
planted ! 

'No— ask it not, ask it not, dear Doctor H-If-rd — 
If nought but a Peerage can gladden thy life, 



And if young Master H-lf-rd as yet is too small for*t. 
Sweet Doctor, we '11 make a she Peer of thy wife. 

Next to bearing a coronet on our oum brows 
Is to bask in its light from the brows of another; 

And grandeur o'er thee shall reflect from thy spouse, 
As o*er Vesey Fitzgerald 'twill shine through his 
mother."' 

Thus ended the First Batch — and Jenky, much tired, 
(It being no joke to make Lords by the heap,) 

Took a large dram of ether — the same that inspired 
Hii speech against Papists — and prosed off to sleep. 



CAMBRIDGE UNIVERSITY. 

UTRUM HORUM. — A CAMBEIDOS BALLAD. 

" I authortxod my Committee to taae the step which they 
did, of proposing a fair comparison of strength, upon the 
onderatanding that whichever of the two should prove to be 
the woakestf should give way to the other. — Extract from 
Mr. W. J. Jbanker*» iMter to Mr. Ooulbttm. 

Thiocbitvs 



B-NKS8 is weak, and G — ^Ib-m too, 
No one e'er the fact denied : — 

Which is " weakesV* of the two, 
Cambridge can alone decide. 

Choose between them, Cambridge, pray, 

Which is weakest, Cambridge, say. 

G — Ib-m of the Pope afVaid is, 
B-nkes, as much afraid as he ; 

Never yet did two old ladies 
On this point so well agree. 

Choose between them, Cambridge, pray. 

Which is weakest, Cambridge, say. 

Each a different mode pursues, 
I^ch the same conclusion reaches ; 

B-nkes is foolish in Reviews, 
G — ^Ib-m, foolish in his speeches. 

Choose between them, Cambridge, pray. 

Which is weakest, Cambridge, say. 

Each a different foe doth damn. 
When his own affairs have gone ill ; 

B-nkes he damncth Buckingham, 
G — Ib-m damncth Dan O^Connel. 

Choose between them, Cambridge, pray. 

Which is weakest, Cambridge, say. 

B-nkes, accustom'd much to roam, 
Plays with truth a traveller*s pranks ; 

G — Ib-m, though he atayn at home. 
Travels thus as much as B-nkn. 

Choose between them, Cambridge, pray. 

Which is weakest, Cambridge, say. 

Once, we know, a horse's neigh 
Fix'd the election to a throne ; 



1 Among the persons mentioned as likely to ha K%.Vin& ns^ 
the Peerage are the molHax <iC ^x.N^ws^xWmss"^*^^^**- 
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So, which ever fint ihall 6ray, 

Choose him, Cambridge, for thj own. 
Choose him, choose him by his Inray, 
Thus elect him, Cambridge, pray. 



LINES WRITTEN IN ST. STEPHEN'S CHA- 
PEL, AFTER THE DISSOLUTION. 

BT A MEMBER OF THE UPPER BENCHES. 

The King's speech toll'd the Commons' knell. 
The House is clear'd, the chair vacated. 

And gloom and loneliness now dwell 
Where Britain*s wise men congregated. 

The gallery is dark and lone. 
No longer throng'd with curious folk, 

Happy to pay their good hair*crown 
To hear bod speeches badly spoke. 

The Treasury seats no placemen show, 

Clear'd is each Opposition bench ; 
And even never-ending Joe 

No longer cries — ** Retrench ! retrench !'" 

Vted. R-b-ns-n no more his skill 

Elmployv in weaving q>eeche8 fair, 
TIm country gentlenen to fill 

With pionises as thin as air. 

Dick M-rt-n now no plan propoeea 

To aid the brute part of the nation. 
While Members cough and blow their noses, 

To drown his mtwt humane oration. 

Good Mr. B — gd-n where art thou. 
Most worthy C — rm-n of C-mm — tees 7 

To strip one laurel from thy brow 
Would surely be a thousand pkiee. 

'T was a good joke, forsooth, to think 
Thou shouldst give up thy honest winnings. 

And thereby own that thou didst wink. 
Pure soul ! at other people's sinnings.* 

Where*! H— s, corruption's ready hack. 

Who life and credit both consumes 
In whipping in the Treasury pack. 

And jobbing in committee-rooms?' 

I look around — ^no well-known face 

Along the benches meets my eye — 
No Member ** rises in his place," 

For all have other fish to fry. 

Not one is left of K— « and „„, 
Who lately sat debating here; 



I " Really tb« Hon. Membw for M e sboold take a 

liulo breath ; hti objectioiM are most unfair ; and, what it 
woree, they are never-ending.**— See the Ch-o — ll-r of ibe 
£x— q — r'e epeech in reply to Mr. H— «, Feb. 93, 1806. 

S "Mr. B— fd-n said be eerUinly sboold not refond the 
money, beeeuue^ bf m d^ing^ he ihoald e^neiet kimedf.** — 
See the Report of a Meeting of ths Proprietora of the Arif- 
na Mining Company. 

3 The bare-ftoed system of voting atprivats bill eommit- 
teee, without having heard an iota of ovidsnee for or agaiost, 
fbrmi a dininguMied Ibature in the hiitorv of the late par- 



The crowded hosttngs now engages 
Their every hope and every fear. 

Electors, rally to the poll. 

And L— d J — ^n R-8»-ll never heed 
Let gold alone your choice control. 

The best man *s he who best can 



»»i 



But if, too timid, you delay, 
(By Bribery Statute held in awe,) 

Fear not — there is a ready way 
To serve yourself and cheat the law. 

In times like these, when things are high. 
And candidates must be well fed. 

Your cabbages they *11 freely buy, 
Kind souls ! at two pounds ten a-head.* 

Thus may we hope for many a law. 
And many a measure most discreet. 

When — pure as even the last we saw — 
Britain's new Parliament shall meet. 

Then haste, ye Candidates, and strive 
An M. P. to your names to tack ; 

And — after July twenty-five — * 
Collective wisdom — ^welcome back ! 



COPY OF AN INTERCEPTED DESPA'TCH. 

FEOM HIS EXCELLENCY DON 8TEBPITOSO DIABOLC^ 
ENVOY EXTRAORDINAET TO HIB 8ATAMIC MAJESTY 

SU Jamet^9^Stnel^ J«^ L 
Great Sir, having just had the good lock to catdi 

An official young Demon, preparing to go. 
Ready booted and spurr*d, with a black-leg despatd^ 
From the Hell here, at Cr-ckf-id's, to our Hell 
below — 



I write these few lines to your HQghneas 
To say that, first having obey'd your directions, 

And done all the mischief I could in ** the Pknic," 
My next special care was to help the ElectioM. 

Well knowing how dear were those times to thy soa^ 
When every good Christian tormented Us bmher 

And caused, in thy realm, such a saving of coal. 
From their all coming dpwn, ready grill'd by each 
other ; 

Remembering, besides, how it pain'd thee to part 
With the old Penal Code,— that ckef-^mtmt 6f 
Law, 
In which (though to own it too modest thoa art) 
We could plainly perceive the fine touch of thy 
claw; 

I thought, as we ne'er can those good times revive 

(Though E3d-n, with help from your ^^-^ 

would try) 



liament. 



1 A maxim which has been pretty well •e:ed oa in Iks 
present elections. 

9 " During the election at Sudbury, four cabbages soU 
fi>r 101. and a plate of gooseber r ies fetched SS. the 
whore these articles ware so scarce, being voten.**- 
Tk§ 7%acs of Friday, June 90. 

3 The day on which the writs are returnable, aad the 
parliament u to meet pre fe 
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T would ftill keep a taiie for Hell'i munc alive. 
Could we get ap a thojid^riiig No-Popery cry ; — 

That yell which, when choroa'd by laics and clerics. 
So like is to oicr«, in its spirit and tone, 

Hiat I often nigh laugh myself into hysterics. 
To think that Religion aboold make it her own. 

So, haTing sent down for the original notes 
Of the chorus, as sung by your Mitfesty's choir, 

With a few pints of lava, to gargle the throats 
Of myself and some others, who sing' it "with 
fire,"' 

Though I "if the Marseillois Hymn could command 
Such audience, though ydl'd by a San»-adotU 
crew, 

What wonders shall we do, who *ve men in our band. 
That not only wear breeches, but petticoats too.** 

Such then were my hopes; hut, with sorrow, your 
Highness, 
Fm forced to confees be the cauee what it will. 
Whether fewness of voices, or hoarseness, or shy- 
ness, — 
Our Beelzebub Chorus has gone off but ill. 

TIm truth ia, no placeman now knows his right key. 
The Treasury ]Mtch-pipe of late is so various; 

And certain ba$e voices, that look*d for a fee 
At the Ybrfc music-meeting, now think it pnearkNia. 

Even some of our Reverends wught have been war- 
mer — 
But one or two capital roarers we*ve had ; 
Doctor Wise* is, for instance, a charming perfomer, 

Maberly*s yell was not bad. 



Ahogether, however, the thing was not hearty ; — 

Even Eld-n allows we got on but so so ; 
And, when next we attempt a No-Popery party, 
^ -'■^e mmttt please your Highness, recruit /rom beiow. 

But, haric, the young Black-leg is cracking his whip — 
Excuse me, Great Sir — there *s no time to be 
civil ; — 
The next opportunity riuui*t be let slip, 
But, till then, 

Fm, in haste, your most dutiful 

DEVIL. 



MR. ROGER DOD8WORTH. 

TO THE EDITOR OF THE TIMES. 
Sir, — Living in a remote part of Scotland, and 
having but just beard of the wonderful resurrection 
of Mr. Roger Dodsworth from under an avalanche^ 
where he had remained, frim/n^ppe, it seems, for the 
last 166 years, I hasten to impart to you a few re- 
dections o& the sniqect 
Yours, etc. 

LAUDATOR TEMPORIS ACTL 

What a lucky tom-up !— ;just as Eld-n*s withdrawing. 
To find thus a gentleman, froien in the year 

1 Om fu9co—9i moaie-book dirvetioii. 
8 Thii reverend fsntlmnaa dblingnialMd himsslf at the 
fteadinff election. 

3F 



Sixteen hundred and sixty, who only wants thawmg 
To serve for our times quite as well as the Pe^r;— 

To bring thus to^ght, not the wisdom alone 
Of our ance8to^^ such as we find it on shelves. 

But, in perfect condition, fuU-wigg'd and fuU«grown, 
To shovel up one of those wise bucks themselves! 

Oh thaw Mr. Dodsworth and send him safe home^— 

Let him learn nothing useful or new on the way ; 
With his wisdom kept snug, from the light let him 
come, 
And our Tories will hail him with ** Hear** and 
" Hurra !" 

What a God-send to them — a good— obsolete man. 
Who has never of Locke or Voltaire been a 
reader; — 
Oh thaw Mr. Dodsworth, as fest as you can. 
And the L-nsd-les and H-rtf-rds shall chuse him for 
leader. 

Yes, sleeper of ages, thou «AaA be their Chosen ; 

And deeply with thee will they sorrow, good men, 
To think that all Europe has, since tlnu wert ftoieo. 

So alter'd, thou hardly canst know it again. 

And Ekl-n will weep o*er each sad innovation 
Such oceans of tears, thou wilt fancy that he 

Has been also laid up in a loag congelation. 
And is only now thawing, dear Roger, like thee 



THE MILLENNIUM. 

SUOOS8TBO BY THE LATB WORK OF THK REVBEIND 
MR. IRV-NO ** ON PROPHECY.*' 

A Millennium at hand ! — Fm delighted to hear it-> 
Aa matters, both public and private, now go. 

With multitudes round us all starving, or near it, 
A good rich Millennium will come a pnpim. 

Only think. Master Fred, what delight to behold. 
Instead of thy bankrupt old City of Rags, 

A bran-new Jerusalem, built all of gold, 
Sound bullion throughout, from the roof to the 
flags— 

A city, where wine and cheap com' shall abound, 

A celestial Cocaigne, on whose buttery shelvee 
We may swear the best things of this world will be 
found. 
As your sainu seldom fkil to take care of them- 
selves! 

Thanks, reverend expounder of raptures elysian,* 
Divine Squintifobus, who, placed within reach 

Of two opposite worlds, by a twist of your vision 
Can cost, at the same lime, a sly look at each ; — 

Thanks, thanks for the hope thou hast given oa, that 



May, even in our own times, a jubilee share. 
Which so long has been promised by prophets Uke 
thee. 
And so often has feiFd, we began to despair. 

1 " A ineuure of wheat Tur a iienoy, and three measaras 
of Itarley for a penny.'* — Hev. c. 0. 

9 See the oration of this reverend gentleman, m Sara bs 
ileecribes the conaobial joys of paradise, and p^ats the 
angels bovaring around *'aaeb happy ikir.** 
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There waa Whiaton,* who learnedly took Prince 
Eugene 

For the man who must bring the Millennium about ; 
There 'a Faber, whose pioua predicti«na have been 

AU belied, i^re his hookas firet edition waa out ; — 

Tliere waa Ck>un8ellor Dobba, too, an Irish M. P., 
Who diacoursed on the sulqect with signal edai. 

And, each day of hia life, sat expecting to aee 
A Millennium break out in the town of Armagh !* 

There waa also— but why ahould I burden my lay 
With your Brocherses, Soathcotea, and names leaa 
deaerving, 

When all post Millenniuma henceforth must give way 
To the last new Millenniura of Orator Inr-ng. 

Go on, mighty man,— doom them all to the shelf— 
And, when next thou with Prophecy troublest thy 
sconce, 
Oh forget not, I pray thee, to prove that thyself 
Art the Beaat (chapter 4) that aeea nine ways at 
once! 



THE THREE DOCTORS. 

Docioribui la'iamur tribus. 

Though many great Doctoni there be, 
There are three that all Docton o'ertop,^ 

0r. Elady, that famoun M. D. 
Dr. S— they, and dear Doctor Slop. 

The purger — the proser — the bard — 

All quacks in a different atyle ; 
Dr. S — they writes books by the yard. 

Dr. Eady writes puffs by the mile ! 

Dr. Slop, in no merit outdone 

By his scribbling or physicking brother, 
Can dose us with stuff like the one. 

Ay, and doze us with stuff like the other. 

Dr. B^y good company keeps 

With ** No Popery" scribes on the walla ; 
Dr. S-~they as gloriously sleeps 

With •* No Popery" scribes, on the stalla. 

Dr. Slop, upon subjects divine. 
Such bedlamite alaver lets drop, 

That, if Eady should take the mad line, 
He*ll be sure of a patient in Slop. 

Seven millions of Papists, no less. 
Dr. S— they attacks, like a Turk ;' 



1 Wlisn Whtiton prevented to Princo Eufene the Essay 
in which ho attempted to connect hii victoriee over the 
Torki with revelation, t)io Princo in laid to have replied that 
" be was not awnre he had ever had the honour of being 
known to St. John." 

S Mr. Dobb* wai a Member of the Irish Parliamont, and, 
oo all other lubjectii but the Blillonnium, a very sensible per- 
son. He ehose Armti^h as thn Kcene of the Millonnium, on 
account of the name Armageddon, mentioned in Revelation ! 

3 This Seraphic Doctor, in the preface to hie last work 
{F'indiei^ Fxelesi«B JJnfflican*^) is pleased to anotliema- 
liae not oily all Catholirs, bat all advocates of Catholics : — 
" They have for their immediate allies (he says) every fac- 
tion that is banded against the State, every demafofae, 



Dr. E^y, less bold, I confess, 
Attacks but his maid of all woriu* 

Dr. S — they, for kis grand attack, 

Both a laureate and senator is ; 
While poor Dr. Elady, alack. 

Has been }tad up to Bow-street, for his ! 

And truly, the law does so blunder. 
That, though little blood haa been spilt, he 

May probably suffer as, imder 
The ChaJking Act, hnoum to be guil^. 

So much for the merits suUime 

(With whose catalogue ne*er should I atopl 
Of the three greatest Ugbta of our time, 

Doctor Eady and S— ^ey and Slop ! 

Should you ask me, to which of the three 
Great Dortors the preference should fall. 

As a matter of course, I agree 
Dr. Eady muat go to the ujoSL 

But, as S— they with laurels ia crown*d. 
And Slop with a wig and a tail is, 

Let Eady*8 bright temples be bound 
With a swinging ** Corona AfvraHs.'*** 



EPITAPH ON A TUFT-HUNTER. 

Lament, lament. Sir Isaac Heard, 
Put mourning round thy page, Debrett, 

For here ]ien one, who ne*er preferr'd 
A Visooimt to a Marquis yet. 

Beside him place the God of Wit, 

Before him Beauty*s rosiest girls, 
Apollo for a stor he*d quit. 

And Love's own sister for an E^rrs. 

Did niggard fate no peers afford. 
He took, of course, to peers' relations ; 

And, rather than not sport a lord. 
Put up with even the last creations. 

Even Irish names, could be but tag *em 
With ** Lord" and '* Duke," wer« sweet to caO » 

And, at a pinch, Lord Ballyraggum 
Was better than no Lord at all. 

Heaven grant him now some noUe nook. 

For, rest his soul, he'd nAer be 
Genteelly damn'd beside a Duke, 

Than saved in vulgar company. 



THE PETITION 

OP THE ORANGEMEN OF IRELJkND. 

To the People of England, the humble Pecitioa 
Of Ireland's disconsolate Orangemen, showiMg^ 



every irreligious and siilititMiR journnlUt, every open ai«i| 
every insidious enemy to Monarrhy and lo Chri«tianity.** 

1 See the lute accounts in the newspapers of the appear- 
ance of thin gentleman at one of the police-omces, in roost 
qoence of an nllnirod asunuh ufion his "maid of all work.** 

2 A crown granted as a reward among tiie Romans to nai^ 
sons who performed any extraordinary exploits upon w«lu^ 
such as scaling them, battering them, etc. No dooU, 
writing upon them, to the extent that Dr. Eaily does, wooM 
equally extaMish a claim to the honoor. 



BnSCELLANBOUS POEMS. 
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ghut nd, very sad, is our pretent condition ; — 
That our jobs are all gone, and our noble seWes 
going; 

Itet, forming one seTenth — ^within a few fractions — 
Of Ireland's seven millions of hot heads and hearts, 

We h(^ it the basest of all base transacdona 
To keep us frcun murdering the other six parts ; — 

Tliat, as to laws made for the good of the many, 
We humbly suggest there is nothing less true ; 

As all human laws (and our own, more than any) 
Are made by and for a paiticuiar few ; — 

Tliat much it delights every true Orange brother 
To see you, in flngland, such ardpur evince. 

In discussing which sect most tormented the other, 
And bum'd with most gtuto^ some hundred years 
since; — 

That we love to behold, while Old England grows 
faint, 

Messrs. Sootbey and Butler near coming to Mows, 
To decide wliether Dnnstan,that strong-bodied saint. 

Ever truly and reaHy pulFd the devifs nose ; 

Whether t' other saint, Dominic, burnt the dovil*s 
paw — 
Whether Edwy intrigued with Elgiva*s old mo- 
ther—' 
And many such points, from which Southey doth 
draw 
Conclusions most apt for our hating each other. 

That *t is very well known this devout Irish nation 
Has now, for some ages gone happily on. 

Believing in two kinds of Substantiation, 
One party in TVems, and the other in Con ;* 

fhat we, your petitioning Coiui, have, in right 
Of the said monosyllable, ravaged the lands. 
And embezzled the goods, and anaey'd, day and 
night. 
Both the bodies and aouls of the stickkn for 
Trmu; 

That we trust to Peel, Eldon, and other such sages, 

For keeping us still in the same rtate of mind ; 
Pretty much as the world used to be in those ages. 

When still smaller syllables madden VI mankind ; — 

%. 

When the words ex and per* served as well, to annoy 
One*s neighbours and friends with, as con and trans 
now; 
And Christians, like Southey, who stickled for ot. 
Cut the throats of all Christians, who stickled for 
ou* 



1 To soch important diicuHioni as tliese the g renter part 
of Dr. Southey** Findieim Eeeluim Jlnglican^ ia devoted. 

8 CoDcubiitaotiation — the true reforroed belioT; nt lesst, 
the belief of Lather, and, as Moaheim asserts, of Melaao- 
tbon also. 

3 When John of Rsfusa went to Constantinople (at the 
time the dispute betwiwin *' ex*' and " per'* was roinf on,) 
he foand Die Turks, we arc told, " laujrliin^ at the Chris- 
tians for being divided by two such insignificant particles." 

4 The Arian eontroversv.— Before that time, says Hooker, 
** hi order to be a soand believing Christian, men vrere not 
rorimn what syllables or particles of speech they used.'* 



That relying on England, whose kindneM already 
So oflen has help*d us to play the game o'er, 

We have got our red coats and our carabines ready 
And wait but the word to show sport, as before. 

That, as to the expense — the few millions, or so, 
Which for all such diversions John Bull has to 
pay— 
*T is, at least, a great comfort to John Bull to know 
That to Orangemen^s pockets *t will all find its 
way. 

For which yonr petitionen ever will pray, 

etc. etc. etc. etc. etc 



A VISION. 

BY THS AUTHOR OF CHRI8TABKL 

** Up !** said die Spirit, and, ere I could pray 
One hasty orison whirled me away 
To a limbo, lying — I wist not where— 
Above or below, in earth or air ; 
All glimmering o^w with a donJbtftd light, 
One Goold n*t say whether *t was day or night , 
And croct by many a mazy track. 
One did n*t know how to get on or back ; 
And, I felt like a needle that *s going astray 
(With its one eye out) through a bundle of hay ; 
When die Spirit he grinn'd, and whisper*d me, 
** Thoa *rt now in the Court of Chancery !** 

Arotmd me flitted unnnmber'd swarma 
Of ahapeless, bodiless, tailless forms ; 
(Like bottled up bsU>es, that grace the room 
Of that worthy knight. Sir Everard Home)— 
All of them things half killM in rearing ; 
Some were lame — some wanted hearing t 
Some had through half a century run. 
Though they had n*t a leg to stand upon. 
Others, more merry, as just beginning, 
Around on a point of law were spinning; 
Or bdanced alofl, twixt BiU and Anstoer, 
Lead at each end — like a tight-rope dancer. — 
Some were so crosx, that nothing could please * 
Some gulp'd down ajfidavils to ease 'ra ; — 
All were in motion, yet never a one. 
Let it move as it might, could ever move on. 
** These,*' said the Spirit, **you plainly see, 
Are what are called JSuits in Chancery <** 

I heard a loud screaming of old and young, 
Like a chorus by fifty Vclutis sung ; 
Or an Irish Dump (" the words by Moore**) 
At an amateur concert 8cream*d in score : — 
So harsh on my ear that wailing fell 
Of the wretches who in this Lirobo dwell ! 
It seem'd like the dismal symphony 
Of the shapes /Eneas in hell did see ; 
Or those frogs, whose legs a barbarous cook 
Cut ofT, and left the frogs in the brook. 
To cry all night, till life's last dregs, 
^Give us our legs ! — give us our legs !** 
Touch'd with the sad and sorrowful scene, 
I ask*d what all this yell might mean T 
When the Spirit replied, with a grin of glcA, 
** T is the cry of the suitors in Chancery *** 
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, \09k% bmI I nw a wimd rite, 

With a wig lilc0 a cloud before men'i ejm, 

Jn his aged hand be beld a wand. 

Wherewith be beokon'd hia enibfjo bapd, 

And they moved, and moved, as he waved i| o*er, 

Put they never got on one inch the more ; 

And itill they kept limping to and fro, 

Like Ariela round old Proepero— 

Saying, ** Dear Master, let ui go ;" 

But Itill old Proapero answer'd, ** No.*' 

And I heard the while, that wizard elf. 

Muttering, muttering apeUs to himeeli^ 

While oyer as many old papen he tum*d, 

Aa Hume ere moved for, or Omar bam*d. 

He talk*d of his Virtue, though some, less nice, 

(He own*d with a sigh) preferred his Vice — 

And he said, "I think"—" I doubt"—" I liope," 

Csll*d God to witness, and damn*d the Pope ; 

With many more steigbta of tongue and hand 

I could n't, for the soul of me, understand. 

Amazed and posed, I was just about 

To ask hi* name, when the screams without. 

The mMciless clank of the imps withiii. 

And that conjuror's nmtlerings, made auch a din, 

That, startled, I woke— leap'd up in mj bed— 

Found the Spirit, the imps, and the ooiyurar flad* 

And bless'd my stars, right pleased to see 

That I was n't aa yet, in Ghanoefy. 



NEWS FOR COUNTRY COUSINS. 

Deae Coz, aa I know neither yon nor Bliss Draper, 
When Pariiament 's up, ever take in a paper. 
But trust fbr your news to such stray odds and oads 
Aa you chance to pick up from political friends- 
Being one of this well-inform'd class, I sit down. 
To transmit you the last newest news that *s in town* 

As to Greece and Lord Cochrane, things could n't 
look better— 

His Lordship (who promises now to figbt faster) 
Had just taken Rhodes, and despatch'd off a letter 

To Daniel O'Connel, to make him Gnmd MbsIot ; 
Engaging to change the old name, if be can. 
From the Kqigbts of St. John to the Knights of St. 

Dan)— 
Or, if Dan should prefer, as a still better whim. 
Being made the Colossus, 't is all one to him. 

From Russia the last accounts are, that the Czar— 
Mtwt generous and kind, as all sovereigns are. 
And whose firat princely act (as you know, 1 suppose,) 
Was to give away all hb late brother's old clothes — 
Is now busy collecting, with brotherly care. 
The late Emperor's night-caps, and thinks of be- 
stowing 
One night-cap a-piece (if he has thom to spare) 
On all the dtstinguish'd old ladiea now going. 
(While I write, an arrival from Riga — ^"the Bro" 

then''— 
Having night-caps on board for Lord Eld-n and 
others.) 

Last adviees from India— Sir Arehy, 't is thought. 
Was near cauhing a Tartar (the first ever caught 



In N. lat. 91.)— and his Highneas Bujrmeee, 
Being very hard prest to shell out the rupeea. 
But not having much ready rhino, they aay, 
To pawn his august golden foot' for the payment — 
(How lucky for moaarchs, that can, when they elnw 
Tfaas establish a running aecount with the Jews !) 
The security being what Rothschild calla " goot," 
A loan will be forthwith, of oonise, set on/oot ,^ 
The parties are Roilisohild— A. Baring and Co., 
And three other great pawnbrokers— each takea a toe 
And engages (lest Gokl-foot should give oa leg-bail, 

Aa he did once before) to pay dovm on the iiotZ. 

• 

This is all for the present,^what ifUe peoa and paper 
Yours truly, dear Cousin,— best love to Mian Drapei 



AN INCANTATION. 

•aNO BY TMX BUULS BPimiT. 

Aia^*^ CooM with ma, awl «• will go 
Waaro tks rocks uT coral grav.** 



Com s with me, and vre wiD blow 
Lots of bubbles, aa wego ; 
BubUea, bright aa ever Hope 
Drew from Fkncy— or from aoap ; 
Bright as e'er the Sooth Sea aeat 
From its frothy element ! 
Come with dm, and we will Uow 
Lots of bubbles as we go. 
Mix the lather, Jounnt W-um, 
Thou who rhymest so well to " bilka 
Mix the lather — who can be 
Fitter for such task than thee. 
Great M. P. for Sudtbary ! 

Now the frothy charm is ripe, 
Puffing Peter, bring thy pipe,—* 
Thou, whom ancient Coventry, 
Once so dearly loved, that ahe 
Knew not which to her waa swe 
Peeping Tom or puffing Peter— 

Poff the bubbles high in air, 
Ptf thy best to keep them there 
Btwro^ bravo, Pktke M— e^ ! 
Now the rainbow humbugs' soar. 
Glittering all with golden hues. 
Such as haunt the dreams of Ji 
Some, reflecting minM that lie 
Under Chili's Rowing sky ; 
Son^e, those viigin pearis that aleep 
Cloister'd in the southern deep ; 



1 This PotenUte •lylea himself the Moqareh of tbeGoW^ 
en Pout. 

S Smog iodieations of eharaelsr nay bo asm 
traced io the rhymes to names. MarveU thoorkt so. 
he wrote ^ 



^ , "BIT Edward 8«uio. 

The looliah knight who rhymes to matton.'*' 



*a apoen 
menle of 
ruffian !*' 



MMoi owsMdera poolB» who 
dseaihlM ibo spls^tdfiiahifi- 
rophisse hm— **tho« mMhaw 
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Othflia, M if lent a ray 
From the •treuntiig Milky Way, 
Gliitttuiig o*er whh curds and whey 
Fram the cowa of AMeroey ! 

Now *fl the mon^ent — who ihall firat 
Catch the bubUefl era they bunt ? 
Run, ye squires, ye viscounts, run, 
Bk-oo-n, T-tnh-m, P-lm-rst-n^— 
John W-lk8< junior^ mns beside ye. 
Take the good the knaves provide ye!' 
See, with upCum*d eyes and hands, 
MHwre the Cftareman,* Bb^o-n , sfaadif 
Gaping for the froth to fall 
Down his swallow'-Iye and all ! 



But harii, my time is out — 
Now, like some great waterspouts 
Scatter*d by the cannon's thoiidei^ 
Bust, ye bobMess all HQiider! 

^Htre the Mage darkeiUfa di$oordant craek is heard 
from the ordtealra — the broken htMee deeoend tn a 

the Dmmatit Peracmm, and 4kt scene dnjmt leaving 
the bMU hiMitr»—<dl m the etide.] 



A DREAM OF TURTLE. 

BT Sin W. CUETIS. 

'T WAB etening time, in the twi&ght sweet 
I was sailing alongs When — whom should I 
But a tnitle joume3ring o*er the sea, 
" On the serrice of his Miyjesty !*'* 



When I spied him first, in the twilight dim, 
I did not know what to make of him ; 
Bat said to myself— 4m low he plied 
His fins, and roll*d firom side to side, 
Conoeitedly over the wateiy path — 
** *Tis my Lord of St-w-ll, taking a bath, 
And I hear him now, among the fishesv 
Quoting Yatel and Burgerdiscius !** 

But, no — 't was, indeed, a turtle^ wide 
And pfam^> as erer these eyes descried ; 
A turtle, juicy as ever yet 
Glued up the lips of a baronet ! 
Ah, much did it grieve my soul to see 
That an animal of such ^gnity. 
Like an absentee, abroad should roain, 
Wln» her o^fAl to stiy and be ate, at home. 

But BOW, ** a change came o'er my dream," 
lihe the magic Iantem*s shifkmg slider ;•«- 

I look'd^ and saw by the evening beam, 
Qd the back of that turtle sat a rider^ — 



t ** Lovslj Tbatt tiu fisttde thie. 
Tsks ta9 food tAe gods pronds toes* 



y Be srtbd by a sort of Tsseaa doletfiealkn of the 
dM woid ** OhamBaB.** 
3 We avs toU that the ps M BOrt of lbs late grSad 
deseribsd bfan as'<on bis lli^)Mty*s iSrVl 

dapibos raprsai 

Grata tasludo Jovm 



eft, ill 



A goodly man, with an eye so merry, 
I knew *t was our Foreign Secretary, 
Who there, at his eose, did sit and smile. 
Like Waterton on his Crocodile ; 
Cracking such jokes, at every motion. 

As made the turtle squeak with glee^ 
And ovm that they gave him a lively notioif 

Of what his oWn./brcei-meat balls wouU be. 

S04 on the Sec., in his glory, went. 

Over the briny element, 

Waving his hand, as he took farewell. 

With a graceful air, and bidding me tell 

Inquiring friends, that the turtle and he 

Were gone on a foreign embassy — 

To soften the heart of a D^plomale, 

Who is known to doat u|M>n verdant fat. 

And to let admiring EUirope see, 

Thatflol^pasA and calipee 

Are die E^^ith forms of Diplonacy t 



A VOICE FROM MARATHON. 

O FOR a voice, as loud as thit of Fame^ 

To brieathe the word— Arise ! 
From Pindns to Taygetas to proclaim — 

Let every Greek arise! 

Ye who have hearts to strike a jm^ biow# 

Hear my despairing cries i 
Ye Who have hands to imitfolate one foe^ 

Arise! arise! arise ^ 

F^ora the diitt fields of Asphodel beneath^ 

Upborne by cloudy sighs 
Of those who love their country still in deatlv^ 

£*en I-««*en J— -arise f 

Tliesef are not bands for earthfy wringing— these ! — 
Blood should not blind fhese eyes ! — 

Yet here I stand; untofttb'^d MiLtissie, 
Weeptng— arise ! arise! 

Hear ye the groans that heave this burial-fieki ?— 

Old GnBcia*B saviour4Mnd 
Cry from the dust — ** Fight on ! nor dabk to yield ! 

Save ye our fiither-land ! 

Blunt with your bosom the barbaric speaf ! 
Break it within your braasC ; 
llien oome, brate Greek ! and join your brothers 
here 
In oar immortal rest !^' 

Shall modem Datis, swoId with Syrian pridoy 

Cover the bnd witH slaves 7 — 
Ay— let them eoner it, both &r and wide«— 

Cover it with iSbtAxgroHm! 

Miae& has bean done^but mbre remains to d<^* 

Ye have f6Ug|ht long and well ! 
The traitair that,- on the Egean, glory blew, 

SeenCd with a storm to swell! 

Asia's grim tyrant shuddered at tbe sCund, 

He leap'd upon his dirone ! 
Murmur'd his horBe•tail^d chieftainry around— 

" AnoCJMr MBtniMH /*' 
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Dodona, 'mid her fanes and foreata hoar, 

Heard it with tolemn glee : 
And old Pamaoaua, with a lofty roar, 

Told it from tea to aea ! 

High-boflomM Greece, throagh her unnumber*d valea, 

Broke forth in gloriona song ! 
Her clamic streams that plough the headlong dales, 

Thunder'd the notes along * 

But there *s a bloodier wreath to gain, oh friends ! 

Now rise, or ever fall \ 
If ye fight now no fiercer than the fiends, 

Better not fight at all I 

The feverish war-drum mingles with the fife 

In dismal symphony, 
And Moslem strikes at liberty and ££»-> 

For both, strike harder ye ! 

Hark ! how Citheron with his earthquake voice 

Calls to the utmost shores ! 
While Fluto bars, against the riving noise, 

His adamantine doors ! 

s 

Athen^, tiptoe oo her crumbling dome. 

Cries — ** Youth, ye must be men !*' 
And Echo shouts widiin her rocky tomby — 

** Greeks, become Greeks again !*' 

'Hie stone firat brought, his living tomb to close, 

Pausanias* mother piled ; 
Matrons of Greece ! wUl ye do less for foes. 

Than she did for her child 7 

Let boyhood strike ! — Let every rank and age 

Do each what each can do ! 
Let him whose arm is mighty as his rage. 

Strike deep— strike home— strike through f 

Be wise, be firm, be cautious, yet be bold ! 

Be brotber-trae I be Qne ! 
I teach but what the Phrygian taught of old — 

Dividey and be undone! 

Hallowed in Ufe, in death itseU^ is be 
Who for his country dies ; 

A light, a star, to all futurity- 
Arise ye, then ! arise ! 

O countrymen! Ocountiymen! oiioemor&>- 

By earth— and seas— and skies — 
By Heaven — by sacred Hades — ^I implore — 

Arise! arise! arise! 



COTTON AND CORN. 

A DIALQOC7S. 

Said Cotton to Com, t* other day, 
As they met, and exchanged a salute— 

(Squire Com in his cabriolet, 
Poor Cotton, half famish'd, on foot) 

** Great squire, if it is n't uncivil 
To hint at starvation before you. 

Look down on a huag^ poor devil. 
And give him some broad, I implore you !** 



Quoth Cora then, in answer to Cotton, 
Perceiving he meant to make/ree, — 

** Low fellow, you *ve surely forgotten 
The distance between you and me ! 

** To expect that we, peers of hi^ birth. 
Should waste our ilkistrious acres 

For no other purpose on earth 
Than to fatten currt cahco-makers !~- 

** That bishops to bobbins should bend, — 
Should stoop from their bench's sublimity, 

Great dealers in 2aton, to befiriend 
Your contemptible dealers in dimity ! 

** No— vile mamifacturet ! ne'er haiboor 
A hope to be fed at our boards ; 

Base ofispring of Arkwright, the barber. 
What claim canst thou have upon lordet 

** No— thanks to the taxes and debt. 

And the triumph of paper o'er 
Our race of Lord Jeirmijrs, as yet. 

Many defy your whole rabble ofJamfg!" 

So saying, whip, crack, and away 
Went Com in his cab through the tbroog, 

So madly, I heard them all say 
Squire Cora would be down, before loof. 



THE DONKEY AND HIS PANNIERS 

A FABLX. 



foMOf jam tudat aadlas. 



Parcoilli; veatrumdeliciumestasiiras.— F^yyil Ckys. 

A DONKXY, whose talent for burdens wa« wopdiw. 
So much that you 'd swear he r^oiced in a load. 

One day had to jog under panniers so porxPzona, 
That— down the poor donkey fell, smack on the 
road. 



His owners and drivers stood round in 

What ! Neddy, the patient, the prosperous Ncd^y 
So easy to drive through the dirtiest ways. 

For every description of job-work so ready! 

One driver (whom Ned might have ** haiPd" as a 
"brother")! 

Had just been proclaiming his donkey's renown. 
For vigour, for spirit, for one thing or other, — 

When, lo, 'mid his praises, the donkey came down! 



But, how to upraise him 7— one shouts, I* oCJksr 
ties, 

While Jenky, the conjuror, wisest of all. 
Declared that an ** over-production*' oTthistlQe— * 

(Here Ned gave a stare) — was the cause of hk fill 



Another wise Solomon cries, as he 
" There, let him alone, and the fit will soon 



to 



1 Alludinf to an early poem of Mr. Coleridgv^ 

an AM, and beginniii|^, '* I hnil thee, brother!** 
S A coruiin country sonileman fasviac aaid ia t 



S A corulin country gonileman bsviog aui im the 
'* that we roust return at laMt to the food of oar 
■onustMHly asked Mr.T." what food the geatleaua 
— " Thistlca, I suppoae,'* antwerod Mr. T 



MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 



415 



The beast hu been figfadiig with other jack-uset, 
'And thia b hia mode of ' transitkm to peace,* 



t >( 



Some lookM at his hoofs, and, with learned grimaces, 
Pronounced that too long without shoes he had 
gone— 

** Let the blacksmith provide him a Mundrndtdbans, 
(The wiseacres said,) and he *s sure to jog on.' 



*t 



But otheni who gabbled a jargon half Gaelic 
Ezclaim'd, ** Hoot awa, mon, jon *re a* gane 
astray,** — 

And declared that, " whoe*er might prefer the metaUiCf 
They 'd shoe their own donkeys with/ujpier mache** 

Meanwhile the poor Neddy, in torture and fear. 
Lay under his panniers, scarce able to groan. 

And — what was still dolefuUer — lending an ear 
To advisers whose ears were a match for his own. 

At length, a plain rustic, whose wit went so far 
As to see others* folly, roar'd out, as he pass'd — 

" Quick — otf with the panniers, all dolu as ye are, 
Or your prosperous Neddy will soon kick his last !** 



ODE TO TIIE SUBLIME PORTE. 

Great Sultan, how wise are thy state compositions ! 

And oh, above all, I admire that decree. 
In which thou command'st that all she politicians 

Shall forthwith be strangled and cast in the sea. 

""T is my fortune to know a lean Benthamite spinster — 
A maid, who her faith in old Jkrkmy puts ; 

Who talks, with a lisp, of ** the last new WestmtMler,'* 
And hopes you 're delighted with ** Mill upon 
Gluts ; 



.♦♦ 



Who tells you how clever one Mr. F-nbl-nqub is. 
How charming his Articles 'gainst the Nobility ; — 

And assures you, that even a gentleman's rank is. 
In Jeremy's school, of no sort of utUity, 

To see her, ye Gods, a new Number devouring — 

Art. 1 — " On the iVeaflc'# variations," by Snip ; — 
Art. 2 — ^**On the Bondage of Greece," by John 

B — R-NO 

(That eminent dealer in scribbling and scrip ;) — 

Art. 3—*' Upon Fallacies,*' Jbremt's own — 
(The chief fallacy being his hope to find readers ;) — 

Art. 4 — "^ Upon Honesty," author unknown ; — 
Alt. 5 — (by the young Mr. M — ) " Hints to Breed- 
era. 

Oh Sultan, oh Sultan, though oft for the bag 

And the bowstring, like thee, I am tempted to call — 

Though drowning 's too good for each Une-stocking 
hag, 
I would bag this ake Bonthamite fint of them all! 

Ay, and — ^lest she should ever again Uft her head 
From the watery bottom, her clack to renew^ — 

As a clog, as a sinker, fiur better than lead, 
I would hang roond her neck her fiwn darKiif R0> 
view 



REFLECTIONS 



8UOGK8TED BT A LATE CORRESPONDENCE OR THB 
CATHOLIC QUESTION. 

Poor Catholics, bitter enough. 

Heaven knows, are the doses you*ve taken ; 
You've swallow'd down L-v-rf — l*8 stuff. 

His nonsense of ether, *' weU shaken ;*' 
You*ve borne the mad slaver of Lees, 

And the twaddle of saintly Lord L-rt-n ; 
But — worse, oh ye gods, than all these— 

You*ve been leauted by Mr. See. H-Rt^n ! 

Alas for sii millions of men ! 

Fit subjects for nought but dissection. 
When H-rt*n himself takes the pen. 

To tell them they 've lost his protection ! 
Ye sects, who monopolise bliss. 

While your neighbours' damnation you sport on. 
Know ye any damnation like this — 

To he cut bj the Under Sec. H-rt-n? 



THE GHOST OF MILTIADES. 

Ah quotiet dubiui ^cn)»tt^ ozaroit ainttlor ! — Ovut. 

The ghost of Miltiades came at night, 
And he stood by the bed of the Benthamite, 
And he said, in a voice that thrilPd the frame, 
** If ever the sound of Marathon^s name 
Hath fired thy blood, or flush'd thy brow. 
Lover of hberty, rouse thee now !" 

The Benthamite, yawning, left his bed— 

Away to the Stock Elxehange he sped, 

And he found the scrip of Greece so hig^ 

That it fired his blood, it flush'd Us eye. 

And oh L't was a sight for the ghost to see. 

For there never was Greek more Greek than he ! 

And still, as the premium higher went, 

Hisecstasy rose— so much per cent 

(As we see, in a glass that tells the weather. 

The heat and the silver rise together,) 

And Liberty sung from the patriot's hp. 

While a voice from his pocket whisper'd, ** Scrip '* 

The ghost of Miltiades came again ; — 
He smiled, as the pale moon shines throogh rain, 
For his soul was gkid at that Pitriot strain ; 
(And, poor, dear ghost— how little he knew 
The joiiB and tricks of the Philhellene crew !- 
** Blessings and thanks !" was all he said* 
Then melting away, like a night-dream, fled I 

The Benthamite hears — amaaed diat ghosta 
Coold be such fools — and away be posts. 
A patriot still ? Ah no, ah no- 
Goddess of Freedom, thy scrip is low. 
And, warm and fond as thy lovers are. 
Thou triest their passion when under par. 
The Benthamite's ardour fast decays, 
By turns, he weeps, and swears, and prays, 
Ajid wishes the I>— I had crescent and crom^ 
Ere he had been forced to sell at a loss 
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They quote him the stock of varioufl natioM, 

Bot, v^e of hia classic associationa, 

Lord ! how he loathes the Greek quotation* * 

"Who'U boy my scrip? Who'U buy myaeripr 

Is now the dieme of the patriot*s lip. 

As he runs to tell how hard his lot is 

To Messrs. Orlando and Loriottis, 

And says, ** Oh Greece, fbr liberty's sake, 

Do boy my scrip, and I v6w to break 

Those dark, unholy btmda of thine — 

If yoo*ll only consent to buy up mmeV 

The ghost of Miltiades came onoe more ; — 
His brow, Mke the night, was lowering o*er, 
And he said, with a look that flash'd dismay, 
** Of Liberty'^i foes the worst are they 
Who turn to a trade her cause dirine. 
And gamble for gold on Freedom's shrine !" 
Thus saying, the g^ost, as he took his flight. 
Gave a Pvdiian kick to the Benthamite, 
Which sent him, whimpering, off to Jerry — 
And yaniah'd away to the Stygian ferry ! 



CORN AND CATHOLICS. 

Utram horum 

DiriiM bonim 1 — hutrii ^ucUfres. 

What ! 9tiU those two infbmal questions, 
That with our moils, our slumbeia mix — 

That spoil our tempers and digestions- 
Eternal Com and Catholics T 

Gods ! were there ever two such bores ? 

Nothing else talk*d oC, night or morn- 
Nothing in doors or out of doon, 

But endless. Catholics and Com ! 

NoTor was such a brace of pests — % 
While Ministers, still worse than either, 

SkillM but in feathering their nests. 
Bore us with both, and settle neither. 

So addled in my cranium meet 
Popery and Com, that oft I doubt. 

Whether, this year, *t was bonded wheat, 
Or bonded papists, they let out. 

Here laadlorda, here polemica, nail yoo, 
Afm*d with alkffubbish they can nke up ; 

Prket and tests at onoe assail yoo — 
From Daniel tkue, and ikotefnm Jaoob. 

And when you sleep, with head still torn. 
Between the two, their shapes you mix. 

Till Bomeiimea Catholics seem Coi%-— 
Then Cora again seems Catholics. 



Now Dantxic wheat before you floats — 

Now, Jesuits from California— 
Now Ceraa, UnkM with Titna Oils, 

Comes dancing through the " Porta Cofneo.'*' 

1 The Horn Gate, thronah which the aocienu supposed 
all true dreams (racli •• thoee of the Popiih Plot, etc.) to 
pee«. 



Oft, too, the Com growa animate, 
And a whole crop of heads appean. 

Like Pkpists, bearding Chnrdl and State— 
HiemBelTea, together &y Ike ear$ ! 

While, leaders of the wheat, a row 

Of Poppies, gaudily declaiming, 
Like Counsellor 0*Bric and Co., 

Stand forth, somniferously flaming ! 

In slU^, their torments never cease ; 

And oft I wish myself transferr'd off 
To some far, lonely land of peace, 

Where Corn or Pkpist ne'er were heard of. 

Oh waft me, Pany, to the Pole ; 

For — if my fivte is to be chosen 
*Twixt bores and iee-berga— on my 

Fd rather, of the two, be froxen ! 



■ool, 



CROCKFORDIANA 

SFHIEAMt. 

1. 
Mala vicioi ptcmg cootagia IsdonL 

What can thoee workmen be about 7 
Do, C D, let the secret out. 

Why thus your booses fiJL— 
Quoth he, ** Since folks are not in town, 
I find it bettw to puU dowm, 

Tbmn have no paa at aO,' 



(t 



Sbk, passenger, at C d 'b high beheat. 

Red coata by Usdie-legs ousted from their 
The arta of peace, o'eraiatehing reckleae wmr. 
And gallant Rouge undone by wily JVotr .' 

3. 

Iinper eongrestoe— ~ 
Fatx gave the word — the King of dice and cards 
In an vnguarded moment took the Goardi; 
Contrived his neighbours in a trice to drob^ 
And did the trick by — turning up a CbA 



Nullum limile est idem. 

*T 18 strange how some will differ — aome advance 
That the Guard's Cfab-Hoose was pull*d 



I 



While some, with justar notiona in their naasaid. 
Stoutly maintain the deed waa done fay 



THE TWO BONDSMEN. 

Whsn Joseph, a Bondsman in Egypt, of oU, 

Shunn*d the wanton embfttces of Potqthar'a dam 
She ofibr'd him jewela, ahe ofier'd him gold, 

Bot mora than all licbea he valoed hia &iiie. 
Oh Joaeph ! thou Bondsman of Greece, cnn it be 
That liie actiona of namesakes so Utile agree t 
Greek Scrip is a Potiphar's lady to thee. 
"Whitn with 13 per cent she enibeUiah*d her chaimi 
Didiit thou fly, honest Joseph 7 Yea — into her aroM 
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Oil lotqph ! dear JoMph! betUnk thee in time, 
And takeaftiend't eooneel, though tender'd in ihjme. 
Refund, ** honest" Joeeph : bow great were die aliune, 
U, when poeteiiority* dta on thy name. 
They ahoold ttemly decree, *twixt yoor namesake 

and you, 
That he was the Christian, and th9n wert the Jew. 



THE PERIWINKLES AND THE LOCUSTS. 

A BAlMAavm>lAM HTMR. 

" To Pannrge wai sangMd the Lairdthtp of Salmagundi, 
irhioh was yearly wortli <l,780,10tt,789 ryals, beiidM tho 
rtvs^e of Uio L»eu9t» aad PtriwinUes^ aiMMrating one 
yoar with aaotber to the raloe of S,42S,788, tic ale.**— 

"HimRa! Hurra!" I heard them say. 
And they cheer'd and shouted all the way. 
As the Laird of Salmagundi went. 
To open in state his Parliament 

The Salmagundians once were rich. 

Or thought they were— no matter whidn- 

For, every year, the Rerenue* 

From their Periwinkles larger grew ; 

And their rulers, skill'd in all the trick. 

And legerdemain of arithmetic. 

Knew how to place 1, 2, 3, 4, 

5, 6, 7, 8, and 9, and 10, 
Such various ways, behind, belbre. 
That they made a unit seem a score, 

And proved themselves moat wealthy 

So, on they went, a prosperous crew, 
The people wise, the rulers clever,— 

And God help those, like me and yon. 

Who dared to doubt (as some now do) 

That the Periwinlde Revenue 
Would thua go flouriahing on for < 



*'Hanra! hum !" I heard them say. 
And they chaer*d and shouted all the wayi 
As the Great Panurge in glory went, 
To open his own dear 



But folks at length began to doubt 
What an this colouring was about ; 
For, eveiy day, more deep in debt 
They saw their wealthy ralers get ^« 
" Let 's look (said they) the items througfaf 
And see if what we're told be tree 
Of oar Periwinkle Revenue.** 
But, lord, they found there was n*t a tittle 

Of truth in aught they heard before ; 
For, they gain*d by Periwinkles little, 

AJid lost by Locusts ten times more ! 
Tliese Locusts are a lordly bieed 
Some Salmagundtana love to fted. 



1 RsoMMs postsri^'— a fitvourila word of tha 
Attonie7-0«Mral*t. 
S AoosDisd ss ia Swift's Un»- 

"Not so a aatioB's rovsnoss art paid.** 
86 



Of all the beasts that ever were boni| . 
Your Locust most delights in oom ; 
And, though his body be but small. 
To fatten him takes the devil and an I ' 

Nor thia the worst, for direr still. 

Alack, alack and a weU^a-day ! 

Their PeriwinJdes,— once the stay 
And prop of the Salmagundian tin^ 
For want of fbeding, aU feU iU ! 

And still, as they thinn*d and died away. 
The Locusts, ay, and the Locusts* Bin 

Grew fatter uid fatter every day ! 

"Oh fie ! oh fie !** was now the cry. 
As they aaw the gaudy show go by. 
And the Laird of Salmagundi went 
To open his Locust Parliament ! 



A CASE OF UBEL. 

A CERtAiN old Sprite, who dwells below 
(*T were a libel, perhaps, to mention where) 

Came up incogs some winters ago, 
To try for a change, the London air. 

So weU he looked, and dreaa'd and talked. 
And hid hia tail and his horns so handy. 

You'd hardly have known him, aa he walk'd 
From •••••, or any other Dandy. 

(N.B. — Wb horns, they say, unscrew ; 

So, he haa but to take them out of the socket, 
And— just as some fine husbands do— 

Conyeniently clap them into his pocket.) 

In short, he look'd extremely natty. 

And ev'n contrived — to his own great wonder* 
By dint of sundry scents from Gattie, 

To keep the sulphurous kogo under. 

And so my gentleman hoofd about. 

Unknown to aU but a chosen fbw 
At White's and Crockford'a, where, no doubt 

He had many poitHAiU falling doe. 



Alike a gamester and a wit. 

At night he was seen with Crockford's crew , 
At mom with learned dames would ait — 

So pasa'd his time 't wixt hiack uadhbtt. 

Some wish'd to make him an M. P., 
But, finding W— Ika was also one, he 

Was heard to say "he 'd be d— d if he 
Would ever sit in one house with Johnny.** 

At length, as secrets travel fast. 

And devils, whether he or she. 
Are sure to be found out at last. 

Hie afiair got wind moat rapidly. 

The preas, the impartial press, that annbe 
Al^e a fiend's or an angel's c apers 

Miss Pston*s soon as Beehebub'a— 
Fired ofi*a squib in the morning papeii i 

"We warn good men to keep aloof 
From % f;nBi c^^\>vBi^^« wwb. i^Moft^ 
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With a-fire-proof wig, and a cloTen hoof^ 
Through a neat-cot Hoby miokiDg out" 

Now, (he Devil being a gentleman, 

Who piques himself on his well-bred dealings, 
Ton maj guess, when o^er these lines he ran. 

How much they hurt and shocked his feelings. 

Away he posts to a man of law. 
And oh, *t would make you laugh to *ve seen 
'em, 
As paw shook hand, and hand shook paw. 
And *t was " hail, good fellow, well met,** be- 
tween *eir». 

Straight an indictment was preferr'd— 
And much the Devil ei^oy*d the jest. 

When, looking among the judges, he heard 
That, of all the batch, his own was DesU 

In vain Defendant profier*d proof 

That Plaintiff's self was the Father of Evil- 
Brought Hoby forth, to swear to the hoof. 

And Stultz, to speak to the tail of the Devil. 

The Jury— saints, all snug and rich. 
And readers of virtuous Sunday papers. 

Found for the Plaintiff--on hearing which 
The Devil gave one of his loftiest capers. 

For oh, it was nuts to the father of lies 
(As this wily fiend is named, in the Bible,) 

To find it settled by laws so wise. 
That the greater the truth, the worse the libel ! 



UTERARY ADVERTISEMENT. 

WAN'nBi>— Anthois of all-work, to job for the tea- 
son. 

No matter which party, so faithful to neither : — 
Good hacks, who, if posed for a rhyme or a reasoft, 

Can manage, like *****, to do without either. 

If in gaol, all the better for out o*-door topics ; 

Your gaol is for trav'Uers a charming retreat ; 
They can take a day*s rale ^or a trip to the Tropics, 

And sail round the world, at their ease, in the Fleet 

For Dramatists, too, the most useful of schools — 
They may study high life in the King's Bench 
community : 
Aristotle could scarce keep them more wUhm rulei, 
And of place they *re, at least, taught to stick to the 
unity. 

Any lady or gentleman come to an age 
To have good ** Reminiscences" (three-ecore, or 
higher,) 
Will meet with encouragement— so much, per page, 
Aad the spelling and grammar both found by the 
buyer. 

No matter with 10^ their remembrance is stock*d, 
80 they 11 only remember the quantum desired ;— 

Enough to fill handsomely Two Volumes, ocL, 
iVJM twsoQr^bor shUlings, is all that 's reeved. 



They may treat us, like Kelly, with old joB^dafriiaf 
like ReynoUa, uaj haun of each moantubBak 
frolic, ^ 

Or kindly inform us, like Madame Genlis,' 
That ginger-bread cakes always give them the co* 
hck. 

There's nothing, at present, so popular growing 
As yqpr Autobiographers — fortunate elves, 

Who manage to know all the best people going. 
Without having ever been heard of themselves ! 

Wanted, also, new stock of Fkmphlets on Com, 
By *" Farmers" and ** Landholders"— (^anaMM, 
whose lands 
Enclosed all in bow-pots, their attics adom» 
Or, whose share of the soil may be seen on tbeif 
hands.) 

No-Popery Sermons, in ever so dull a vein. 
Sure of a market; — should they, too, who pra'ttB, 

Be renegade Papists, like Murtagh O'S-U-v-n,* 
Sometliing extra allow'd for the additional Tenoa^ 

Funds, Physic, Corn, Poetry, Boxing, Romance, 
All ezcdlent sulyects for turning a penny ;— 

To write upon ofi is an author's sole chance 
For attaining, at last, the least knowledge of eiq^ 

Nine times out often, if his title be good. 
His matter within of small consequence h ;— 

Let him only write fine, and, if not understood. 
Why, — that *s the concern of the reader, not his. 

N.B. — A leam'd Essay, now printing, to show. 
That Horace (as clearly as words could ca p ieas h' 

Was for taxing the Ftand-holders, ages ago. 

When he wrote thus—** Quodcunque m JWmI tf 
auest it.''** 



THE SLAVE 

I HSARD, as I lay, a wailing sound, 
** He is dead — he is dead,*' the rmnoor flew ; 

And I raised my chain, and tura'd me roundl. 
And ask'd, through the dungeon window,. * who f 

I saw my livid tormenton pass ; 

Their grief 't was bliss to hear and see i 
For never came joy to them, alas. 

That did n*t bring deadly bane to me. 

Eager I Iook*d through the mist of night. 
And ask*d, ** What foe of my race hath died t 

U it he— that Poabter of law and right. 
Whom nothing but wrong cookl e'er 

"Who, long as he sees but wealth to win. 
Hath never yet felt a qualm or doubt 



1 Tbii lady, in her Memoirs, abo fkvoars w 
drtH of thoM apotbeearies who haw, IVoni 1 
given her pill* that agreed with her ; — always 
the pilb tboald be ordered '*eem«i« fmir ellc.** 

8 A gentleman, wbe diilii^aiabed binseir by hb 
before Uie Iriih Committees. 

3 Aeeordin( to the common rsa^Kng ** faodeanqi 
dis, aeesoiu** 
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What laitoiB for joitiee he 'd keep in, 
Or whit nitton for fieedom he *d duit out— 

"Who, a clog for ever on Troth's adranoe, 
Stifles her (like the Old Man of the Sea 

Round Sinbad*s neck,*) nor leaves a chance 
Of shaking him off— is 't he ? is 't he?*' 

Ghastly my grim tormentors smiled. 
And thursdng me back to my den of woe, 

With a laughter even more fierce and wild 
Than their funeral howling, answer*d, **No. 

Bat the cry still pierced my prison gate, 
And again I aak*d, " What scourge is gone? 

Is it he — that Chief, so coldly great. 
Whom Fame unwillingly shines upon— 

" Whose name is one of th* ill omen*d words 
Hiey link with hate on his native plains ; 

And why ? — they lent him hearts and swords. 
And he gave, in return, scoflb and chains ! 

'bit he? is it he r I loud inquired. 
When, hark ! — there sounded a royal knell ; 

And I knew what spirit had just expired. 
And, slave as I wis, my triumph felL 

1 **Too fell/* Mid they, " into the band* of the old man 
of the lea, and are the first who ever eeeaped ttrangliof by 
his maUcioos tricke.'*— 5l«ry •/ Sinbud, 



He had pledged a hate onto me and mine, 
He had left to the fiitare nor hope nor choioe» 

Bat sealM that hate with a name divine, 
And he now was dead, and'— -I could n*i rqolee ! 

He had &nn*d afiesh the homing brands 

Of a bigotry waxing cold and dim ; 
He had arm*d anew my tortoreis* hands. 

And Ihem did I corse— bot Bigh*d for him. 

For hiM was the error of head, not heart. 
And— oh, how beyond the ainbosh*d foe. 

Who to emnity adds the traitor's part. 
And carries a smile, with a curse below ! 

If ever a heart made bright amends 
For the fatal fanlt of an erring head^ 

Go, learn Aif fame from the lips of friends. 
In the orphan's tear be his glory read. 

A prince without pride, a man without guile» 
To the last imchanging, warm, sincere. 

For worth he had ever a hand and smile. 
And for misery ever his purse and tear. 

Touch'd to the heart by that solemn toll, 

I calmly sunk in my chains again ; 
WhUe, stUl as I said, ** Heaven rest his soul!** 

My mates of the dungeon sigh'd, " Amen f* 



THE END. 
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